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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I'm not sure how I developed a fascination for bondage and submission. I know I've always found comics and stories and shows where women are tied up to be fascinating, even before I attributed any kind of sexuality to it. Wonder woman was always getting tied up, which really thrilled me. And when I started reading romances, the more the heroine was mistreated the better. Although back then it was more a thrill at how much more rewarding it would be when she was rescued by the hero.
 
   Even before I had any interest in sex I used to tie myself up, pretending I was the much abused prisoner of pirates or highwaymen or brutal Arab chieftains or something. But during high school I was, for the most part, very timid about exploring that aspect of my sexuality. It was a deeply hidden part of me that I shared with no one.
 
   The internet was a revelation, though, a real eye-opener in how much more imaginative others had taken such thoughts in the realm of sexuality, and I saw many a thing which shocked and thrilled me, and which I would have desperately liked to have explored, but couldn't.
 
   It wasn't until my senior year that it all kind of exploded, in a quite horrifying way. It was because I met Dean. I fell head over heals for him, even though my friends and family didn't think much of him at all. The more they cut him down the more I angrily defended him, not really thinking much about the things they were saying or the wisdom of my own actions.
 
   Dean was hot, and sexy, and he swept me into a world of sex and drugs and excitement that I had never known. I let him tie me up, and treat me roughly. I started taking drugs that he gave me, and then let him take pictures and even videos of me naked, and then doing sexual things. I let him abuse me, even grew excited at it. He slapped me around, took the money I earned from my part time job, and browbeat me into wearing sexier and, to be honest, sluttier clothes.
 
   And he told me I was hot all the time, how sexy I was, how gorgeous I was, and how any guy who saw me would get an erection because I was a walking wet dream. 
 
   We had a lot of sex, and we did a lot of drugs, and I missed a lot of school. I was failing, in fact, and he persuaded me to kind of, well, to offer myself to one of my teachers to get a pass. The teacher didn't take me up on the offer, though. And shortly after that I found out Dean had been showing those pictures and videos to all his friends.
 
   I found out because one of his friends put a bunch of them on the internet, and soon after that they were all around my school, and my town. Pictures of me naked were bad enough, but the video of of me sucking his cock was a lot worse, and then there was the one of me masturbating...
 
   You can't imagine the humiliation I felt, and the sense of betrayal! It was impossible for me to go back to school. Even my own family were disgusted with me. My stepmother wouldn't even speak to me. My father called me a whore. My brothers kept getting into fights at school because guys would tell them what a great cock sucker I was, and what a great looking pussy I had.
 
   I couldn't stay in town. No one would hire me and I didn't even have a diploma. So my stepmother packed me off to the city to live with her brother and finish high school. I think they were kind of washing their hands of me, and felt hurt, but I understood why. The thing is, I didn't really know my uncle very well. Of course, he technically wasn't my uncle since he was my stepmother's brother. And she had only married my mom five years earlier. He wasn't married, and all I knew of him was he was a stern, kind of forbidding guy.
 
   Most of the guys who knew about the videos wanted to fuck me, or just talk dirty to me. It was the women and girls who were really disgusted and contemptuous about them. So while I had other relatives, I suspected none of the women in those families wanted anything to do with me, which is why they were kind of stuck with sending me to live with a bachelor uncle.
 
   Besides, he had money, and a big house, so he had a spare bedroom. Also, he had no kids, and I didn't think they wanted me 'infecting' their own kids with my slutty ways. But they didn't tell him why I had to go live in the city. They told him I was going to attend a special high school for gifted kids in my senior year. Ha. What a laugh. In fact, I was repeating my senior year, since I'd failed it the previous year.
 
   I was glad to get away from all the stares, all the snickers and snotty remarks, out of my town, where everyone knew everyone's business. But I was sorry to be leaving Dean. I know you'll think that's weird, after he betrayed me. But I was used to Dean treating me bad, and the sex was incredibly hot and steamy. And some part of me kind of craved mistreatment and abuse anyway, and had come to sexualize it. 
 
   My uncle lived in a large house because it had a lot of land around it. He lived on the edge of the city, and had a large back yard with a pool, and a big finished basement with a big screen TV, a pool table, and a bar. There was also a guest bedroom, since of course, the house had several.
 
   I was nervous when I arrived, wondering if someone had told Uncle James any of the stuff about me, but he didn't look at me the way the men did around town, so I felt a little reassured. He also seemed kind of cool. I mean, he was my stepmother's younger brother, and quite a few years younger than her and my father. He didn't strike me as old, like they did, and I thought he would probably be a lot more modern in his thinking about sex and stuff.
 
   But I still felt really out of it here. I mean, away from everyone and everything I knew. And there wasn't even anyone to really talk to, which was why I started messaging and chatting with Dean again on my laptop. He tended to talk dirty to me, which was exciting, and made me talk dirty back to him, which was even more of a strange dark thrill. 
 
   He had me send him some pictures and videos too. You might think I was crazy, but I figured they weren't any worse than what was already out there, so what was the harm? It wasn't like they could trash my reputation any more than it was already trashed. And he had apologized for that friend of his and promised not to let anyone see the new ones.
 
   Anyway, my uncle might not have been told much, but he clearly knew I had been acting up some. He told me as much, and made it clear to me I was there to work and get good marks, and that my social life would have to take a very distant second place. My parents had told him to be strict with me, and he intended to be.
 
   He needn't have worried. Everyone else in my senior class had been together for years. I was a complete stranger. I had no real social life to speak of. Though of course, the guys had an interest. But I was worried about doing something dumb again and getting a reputation again, so I was wary about them.
 
   So the only guy I had a lot to do with every day was James. He was an engineer of some kind, and worked with robots in a factory.. He seemed decent enough, but was this big, stern, male presence who seemed suspicious of everything I did when I was out of the house, so that was a bit of a turn-off. Still, he wasn't unfriendly or standoffish, at least.
 
   I had a nice room, way nicer than I had at home, which overlooked the back yard. It was really comfortable, and had nice furniture and got a lot of sun, but it didn't have a TV or anything since there was a big screen TV in the basement and another in the living room. I could watch TV on my laptop, though, and I did that a lot.
 
   But I did take advantage of the pool, too. Who wouldn't? And I only had one bathing suit, the black bikini Dean had picked out for me last year. It wasn't a thong, but the butt was kind of small, and the top would have been kind of on the small side even if it was the right cup size, which it wasn't. It was a B cup and I'm a C.
 
   I didn't have a job or any money, though, so it was wear that or nothing, and while the latter was a tempting thought, I could only do it when I was sure Uncle James wasn't around. I did skinny-dip then, and it was kind of exciting to be swimming around naked. Thankfully, he had a very private back yard with a high fence.
 
   I was kind of shy around him the first time he saw me in my bikini, but the fact is I'm not really that shy of my body any more, and I was even kind of proud of it. I liked showing it off to guys. Maybe I was vain. Anyway, I did my best to not seem like I was flaunting my body around Uncle James, but the truth is that I soon discovered it turned me on to have him looking at me in my little bikini top.
 
   Maybe I was just starved for male affection, or at least, for sex, since I was away from Dean. I had really gotten to like sex, especially hard, rough sex. And I had gotten used to his compliments about how hot I was, too. Uncle James did not, of course, make the same remarks, but I tried my best to get him to look at me without seeming to, trying to see if I could get him to notice my body.
 
   I wasn't trying to seduce him or anything. I'm not sure I was really thinking of anything to the extent you could say I had a plan. But I had come to realize over the past few years that men seemed to like me more because I was pretty, or maybe because I was hot. Maybe it was just that he was the only guy around, even if he was my uncle. And he wasn't bad looking either.
 
   I even felt this odd little tingle of breathlessness when he walked over to me at the edge of the pool. He was in his bathing suit, and you know, he's built! I was surprised. I'd never actually been that close to a man before, not a real man. And his body was... very male. He had a thick chest and wide shoulders. And he was tall, tall enough that my face was at mid chest to him.
 
   Looking at that chest, that strong male chest from up close with just a scattering of hair (Dean had none since he shaved himself) made things inside me go tight. I had to cock my head back to look up at his grinning face. And then his arms, big and strong, with big strong hands, slid down and completely enveloped my waist – before lifting me up bodily and tossing me into the pool.
 
   Yes, I know he was my uncle, but I'd never had a lot of boyfriends, and never really been that close to a really big strong guy before. Not that hew as any Conan of course. He was maybe six one, and built nicely, but he was no big bodybuilder. That got me thinking of what would it be like to have a man who was a big bodybuilder, one of those guys who had muscles on muscles!?
 
   Later that night I was on the laptop, chatting with Dean. I was sitting in bed, doing my nails, wearing nothing, because Dean liked to know I was naked when we chatted on-line. Sometimes I just told him I was naked to please him, even when I wasn't. Anyway, I mentioned I'd been at the pool and that Uncle James had been there.
 
   Did he like your bikini? he asked.
 
   I dunno. He didn't say, I replied, painting a narrow strip of dark pink along my big toe.
 
   He didn't stare at your tits? he wrote.
 
   He's my uncle, I replied unconsciously. Well, sort of anyway.
 
   So? Tits are tits, and it's not like he's gay. I bet he wished you would take the top off and flash him.
 
   Don't be gross, I typed.
 
   Why? You love cock. I bet you'd love your uncle's cock.
 
   I bit my lip, because Dean liked me to say dirty stuff a lot, even if it wasn't true.
 
   Come on, slut. Admit it. You're a fucking slut nympho, he typed.
 
   Okay, I typed.
 
   Don't say okay, slut. Say it.
 
   I'm a slut nympho, I typed.
 
   Typing the words, knowing he was reading them, kind of aroused me, and I felt a little tightness in my chest... and lower down.
 
   You want to suck your uncle's cock, don't you, slut!
 
   I inhaled sharply, for the words were so nasty! But the nastiness excited me.
 
   I want to suck my uncle's cock, I typed back, delighted at how outrageous he was being.
 
   You want to get down on all fours and have him fuck you like a bitch in heat, don't you!
 
   Yes, I gulped as I typed.
 
   Say it, slut, he typed.
 
   I want to get down on all fours so my uncle can fuck me like a bitch in heat! I typed.
 
   It was impossible to type the words without getting the mental image, and the image was so outrageous it turned me on.
 
   Slut, he taunted. Admit it. You're a slut.
 
   I'm a slut, I typed, excited at the words.
 
   Stick your fingers in your cunt and say it again, bitch!
 
   The crude words aroused me. I hesitated, then leaned back a little, feeling the rush of heat and energy. I held the nail polish brush in my right hand but my left slid down to my shaven sex, and fingered my clit, causing a rush of excitement.
 
   Do it, slut!
 
   I pushed my finger into myself and licked my lips.
 
   Admit you're a slut!
 
   I put down the brush, my pulse quickening.
 
   I'm a slut, I typed with my other hand.
 
   You want to be gang banged, don't you, slut. Say it.
 
   I'm a slut, I typed awkwardly, pumping my finger in and out of the mouth of my pussy. I want to be gang banged.
 
   By niggers!
 
   I want to be gang banged by niggers, I typed, squirming on the bed as I slid my finger deeper.
 
   I'm gonna find a bunch of darkies to fuck you and take a video if it, so I can jerk off every night. Would you like that, slut?
 
   Yes, I typed, getting breathy now as my excitement mounted.
 
   I bet you're finger fucking yourself, aren't you, slut.
 
   I am.
 
   Say it, you stupid bitch, he typed in irritation.
 
   I'm finger fucking myself, I typed.
 
   You're finger-fucking yourself dreaming about niggers gang banging you.
 
   I'm finger-fucking myself dreaming about niggers gang banging me, I repeated.
 
   The dirty words aroused me further, and I could feel my pussy getting moist as I slowly worked a second finger down into its tight depths.
 
   Whore, he typed. I bet you want to fuck the whole football team at your new school. I bet it's full of niggers.
 
   I do, I replied. I want to fuck the whole football team!
 
   Squeeze your tits for me, Pretend it's my hand, slut.
 
   I squeezed my breast as I lay back, knees spreading wider. I the heat rising within me at all the nasty, dirty talk, and knowing Dean was turned on too.
 
   Take a picture of yourself right now, slut. Take a picture and send it to me.
 
   I felt anxiety in my belly at the words. You promise not to show anyone?
 
   No, I'm going to put it on the internet and send it your parents, you slut! Send me the picture!
 
   I knew he didn't mean that, but the thought made me anxious and fearful even while it aroused me.
 
   I picked up my cell phone and raised it up and back, then snapped a picture of myself, sending it to him.
 
   Nasty little slut, he wrote.
 
   Are you looking at it? I typed breathlessly.
 
   Yeah. You're as fucking hot a piece of cunt as I remember. You need to be fucked hard all day and all night like the whore you are. Shove your fingers deeper into your wet pussy and fuck yourself.
 
   I did, panting as I thrust two fingers deep into my pussy and began to stroke my thumb across my clit.
 
   Turn on your web cam.
 
   I hesitated again.
 
   Video uses a lot of bandwidth, I typed. Uncle James might notice and complain.
 
   Yeah? So what? Maybe he'll spank you then, huh? I bet you'd like that, you slut. Do it, bitch!
 
   I don't knowwwwww, I typed.
 
   Do it, whore! Bitch whore slut! Do it or I'll come up there and kick your ass! I'll take my belt to you and fuck you while yer bleeding! Cunt Do it now!
 
   I moaned weakly at the dirty words. I knew he didn't really mean them, but they really turned me on! I sat up, heart pounding, and turned it on, setting it up quickly, super hot even though I was anxious. I couldn't see him, but he could see me as I lay back, the lap top between my legs.
 
   Fuck yourself, whore, he ordered.
 
   God! He was so nasty! I fingered myself, pumping my fingers in deep, now adding a third at his orders, my body starting to twist and my hips to roll as the heat grew.
 
   Are you dreaming about my cock, slut?
 
   Yes, I typed.
 
   Say it, bitch.
 
   I'm dreaming about your cock, Dean! I typed, then thrust my fingers in deeper.
 
   Your fingers aren't big enough to be my cock, he wrote. Find something big. Why don't you have a dildo anyway?
 
   Because my brothers would have found it at home.
 
   You're not at home now, stupid.
 
   But I don't have any money.
 
   Fuck, every bitch like you is sitting on her fortune. I bet you could fuck your uncle and he'd buy you a dildo.
 
   I found a small spray can of shoe polish on the dresser. It wasn't like a full sized can, but it was thick, a lot thicker than Dean, if you want the truth, but he persuaded me, and my own arousal forced me to comply. It took some effort, and it hurt a bit going in, but then I was able to shove it deep into my pussy as he watched and cursed and told me what a hot, gorgeous slut I was and what a hard-on he was getting watching me.
 
   Y-You won't show anyone, will you? I typed, face flushed, body overheating as I forced the thing even deeper.
 
   I don't have to. They're all sitting around watching right now, slut. There's like ten guys sitting here watching you fuck yourself with that can.
 
   I felt a hot rush of shock even though I knew he lying. The idea a bunch of guys was watching me was both horrifying and yet weirdly exciting, in a dark, masochistic kind of way.
 
   Get on your knees and spank yourself for being such a dirty slut, Dean typed.
 
   So I did, obscenely displaying myself to the camera on the computer as I slapped my ass. The sharp stings made me wince and moan in pain, but the pleasure, the raw, ragged excitement every time I did it was a lot more powerful.
 
   I fingered myself as I slapped my ass, and an orgasm washed over me, so that my hips bucked violently and I cried out softly, jamming my face into the pillow to keep the noise down.
 
   Whore, Dean typed. Slut. You should be a hooker. I bet that's what you'll be in life. I bet you'll be on street corners sucking guys off for a dollar.
 
   I only moaned in reply, still trembling a little as the afterglow began to ease.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Everything was going okay, until I got a call from my father two days later. He started out asking how I was doing in school, then demanded to know if I was still talking with Dean. I said no, because, technically, I hadn't 'talked' to him. It was long distance so we couldn't unless I got a job to pay for my cell phone bills. 
 
   “You're lying to me.”
 
   “I am not!” I said indignantly.
 
   “So you haven't been emailing him?”
 
   I hesitated. 
 
   “Because I know you have been,” he snapped.
 
   My jaw dropped. How could he know that!? He must be bluffing. But what if he wasn't? What if somehow my uncle had looked at my laptop! I felt a flood of worry then about what my uncle might have read if he'd been nosy!
 
   “How could you possibly know that?” I demanded.
 
   “Because I own your laptop, Amy, and so I asked James to look and see if you were still talking with that asshole Dean!”
 
   I felt myself getting angry.
 
   “You had no right to do that! He had no right to look at my laptop!”
 
   “It's not yours until you buy it, Amy! It's mine! And you promised not to talk with Dean any more!”
 
   “I wasn't talking to him, I was emailing him!”
 
   “Don't give me that bullshit! You know what I meant!”
 
   I rolled my eyes and then stuck my tongue out at the phone.
 
   The rest of the conversation didn't go a lot better, and I was still angry when I hung up. I stomped downstairs to confront my uncle about looking at my laptop and found him sitting in the living room watching TV.
 
   The living room was big. There was a fireplace off in the corner, a giant, seventy inch TV hanging on the wall, and a swirly blue rug covering the floor. The furniture was all very mannish: heavily padded black leather with dark wood tables. There was a large canvas picture behind the main sofa, of a naked girl swimming towards the surface of the sea, far above. It was very blue, and beautiful.
 
   He looked up at me as I stared down at him, arms folded angrily beneath my breasts.
 
   “Yes, Amy?”
 
   “You looked at my laptop?”
 
   He raised his eyebrows.
 
   “In what context?”
 
   “You snooped inside it and told my father what I was doing!”
 
   “I did?”
 
   “He told me.”
 
   “First, it's his laptop, a point he made when he asked me to check up on you,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Second, you knew when you came here that there wasn't a lot of trust in your words, and the evidence you've produced again is that lack of trust is justified.”
 
   “But I – .”
 
   He held his hand up.
 
   “Second, I didn't snoop in your laptop. You might consider how you access the internet. You do it through my wireless router. That means all the information which passes back and forth between your laptop and the internet goes through the router, and can be monitored.”
 
   I gaped at him.
 
   “Third, I didn't tell him what you were doing. I simply responded to his request on whether you were still in contact with this Dean character. If I had told him what you were doing I'd have had to tell him about the porn sites you habitually visit, and the extremely graphic chats you two engage in.”
 
   I felt a sense of horror pass over me at the though the might have read what Dean and I had been talking about the other day. It was even worse given that some of it had talked about him! About my fucking him and everything! I felt my face go scarlet to the point I could actually feel how hot my skin was as he looked up at me.
 
   “Sit down,” he growled.
 
   I just stared at him, and started to jerk back, but he reached out and grabbed my wrist, yanking me down so I wound up on my knees on the rug. I dropped my eyes, and then another flood of humiliation swept over me at the horrifying though the might have seen the video of me masturbating!
 
   I know it had happened to me before. I mean, I'd gone through this, and had to live with the though of so many people having seen me before, so it wasn't so shocking that I felt like dying – quite. But I could hardly breath for a bit. I was hyperventilating!
 
   He sat up and I felt his hand on the back of my head.
 
   “Lean over, breath slowly. Put your head down,” he ordered.
 
   That made sense to me, so I did it, feeling the heat, the moisture of a sudden prickling sweat on my face and chest and back.
 
   “Why don't you tell me about it?” he asked.
 
   I shook my head helplessly.
 
   “Why do you let someone treat you like that? Talk to you like that?”
 
   I groaned. He had read the thing! Oh God!
 
   “You're a beautiful girl. You're smart. You have a great body and a pretty face. What the fuck is wrong with you that you let some punk treat you like shit?”
 
   “You don't know anything!” I moaned.
 
   “You'd be surprised what I know about women, not to mention what I know about guys, especially young guys.”
 
   “Dean loves me,” I said, still bent over.
 
   “He loves your ass,” he said dismissively. “He loves fucking you.”
 
   That was kind of my father's attitude, but a lot more graphic than my father would ever go for.
 
   “I saw the video you sent him.”
 
   I was shocked that it actually WAS possible for me to feel even more humiliated.
 
   I jerked up, intent on rising and running away, but his hand came down on my shoulder and forced me back down again.
 
   “No. There's nowhere left for you to run off to. You can't run away from this any more,” he said.
 
   “Leave me alone!”
 
   “Why should I?”
 
   I didn't have an answer to that. I also didn't have any way to enforce the demand. God! Had he told my parents?!
 
   “I haven't told your parents about this,” he said.
 
   Thank God!
 
   “But it's evident you have a problem.”
 
   “I don't have a problem,” I said sullenly, still bent over, staring at the rug.
 
   I gasped as I felt his hand shift to my hair. I have longish hair. Mostly because Dean likes it long. He likes to pull on it when he fucks me doggy style, and that has always turned me on like crazy. Now my uncle grabbed me by the hair, up behind my neck and bent me down even more, so my face was practically pressed to the rug. I gasped, jerking my hands forward to keep from grinding my face into the rug.
 
   “Kneel there,” he growled.
 
   Like I had a choice! I felt a sudden awareness I was on my elbows and knees in front of him. With my face low, my butt was kind of high, and I was only wearing my little shorty pink nightie. But then again, he was in front of me, not behind me, so that robbed it of the bulk of the, well, embarrassment and sexual connotations it would otherwise have. Still, I knew the hem of my little nightie had slid up pretty high.
 
   “Those porn sites you visit are all aimed at men,” he said in a mild voice. “They're all bondage and discipline web sites. I gather you like that kind of thing.”
 
   I flushed hotly.
 
   “None of your business!” I said.
 
   “Normally. But at the moment I'd say it's related to why you're fucking up your life. You were headed to university to be an engineer. That's where you'd be now if you hadn't met Dean. Isn't that true?”
 
   I didn't answer. But I grudgingly admitted that was true, at least to myself.
 
   “Now you're banished from home and trying to get through high school, and screwing up again while some jerkoff back in Pembroke calls you names on the internet, gets you to expose yourself, and probably shows it to all his friends.”
 
   “He promised not to,” I said sullenly.
 
   He snorted in contempt. “Kid, I was a young guy once. I know what I was like. And I wasn't a bad guy at all. I wouldn't count on him keeping much secret for long, especially with you out of town and him looking around at other girls. But the real question is what do you want?”
 
   “Nothing,” I muttered.
 
   “Clearly not true. What do you want when you go to porn sites that show women tied up and being whipped and spanked and caned? Do you want to be caned?”
 
   “No!” I gasped, red faced.
 
   “Do you think you're bad?”
 
   I didn't answer that either.
 
   “I don't mean what that asshole was typing on the computer. I don't mean what you replied. I mean do you think you're someone who needs to be punished for some reason?”
 
   God, this was embarrassing! I didn't want to talk about my sexual perversions with my uncle!
 
   “Are you a masochist?”
 
   “No,” I muttered, face flaming against the floor.
 
   “At the very least, you're a girl lacking in discipline. And that lack is screwing up your life. Since your parents don't seem to do anything about it, I guess it behooves me to try.”
 
   Behooves? Who the fuck talks like that?!
 
   “Do you know why children are spanked?” he asked.
 
   I didn't answer again.
 
   “Pain is a good teacher, for one thing. A sharp pain teachers the young a lot that words just don't. Humiliation is a teacher, as well. Sometimes that hurts more than physical pain. That's why little girls and boys are spanked on their bare bottoms. It's embarrassing to have to pull down your pants and get spanked on your bare bottom. It sure isn't something you want to happen again. At least for most people.”
 
   “Of course,” he said, “You're kind of big for that sort of thing. On the other hand, I understand that in Texas, girls in high school are still paddled unless their parents specifically write in to object to it. So it seems corporal punishment has not disappeared from our culture. Do you think a paddling might teach you some discipline, Amy?”
 
   I was feeling a surge of alarm at the way this conversation was going! That was especially so given that I was on my hands and knees.. well, my elbows and knees, kind of bent over with half my butt exposed!
 
   “No,” I gasped.
 
   “What will then?”
 
   “I-I don't know,” I gulped.
 
   I grabbed at his wrist to pull his hand out of my hair, and jerked up, and he sat back on the sofa. But since I had hold of his wrist that jerked me forward so I sprawled across him, with my face not very far away from his crotch!
 
   “Well,” he said, “If words aren't going to work with you...”
 
   I felt myself yanked up further, sliding across his lap. I wriggled and twisted but he was way stronger than me.
 
   “Let me go! Fuck off! Stop it! You bastard! I'll tell my father!”
 
   He ignored me, and I flushed even more red as I felt the hem of my nightie tugged up around my waist. I wasn't wearing any panties, so my behind was completely exposed to him!
 
   “Oh quit whining,” he said. “I've seen your bare ass, remember, and everything else you've got.”
 
   I flushed red at the reminder, then squealed as his hand cracked down on my ass. I had hit myself the other night, but only light little slaps. This wasn't little! It hurt! I squealed and twisted even more frantically, until he pinned my wrists together up between my shoulder blades.
 
   Then his hand started coming down again and again and again, and it hurt like hell! My butt was soon burning hot, and every blow was a sharp sting into tender flesh that made me cry out in pain until I was sobbing weakly … like a child, to be honest.
 
   By the time he stopped I was trembling and shaking and sobbing and my butt was burning hot.
 
   “I think you think too much of yourself,” he said calmly. “You're self-absorbed, and put too much attention to how sexy you think you are. You're vain about your body and so you let yourself be talked into displaying it to people who don't deserve to see it.”
 
   I had given up fighting by now. I was sobbing and whimpering and panting for breath, so I hardly paid attention when he released my wrists, or when he tugged at my nightie. But then I realized he was pulling it up into my armpits, and the force of the pull raised my arms as he yanked it right off me. I grabbed at it but too late, and then I was completely naked and draped across my uncle's lap!
 
   But there wasn't a lot of fight left in me by then. I felt very sorry for myself. I gasped as I felt him pull my hair in against the back of my neck, then he used it as a kind of lever to force me forward, to make me crawl off him and onto the floor. He held it as he made me crawl across the rug to the corner, then up on my knees facing the corner.
 
   I didn't resist, since at that point I wanted to hide my body against something, and the corner was the best thing that offered itself.
 
   “You'll kneel in the corner for one hour and think about things,” he said. “If you move from there you'll get another spanking. Do you understand?”
I was just sniffling and whimpering until eh slapped the back of my head.
 
   “Did you understand me?”
 
   “Yes,” I half sobbed.
 
   “Good. Now try to stop feeling sorry for yourself and think about your position.”
 
   Bastard!
 
   I was kneeling tight against the corner, my arms up against my sides to hide my breasts. That way he couldn't see anything but my butt – which he'd already seen plenty of anyway!
 
   Bastard!
 
   When I told my father – !
 
   But of course, I couldn't do any such thing. If I did he'd tell my dad about that conversation with Dean, and the video. God! Besides, my father was likely to thank him!
 
   I wondered if high school girls in Texas really still got paddled. I was going to Google that!
 
   Anyway, I was older than them! I'd have graduated last year if not for... well, Dean.
 
   I turned my head slowly, rubbing my nose against the back of my hand.
 
   “Keep your face in the corner,” he barked.
 
   I jerked my eyes back to the corner, flushing. I wanted to put my hands on my throbbing ass but didn't dare. Bastard!
 
   I was betting a paddle hurt a lot worse than a hand. I hoped that hadn't given him any ideas. Texans were crazy anyway.
 
   My tears dried, and the throbbing pain in my butt eased, but it was impossible to get away from the fact I was completely naked in the living room with my uncle about a dozen feet away! Maybe some other girl might have just been embarrassed by that. But with me, the embarrassment was colored by something a lot more uncomfortable.
 
   I was starting to feel... well... turned on. I didn't want to be. But I was naked, and I'd just been badly spanked, and... and... I was feeling, well, hard done by, brutalized, mistreated! Call it whatever you want, when you put naked girl together with abuse my mind started thinking in dark, nasty ways. I was outraged by what he'd done, but just as with Dean, that outrage had a squirmy kind of sexual tinge to it.
 
   He had seen everything! He had watched me masturbate with the can! Had he gotten a hard-on? Did he have one now!? Did he get one when he looked down at my ass and slapped it? Or when he'd seen my pussy peaking at him between my thighs? What was he thinking? Did he want to fuck me now? Hard? Did he want to put me down on all fours and ride me like a bitch in heat, the way Dean had said?
 
   I rolled my eyes to the side, and turned my head very slowly, trying to get a view of him.
 
   “Face the corner,” he ordered.
 
   I jerked my eyes forward again.
 
   God! It was like I was a little kid or something! He had no right!
 
   But on the other hand, I was naked, completely naked, and he could see me, completely, at least from behind. He could run his eyes over me from top to bottom. He might be watching TV, but he clearly wasn't keeping his eyes off me for long.
 
   I wondered what I looked like from the back. I imagined looking at me, seeing me from the bottoms of my feet (which were pointed right at him) to my legs, and my butt and my bare back.
 
   Every time I thought about him looking at that video I cringed a little.
 
   “How much longer?” I asked.
 
   “Did I say you could speak?”
 
   “You didn't say I couldn't,” I said in a surly voice.
 
   “I think we need to set further ground rules. First, you will address me as sir. Second, you will speak in a respectful tone of voice. Third. You will ask permission before you do anything and not whine about it. Is that understood?”
 
   I glared at the wall.
 
   “I asked you a question, Amy.”
 
   “Yes! Sir,” I said.
 
   “Good.”
 
   “Can I ask a question, sir?” I asked.
 
   “I don't like your tone. Do you want to feel my hand against your butt again?”
 
   No, I didn't! 
 
   “No, sir,” I said, trying to sound a lot more meek.
 
   “Ask your question.”
 
   “How much longer do I have to kneel here, sir?” I asked.
 
   “As long as I want. All night long if I tell you to.”
 
   “But you said an hour! Uh, sir.”
 
   “Are you arguing with me?”
 
   “Uh, no, sir.”
 
   “I did say an hour. It's been less than half an hour.”
 
   I felt my heart sink.
 
   “My knees are sore, sir.”
 
   “You want your butt to be sore again?”
 
   “No, sir,” I gulped.
 
   “You're kneeling on a soft rug. Quit whining.”
 
   I glowered at the wall again. 
 
   My arms were getting sore. I'd held them up against my sides for, well, half an hour almost. I let them drop, though still kept them at my sides, and kind of pushed forward a little to block any view he might have of my breasts. Though he seemed to be directly behind me, and though he'd already seen them on the video.
 
   I felt the skin of my upper thighs against my fingers, aware of just how close my fingers were to my pussy like that. I felt nasty little thoughts flitting through my head, knowing I was naked and completely at his mercy. He could do anything he wanted to me! He'd already proved that.
 
   Of course, he hadn't yet shown any actual interest in me as a woman, just as a disobedient child. That was irritating for a lot of different reasons, none of which I really thought out. I knew I was hot and sexy! He was a man! He had to be thinking of how great and hot I looked. He had to be wanting to see more of me, wanting to do stuff to me.
 
   Bastard!
 
   Maybe he had a hard-on right now. Maybe he was even masturbating! Maybe that was why he didn't want me to look around! I have a great ass! Dean told me so all the time, and wanted me to wear tight pants to show it off. He'd introduced me not only to sex, but anal sex, and we'd done it a lot. He said I had a really nice, tight ass and every man would want to fuck me in the ass.
 
   I bet Uncle James wanted to fuck me in the ass! I bet he was looking at me right then thinking of how great it would be to fuck me in the ass! I jerked my head around quick, to see him sitting relaxed on the sofa, his legs propped on the TV. 
 
   “If I have to tell you one more time you're going to regret it,” he said.
 
   I stared at the wall, indignant that he could be watching TV and ignoring me. Who did he think he was anyway!?
 
   Bastard!
 
   Maybe he was gay. Maybe that was why he wasn't married.
 
   My knees were really starting to ache!
 
   “Are you thinking about your position, Amy?”
 
   I glowered at the wall.
 
   “I'm thinking my knees hurt.”
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “Sir,” I said.
 
   “Are you thinking why you like to be tied up and abused?”
 
   I flushed.
 
   “I don't.”
 
   “Rule number four. You will not lie to me.”
 
   “I'm not lying!”
 
   “You visit porn sites every day with pictures and videos of girls being tied up and abused.”
 
   I couldn't deny that, however much it embarrassed me.
 
   “You do that for some other reason?”
 
   I wished I could have thought up one but I wasn't that smart.
 
   “So again, why do you like to be tied up and abused?”
 
   I didn't say anything.
 
   “I asked you a question, Amy. I expect an answer.”
 
   “I don't know!” I finally snapped.
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “I don't know, sir,” I said in a snotty tone.
 
   “Modify your tone or you're going to be across my lap again.”
 
   You'd like that, wouldn't you, I thought sulkily.
 
   I heard him stand up, and froze as he approached. Then he was right behind me, and a moment later I gasped as I felt something... my nightie, dropped on my head.
 
   “You can get dressed and go upstairs,” he said, turning away.
 
   I put it on quickly, then scurried back upstairs.
 
   Bastard!
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I have to admit I was surprised he hadn't tried to do anything to me, hadn't even hinted about it. I was also kind of indignant. Wasn't I good enough for him or something? Did he think I was ugly? Why wasn't he turned on by seeing me naked?!
 
   I examined my ass in the mirror. It really didn't look much different. It was a bit pink, and it was sore to the touch, but not badly. It sure had hurt, though. God! How humiliating! To be pulled across a man's lap and spanked! Okay, Dean had smacked me sometimes, but he hadn't actually spanked me. He hadn't been able to keep his hands off my pussy and breasts long enough.
 
   Sometimes he'd twisted my arm or punched me in the upper arm, or smacked me on the back of the head, or once in the face, but he hadn't given me a solid spanking like Uncle James had.
 
   I felt a lot more wary of Uncle James now, but also, weirdly, I was feeling a sense of physical attraction to him, as well. Like I said, he wasn't a bad looking guy, and was solidly built. And my mind kept working through these fantasies about what he might have done with me across his lap, about him bending me over and fucking me.
 
   And I wouldn't have been able to stop him!
 
   I got home from school around Four. Uncle James got home from work around Five-thirty. Then he made dinner, and called me down for it. Usually, we ate watching TV, but tonight I grabbed it without a word of greeting and started to head back upstairs.
 
   “Stop,” he said.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Sit down,” he said, pointing at the table.
 
   I rolled my eyes but obeyed grumpily.
 
   “Would you prefer not to eat dinner?”
 
   “What?! I didn't do anything!?”
 
   “Remember rule one?
 
   “I didn't do anything, sir,” I said with a glare.
 
   “Then there's Rule Two.”
 
   “I'm not being disrespectful,” I said, though of course I knew I was.
 
   He sat down across from me and I looked down at my food.
 
   “You're supposed to be an adult,” he said.
 
   “Glad you noticed,” I said sarcastically.
 
   “Is that respectful?”
 
   I shrugged and looked down at my food.
 
   “You're not behaving like an adult. And I might add that to be treated like an adult you have to behave like one.”
 
   “Adults don't get spanked.”
 
   “Right. So consider that. Are you really an adult when you act like a brat, when you have no job, when you're completely reliant on others to pay for your food, your clothes, even your cell phone and internet?”
 
   I didn't like questions like that.
 
   “I think you should start doing some chores around here,” he said.
 
   “I thought I was supposed to be spending all my time on my school.”
 
   “You clearly aren't. Have you done your homework tonight?”
 
   “I didn't have any.”
 
   “If I call the school will they tell me differently?”
 
   I didn't like those kinds of questions either.
 
   “I took these courses last year, remember.”
 
   “And failed them. And by that I suppose what you're saying is that you did have homework and didn't do it. Which means you lied to me. Remember Rule Four?”
 
   I sighed and rolled my eyes.
 
   “And that's Rule Two.”
 
   I stuck my tongue out at him.
 
   “You are looking for a spanking again, aren't you?”
 
   “No!” I said.
 
   But was I? I was speaking in a snotty way to him. And I was breaking all his freaking rules. My butt wasn't sore any more, and all I had was that memory of him and me and me naked and helpless, and him punishing me. And somehow, that memory was very sexual in my mind, even though he hadn't actually done anything sexual.
 
   But in my mind, he should have!
 
   Wasn't I hot? Wasn't I incredibly sexy? Didn't I look fabulous naked? Why wasn't he turned on and wanting to do all kinds of stuff to me?
 
   “We can start with you making dinner in the evenings. I also think you can start keeping the pool clean, since you use it a lot. And then there's the laundry.”
 
   “I'm not your fucking slave,” I snapped.
 
   “Watch your mouth!” he barked, pointing his finger at me.
 
   Used my finger in return, only it was my middle finger, and pointing straight up.
 
   I sprang from the table to run upstairs, ignoring his demand I stop. I ran up to my room and slammed the door shut, then backed away from the door, heart thumping wildly, expecting him to follow. I squeaked anyway when the door was shoved open and my uncle stood in it, glowering at me.
 
   “D-don't you dare touch me!” I said.
 
   He surprised me by how quick he was. I squealed as he grabbed my arm and twisted me around.
 
   “Let me go!” I screamed, but just like that he'd spun me around and bent me over the desk.
 
   “Don't you dare!” I cried.
 
   “You like bondage so much, little girl,” he growled.
 
   I didn't know what he meant at first, but then I felt him wrapping something around my wrist. I gasped and yanked my wrist forward away from him. He came with it, bending over me, crushing my upper body against the desk as he tied what looked to be his tie around my wrist. He easily pinned it in place, then pulled the other up and tied them together.
 
   Fear clawed at me, fear of the pain, like when he'd spanked me, but a wild, swirling, churning sense of sexual... I don't know, dark arousal, heat, hunger and need were spilling through my mind, none of which I really understood. Sexual electricity crackled through my body, even though I was really anxious and embarrassed. But the fear was all of pain. I had no fear of him doing anything sexual to me. None. 
 
   He was tying my wrists together!
 
   And then my nightie was yanked up over my hips, and I squealed as my bare bottom – and more – was revealed to his eyes again.
 
   But he didn't just have a tie he could take off. He had a belt, too, and I felt it, doubled up, cracking across my bottom. It stung, but it was a different kind of stinging than the flat of his hand. It was … not so bad, oddly. You'd think a belt would hurt more, but it didn't.
 
   But it did sting, and so did the next blow, and the next, and the next.
 
   He kept me pinned in place, a hand on my back between my shoulder blades, my breasts crushed against the desk, as he swung the belt down across my ass.
 
   My bottom was raised up and shoved out because I was actually bent across the chair which was pushed in against the desk, and I knew this position well, for Dean had fucked me in it often enough. That filled it with sexual memories even as the belt cut across my bottom with quick, sharp stinging blows.
 
   My arms couldn't reach behind me. But I could kick him. I don't know that I'd have really dared kick out at him. On the other hand, my mind was churning wildly out of control. So why did I jerk my foot up and back towards where he stood just to the side?
 
   He dodged my kick easily.
 
   “Put your feet down now!” His voice was a whip-crack that I had to obey!
 
   But my feet came down quite a lot further apart than they'd started out, and that was... deliberate... kind of. I don't mean that in my scattered, skittering thinking I was deliberately trying to show off, but that... if he saw how … how incredibly sexually attractive I was from that angle, well, maybe he'd realize I was a woman and stop strapping me, or... or maybe he'd, well... oh I don't know what I was thinking!
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Owww! Stop it!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Don't!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “What is rule number four, Amy?” he demanded.
 
   Gasping for breath, gulping in air, I wasn't sure what to say at first.
 
   Crack!
 
   “I-I can't lie!” I gasped.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “What is rule number one?”
 
   “I... call you sir,” I gasped.
 
   Crack!
 
   “What is rule number four?”
 
   “I can't lie to you, sir!”
 
   Crack!
 
   The belt snapped down across my upraised buttocks hard, and my abdomen was jammed hard against the top of the chair!
 
   “And what is rule number two?”
 
   “I.. that I speak respectfully, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Correct,” he said.
 
   Then there was silence. I started to turn my head but gasped as his hand, the one between my shoulder blades moved up a little and jerked on my hair.
 
   “Watch the wall,” he growled.
 
   I did, and still there was silence. I felt my heart thumping. Was he staring at my pussy?!
 
   “I am at something of a loss what to do with you, Amy,” he said. “It's difficult to determine what motivates you, what makes you behave the way you do. That's always hard, of course, with the younger generation, but I'm thinking of your somewhat twisted relationship with Dean, and your porno surfing habits as well as some other behavior and trying to figure out how to reform you before you stray too far down a road you probably don't understand.”
 
   “I-I don't know what you mean!” I gasped.
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “I don't know what you mean, sir!”
 
   “I wonder. 
 
   I gasped as I felt something against my bottom. It was the belt. I realized that fairly quickly. The doubled up belt. He had placed it, was holding it right against my bottom!
 
   “How does your butt feel?”
 
   “Sore!” I complained.
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “Sore, sir!”
 
   “Hot?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I gulped.
 
   The belt slid down, and I gasped as it brushed across my pussy. Then my eyes widened as it kind of swung up against my pussy in a kind of gentle slap right against me!
 
   “How about here? Is that hot too?”
 
   I didn't know what to say! I felt my pulse racing, then gasped as the belt swung up again, harder, hard enough to sting just a bit. Well, I don't mean it was really hard or anything, but I was awfully sensitive there, and it isn't a part of my body I expect to feel something hitting!
 
   “I... no!” I gasped in a strangled voice.
 
   “No? Because I have feeling that this – .”
 
   Slap! I felt the belt swing up and slap me again, right on the pussy!
 
   “... is what's driving a lot of your behavior. Of course, there'd be no doubt if you were a boy. Everyone knows young men often think with their little head and not their big head.”
 
   Slap! The belt slapped up against my pussy again and I felt a weird sense of thrumming heat that started to absolutely ripple through my body!
 
   “And based on those web sites and your dealings and conversation with Dean you obviously have a certain level of sexual interest in bondage and sadomasochism,” he said.
 
   “I-I d-don't!” I gurgled.
 
   Slap!
 
   “Oww! Don't!”
 
   “I guess it's the style among the young to completely shave their pubic hair, is it?” he asked.
 
   My face was already flushed. I felt more heat rush to my cheeks, unable to answer him.
 
   “You do a good job. Can't see a trace of hair. That looks like a very inviting little opening there.”
 
   My eyes were huge, and I felt a shock-wave ripple through me. Was he going to!?
 
   And yet, I had no fear, oddly.
 
   Slap! Slap!
 
   “Oww! Stop it!”
 
   The blows produced a sharp little explosion of sensation. It was pain... kind of, but it was incredibly arousing for some reason!
 
   “The funny thing is, Amy, that while you say stop. You deliberately spread your legs open, and when I slap your pussy with the belt your legs don't close, they go wider.”
 
   I blushed furiously, and jerked my legs together.
 
   “You are something of a sexual masochist, aren't you,” he said.
 
   “I-I'm not!” I gasped, red-faced.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   The belt snapped hard across my bottom!
 
   “What is rule number four, Amy?”
 
   “I... it's... not to lie to you!”
 
   Crack!
 
   I hissed at the sharp stinging blow.
 
   “What's rule one?”
 
   “To c-call you sir!” I moaned.
 
   “Spread your legs, Amy,” he said.
 
   I blanched, but obeyed. 
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap! The belt swung up and snapped at my pussy.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Ungh! Don't!” I gasped.
 
   I felt myself grinding against the back of the top of the chair, felt my breasts, swollen and hot, squeezed down against the desk top, felt my pussy stinging and burning at the same time.
 
   “You want something in there, don't you, Amy,” he said.
 
   The belt rubbed against me and I whimpered helplessly.
 
   “I-I don't!” I moaned.
 
   “Oww!” I cried out as he yanked on my hair, forcing me up and back, raising me into a standing position, but with my head forced back against his chest. He brought the belt around in front of my face, inches away.
 
   “What does this look like?” he asked calmly.
 
   I flushed hotly, for the belt was clearly wet where he'd rubbed it against my pussy!
 
   “I-I don't know!” I squeaked.
 
   He used my hair like a handle, shoving me forward across the chair and desk again.
 
   “Spread your legs,” he ordered.
 
   I did, and then he began to swing the doubled up belt up between my legs to slap against my naked pussy. Again and again it cracked against me there as I gurgled and moaned and gasped in pain, my entire body trembling and shaking as the sharp rippling eruptions of sensation crackled through my pussy and up into my body like surges of electricity.
 
   And then I came.
 
   The orgasm took me suddenly, and while I didn't scream out or anything, my body started to grind and jerk desperately, for the power of it was impossible to camouflage! He kept slapping the belt up into my pussy, if anything, going faster and harder so as the wild rush of sensation poured over me, and then I kind of went limp, gasping for breath and he stopped.
 
   “I'd say there wasn't any doubt,” I heard him say.
 
   I moaned. My face was against the desk, which I was literally drooling on.
 
   He leaned over me, untying his tie from my wrists, then slid my nightie, which was bunched up around my waist, up over my shoulders and off. He then pulled my arms back behind my back, crossed my wrists while I was still dazed and slit-eyed, and tied them together again.
 
   Using my hair as a handle again, he pulled me upright, then led me from the room and back downstairs. 
 
   I was flushed red, unable to hide my nudity! He was standing behind me, holding my hair, but I was completely naked and exposed! We went down the stairs, and then into the living room and up to the corner, where he pulled down on my hair.
 
   “Kneel.”
 
   Once again, I found myself kneeling in the corner of the living room, facing the corner, naked, while he sat on the sofa behind me watching TV. The only difference was that my wrists were now crossed, and that any illusions I might have had about my private perversions were now largely gone.
 
   I was naked in more ways than one. I was unmasked. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Having my wrists tied behind my back wasn't a physical thing. I mean, it made me helpless, but in reality that didn't change anything. He could do anything he wanted to me whether they were tied up or not. But it did something wild to my mind. I had never been tied up except for sex. The two were completely linked in my mind, especially since I was naked, especially with all the fantasies I had about sex and bondage!
 
   That he wasn't doing anything was just an incredibly big thrumming pressure in my head and in my lower belly. When was he going to!? What would he do!? Was he going to fuck me!? I was incredibly anxious but not the least bit afraid, oddly.
 
   I kept turning my head, trying to see what he was doing, trying to see the look on his face, trying to see if he was staring at me, if he was hot, if he had an erection.
 
   “Face the corner, Amy. I've told you ten times already,” he growled.
 
   I jerked my face forward again, licking my lips nervously.
 
   I heard him sigh, then get up. I waited, but it didn't sound like he was closer. I turned my head again and found he'd left the room. I pulled at my wrists, feeling a hot little rush of heat at how tightly they were bound, and looked down the front of my body, between my hot breasts and hard nipples, down between my legs, worried that I might be so wet that it was visible!
I heard a sound and turned my head.
 
   “What did I tell you?” he demanded in annoyance.
 
   I jerked my head forward again as he came over and something came down in front of my head. It was some kind of scarf, doubled up as he placed it across my eyes and around my head. I didn't resist as he pulled it in tight, adjusted it and tied it behind my head.
 
   “There. Now you won't have any choice,” he said.
 
   I didn't say anything. What could I say. I knelt in the corner, blinded and tied. And naked!
 
   “What should I do with you?” he said.
 
   I didn't answer that either! Even as nervous and anxious and embarrassed as I was I knew what a very strong part of me wanted him to do! But I had no idea why! He was old! He was my uncle! Why would I want to have anything to do with him sexually!?
 
   “No ideas?” 
 
   I still didn't say anything. My heart was thumping again. I was keeping my legs very closer together, still afraid of humiliating myself by revealing how incredibly aroused I was finding this!
 
   I heard the sound of movement, like he was going away again, but now there was no point in trying to turn around. Then I gasped as I heard him close behind me.
 
   I was on my knees in the corner, my legs straight, aside from being bent at the knees, but now I felt him pulling at my hair, pulling down. I gasped, my pulse jumping. I let my head be pulled up and back so I was looking up at the ceiling, or would have been except for my blindfold. My breasts were exposed to his eyes like this, I thought wildly.
 
   “Sit on your heels,” he ordered.
 
   I sank back down, gasping as I sat on my heels. Of course, this pulled me back from the corner enough that nothing I had was hidden by it any more. I was naked and exposed to him, and that thought pounded through my head.
 
   He released my hair.
 
   “Can you be taught to follow even the simplest of instructions?” he said.
 
   “Sit on your heels.”
 
   “I-I am!” I gulped.
 
   “Now straighten up. Shoulders back.”
 
   I obeyed, face hot, wondering if he was ogling my naked body.
 
   “Up on your knees,” he said, as I felt my hair pulled up.
 
   I rose on my knees as I had been before.
 
   “Keep your shoulders back. Keep your back straight,” he said.
 
   Why was he doing this!?
 
   “Now sit on your heels.”
 
   I sat back down on my heels again, completely flustered.
 
   “Up again.”
 
   I rose on my knees.
 
   “Now back down... but slowly.”
 
   I sank back down, then gasped and stopped as I felt something against my pussy! My head and shoulders twisted around as if to see, but of course, I was blindfolded.
 
   “Face forward,” he barked.
 
   I gulped and obeyed, then felt a pull at my hair.
 
   “Down.”
 
   I sank back down, but paused, gasping, at the press of something against my pussy again. It wasn't his hand. I wasn't sure what it was! It was warm, but hard, and slick! It was very slick, very slippery, as if covered in oil! 
 
   “I-I...”
 
   “Don't talk. Just obey.”
 
   I moaned and gasped as the pull on my hair forced me downward. Then I felt something between my ankles, something hard.
 
   “That's it. Keep your ankles there. Hold it up.”
 
   “What is it?!”
 
   “I said don't speak. And you forgot rule one again.”
 
   “I... but... but – .”
 
   “Down.”
 
   I moaned as the pressure on my hair forced me lower, and gasped aloud as I felt the whatever it was pushing harder against my pussy. It was narrow, and I could feel my pussy lips being forced in, then forced back. I was already hot, already wet, and this thing was slippery and slick and... and... 
 
   “Oh! Oh please! Uncle James!”
 
   “Down.”
 
   I sank slowly down onto it, and it pushed up inside me! It was fairly narrow at first but widened, and then got wider still, spreading my pussy lips very wide! I could feel the ache and strain, and had to ease my legs apart, to open myself up more! It was incredibly thick! It … hurt! It didn't hurt a lot, but it ached! 
 
   “I-it's too wide!” I gasped.
 
   “Obey.”
 
   I moaned as I sank down further on the slippery thing, as I felt it pushing up through my belly, spreading open the tight, elastic walls of my sex, stretching them as it pushed ever deeper.
 
   But I was now sitting on my heels. With something... some... thing.. halfway up inside me! And I heard nothing more from Uncle James. He didn't touch me, didn't say anything. I assumed he was back there somewhere but what was he doing!?
 
   And you know, it's very hard to sit on your heels for long. Try it and see. My toes were bent back against the floor, and the longer I sat on my feet the more they ached.
 
   I started to try to ease my position, to take my weight off, but … well, how could I straighten up with something sticking out of me!?
 
   “Stay still,” I heard him call from across the room.
 
   “But I... it hurts my feet!” I moaned.
 
   “Then slide your feet apart so your butt isn't on your heels, then you can straighten your feet out.”
 
   Yes, I could do that, but that meant lowering myself further, it meant pushing more weight down on the thing inside me so it pushed deeper. I didn't want to, but my feet were really killing me! I did as my uncle said, sliding my heels apart so my butt kind of sank down between them. I moaned as the thing pushed up even deeper into my belly, but a wild tense thrill was gripping me, and as it pushed deeper, the thrill deepened.
 
   I squeaked as the end of the thing pushed against what felt like it must surely be the very back wall of my pussy, the very deepest part of me! It ached there too! But I was able to straighten my feet so that the back of my feet were now pressed against the floor. I eased them back in a little to keep my pussy from actually pressing against the floor.
 
   And I managed to hold still, kind of, for a bit. I was trembling a little, and wildly overheated. I kept waiting for what Uncle James would say or do, wondering if he would just grab me and fuck me!
 
   God! What was this thing inside me! It was so big! It ached so much! My heart was pounding and my pulse was racing! My entire body seemed to throb with every beat of my heart, and my pussy was... hot. My whole body felt hot! My breasts felt like they were swollen, my nipples hard, tingling pinpoints of pressure.
 
   I sank down a bit more, gasping as I moved my heels a little aside, and I found that the thing could push a bit deeper into me.
 
   I got it all inside me! I could feel the rug against my bare pussy! More importantly, the moment I leaned forward a bit I was able to feel a light brush of fabric against my clit! I swear I didn't try to do anything about it. I mean, my uncle was watching me! But I found my body had a mind of its own, and was kind of grinding myself against the rug until with a shock I felt my uncle's hand in my hair.
 
   “Oww!”
 
   He pulled me up on my knees, and pressed me forward into the corner again.
 
   “Hold still, face in the corner,” he ordered, going back to his chair.
 
   I moaned helplessly, feeling the pressure of the thing inside me. It was heavy! And it felt like it wanted to slide out of me! It felt like it WAS sliding out! I squeezed down with my pussy lips, but couldn't tell if it was moving or not, maybe really slowly.
 
   I drew my knees in closer together, and that seemed to help hold it in place. I was starting to suspect what it was by now, especially when I felt the rounded end against my inner thighs. It was one of the cucumbers from the refrigerator! It was warm, though, so he must have put it in the microwave or something.
 
   My mind was racing right along with my heart and pulse! I was sweating, trembling a bit, breathing in shallow, ragged gasps of air. I could feel the sexual heat and pressure building up inside me so that I could hardly stand it!
 
   “Amy.”
 
   “W-what?” I squeaked.
 
   “What is rule number one?”
 
   I had to think for a moment, or try to.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I gulped.
 
   “Good. Turn around.”
 
   My eyes widened behind the scarf. I couldn't!
 
   “Turn. Around.” he said, his voice hardening.
 
   I slowly turned around, still on my knees, facing him for the first time, naked. NAKED!
 
   “Come here. Stay on your knees. Move toward me.”
 
   Moaning helplessly, I obeyed, walking forward on my knees, losing my balance a bit and almost falling, but regaining it.
 
   “Stop,” he said. “Turn around again.”
 
   I turned around, face scarlet behind the blindfold.
 
   “Sit on your heels.”
 
   I sank back down slowly, then let my heels sink slowly aside, for the balls of my feet were aching from the pressure. I felt the bottom of the cucumber press against the floor, and sank down, groaning as a couple of inches which had slid out of me pushed back in. Wild, high heat burned at me with the knowledge that my uncle was right behind me and could probably see it very clearly.
 
   “I want you to lean forward and put your chin on the floor,” he said.
 
   I felt a wild dark thrill of embarrassment at the words, but didn't really even consider not obeying. I bent forward awkwardly, unable to see anything, grunting as I fell forward, taking the weight on my right shoulder, then balancing forward and letting my head be pushed back by the soft rug. I felt my breasts pushing down heavily under my chest, and my pussy throbbing around the cucumber.
 
   “Spread your legs.”
 
   Heat rolled through my face and down my chest, but I obeyed.
 
   “Wider.”
 
   I spread my knees wider still, utterly exposing myself, and the bottom of the cucumber sticking out of me!
 
   “Keep your bottom high and push your knees further forward,” his voice ordered.
 
   I adjusted myself, feeling a little light-headed now with the incredible pressure pulsing at my body and mind.
 
   “What do you think of this position?” he asked.
 
   I couldn't speak.
 
   Something swung down across my bottom that stung. It felt like... like leather shoelaces or something similar. I gasped in pain and wonder.
 
   “Answer my question.”
 
   “I-I don't know!” I gasped, my voice very shaky.
 
   “What is the first rule?”
 
   “To call you sir,” I gulped.
 
   “What is the second rule?”
 
   “Uhm... to... to always speak respectfully to you.”
 
   The laces cut across my bottom again and I gasped in pain.
 
   “Sir,” he growled.
 
   “To always speak respectfully, sir!”
 
   “What is the third rule?”
 
   “T-to ask permission before I do anything!”
 
   I winced as the laces snapped across my bottom again.
 
   “To ask for permission, sir!”
 
   “And the fourth rule?”
 
   “Never lie to you, sir!”
 
   “So. Tell me. When the belt was slapping against your pussy upstairs, you had an orgasm, didn't you?”
 
   I blanched, face flaming.
 
   I gasped as the laces cut across my bottom.
 
   “Answer.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said in a very small voice.
 
   “Louder.”
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   My befuddled mind was confused by the question, and I winced as something cut across my bottom again.
 
   “Yes, what?”
 
   “I... don't know!” I gasped.
 
   The laces cut across my bottom again, and I gasped in pain.
 
   “Yes, what?”
 
   “Yes I... I... I had an... orgasm, sir!” I blurted, flame-faced.
 
   “Do you enjoy having orgasms, Amy?”
 
   What kind of a question was that anyway!?
 
   Snap! The laces cut across my bottom sharply.
 
   “Y-yes!” I squeaked.
 
   Snap! 
 
   “Oww! Yes, sir!”
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   “Yes... yes, I... I enjoy... having... orgasms, sir,” I said, my mind squirming in horrible embarrassment.
 
   “Would you like to have an orgasm, Amy?”
 
   This was totally insane!
 
   The laces cut across my bottom with stinging force.
 
   “Y-yes, sir!” I squeaked.
 
   “Yes, what?”
 
   I moaned helplessly and the laces cut across my bottom, then again, then again.
 
   “I... yes, I'd like to have an orgasm, sir!” I gasped, in a small voice.
 
   This was mortifying!
 
   “Ask for it, then, in a respectful manner,” he said calmly.
 
   I closed my eyes, even behind the blindfold. 
 
   Snap! The laces cut across my bottom again!
 
   “I... would.... Please may I have an orgasm, sir?!” I gasped, face burning.
 
   “Louder.”
 
   “Please may I have an orgasm, sir!?” I cried.
 
   “Possibly,” he said.
 
   I gasped as what felt like the laces again snapped up between my legs and hit my pussy, hit my clit! They were lightweight, but any touch seemed to send an explosion of sensation through my swollen, throbbing clit! Then they hit again, and again and again, as I helplessly trembled and shook and felt swelling waves of sensations sweeping through my body from where they struck.
 
   Then I felt something solid, at last! Something pressing up a little against my pussy. It even pushed up against the edge of the cucumber sticking out of me, which ached. But I paid that sensation little attention. I ground my pussy down, my clit down, and almost immediately my hips began to grind desperately against it as the sexual pressure built up to explosive levels.
 
   And then released. 
 
   I cried out in helpless pleasure, grinding frantically against whatever it was as the heat of the orgasm wrapped itself around my body and mind and shook me to the core! The sensation was incredible! The intensity was like nothing I'd ever felt before, and I lost myself to it, grunting and gurgling in helpless pleasure. In the process of my movement my upper torso, flat against the floor, began to grind, too, rubbing my throbbing breasts back and forth against the soft fabric. 
 
   I was drunk on pleasure, lost to anything else as it pulled me soaring into the nether of a strange blind existence where pleasure became a kind of color inside my mind, and I twirled and spun about among the colors.
 
   And then, slowly, it eased away, and I moaned dazedly as it left me there, trembling, limp, gulping in air.
 
   And newly aware of what had just happened, of my obscene position, of how humiliating my behavior had just been.
 
   I gasped in pain as I felt my hair seized and pulled up and back. That forced my head up and back, and literally lifted my upper body off the floor until I had enough presence of mind to help. 
 
   “Turn around.”
 
   I turned, gasping and panting and moaning, until he settled me on my heels again, or actually, with my heels to either side of my buttocks as I felt the pressure of the floor against the bottom of the cucumber. That produced a dull, sore, throbbing deep inside me.
 
   Then he pulled off the blindfold, and my face flushed even hotter as he sat back on his chair, which, as it happened, was only a couple of feet before where I knelt.
 
   I dropped my eyes to the floor in instant reaction, then caught sight of my pussy, which seemed so neat, despite the fact it was stretched wide around the round green body of the cucumber. About an inch still suck out of me, and God it was visible! It was so... visible! And he was looking at me!
 
   “No. Raise your head. Shoulders back, back straight, chest out,” he said, barking the words quickly so that I almost instinctively obeyed, despite my horrible embarrassment and the way my head was kind of spinning.
 
   I looked over his shoulder, though, instead of at him. I couldn't meet his eyes! I was too embarrassed!
 
   “Did you enjoy your orgasm, Amy?” he asked, in the same tone as if he was asking about my meal or a candy bar.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I whispered, face hot.
 
   “Then thank me for it.”
 
   God!
 
   “Thank you for … for... my orgasm, sir,” I gulped.
 
   “You are welcome. However, the manner of it causes me a certain distress.”
 
   What?!
 
   “If you'll look down at my shoe, Amy, you'll see that the tip is wet.”
 
   I looked down and saw he was still wearing leather dress shoes. The upper part of his shoe near the toe looked darker than the rest of the leather.
 
   “Its now stained with your vaginal lubrication Amy.”
 
   Was he trying to embarrass me to death!?
 
   I had no answer to that. I was kind of numb.
 
   “This is very fine leather. I don't want to leave that on it. It could cause some discoloration in future. Would you clean it off for me, please, Amy?”
 
   “I – .”
 
   My wrists pulled against the tie binding them together helplessly, and I looked up at him.
 
   “I... I'm tied up,” I gulped.
 
   “That's all right. A little saliva will do the job. Just get yourself down on your belly there, and you can reach it with your tongue.”
 
   Surely he didn't want... surely he couldn't mean... I wasn't... he didn't... Oh God!
 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Through all of this he was acting so calm and clinical, not the least bit sexual, despite how wildly, intensely sexual this all was from my perspective. And now he wanted me to lick his foot! A part of me thought, frantically, that, well, that was just uhm, like, cleaning, but I'd been looking at those porn sites, you know the ones. I knew very well that licking a man's foot was what you did if you were, like, you know, a slave girl.
 
   A slave girl!
 
   And here I was completely naked and exposed to his eyes! With a fucking cucumber sticking out of my pussy and my hands tied behind my back! Oh! My! God!!
 
   “On your belly, Amy,” he ordered.
 
   Dazed, I shuffled back on my knees, then bent way over, before dropping down onto my shoulders, and finally, onto my belly. I wriggled forward, my breasts pillowed beneath me grinding against the rub until I could get close. Then... feeling a strange dark thrill, I arched my neck, leaned in, and licked at the top of his shoe.
 
   I felt a shudder pass through me as my tongue licked up higher, across the top of his shoe. I didn't taste anything of my uhm, pussy juice, but just knowing I was licking at it was kind of gross, but also weirdly sensual. How perverted! I licked at the top of his shoe for a bit, then stopped, raising my head, looking up at him, looking for some sign he was satisfied.
 
   “Continue. I would like a nice, even coat across the shoe,” he said.
 
   My mouth opened on a protest, but then I dropped my head, pushing out my tongue, licking up and down along the top of his shoe, up towards the laces, then down along the side, then across the top and along the other side. I had to wriggle and twist my body a little to reach it, though. And then, when every inch of it I could reach looked black, he cocked his foot up and back on the heel.
 
   I felt almost a sense of dizziness, of light-headedness as I leaned in and licked at the bottom of his shoe.
 
   “Good girl,” he said. “Now the other one. We can't have them not matching.”
Moaning, I pulled myself a little to the side and started licking at his other shoe, spending long minutes licking up and down along it and then up against the bottom. It never occurred to me to refuse. I wasn't in the state of mind to refuse anything, anything at all.
 
   “I've got a reward for you, Amy,” he said. “Back on your heels.”
 
   I wriggled back and twisted kind onto my side, then sat up... carefully, given the cucumber sticking out of me and rose to my knees. I moved in and knelt again, sitting on my heels as he'd ordered, eyes down.
 
   “Head and shoulders back, chest out,” he barked.
 
   I obeyed, flushing, feeling the pulsing of my heard, the rushing of my blood, realizing I was intensely aroused again, feeling a kind of light crackle of sexual electricity all along the surface of my skin.
 
   “A reward,” he said.
 
   He held out... another cucumber. My eyes widened as I stared at it, at him, at it, then contemplated what he meant.
 
   I watched him take out a little jar and dip the top of the cucumber in it, twisting it slowly. Then he smiled and got out of his seat. He moved behind me as I knelt there dazedly, and I gasped as I felt the pull of my hair, forcing me to rise. 
 
   “Down.”
 
   I sank slowly, gasping again as I felt the tip of the thing against my back opening!
 
   “I-I... I don't...”
 
   “Down,” he said, his voice like stone, unmovable, demanding.
 
   Gulping, I sank down, feeling the pressure against my small wrinkled opening. I gasped and pressed harder, eased up, then sank back, again and again and again, until ever so slowly, the relatively narrow top of the cucumber began to sink into me. 
 
   I was all too aware of the pressure in my pussy, of the way my sex lips strained around the other cucumber. And now my sphincter muscle was being stretched, my opening forced wider and wider. Little by little I sank down, and the cucumber got wider, and then wider, until I was stretched achingly wide.
 
   My uncle let go of my hair and moved around in front of me, sitting down again. He picked up the remote control and changed the channel on the TV, then flicked his calm eyes back to me.
 
   “Take your time,” he said casually.
 
   I moaned helplessly, feeling the thickness of the cucumber in the front of my back tunnel, pressing down, easing up, pressing down, sinking further and further onto it. As it pushed deeper I felt a rising heat, an incredibly intense sexual pressure as my pussy seemed to react to the sensations coming from the anal penetration.
 
   I sank further, trembling, groaning as it stretched me, as I began to feel cramps deep in my belly. I sank back onto my heels, then slowly eased them apart, just a bit, just a bit more.
 
   “There. That wasn't so difficult, now was it?” he asked, smiling.
 
   He got up and moved over to a corner table, then opened a drawer.
 
   “I think I've got something else here you'd probably like,” he said, as if muttering to himself. 
 
   “Ah, here it is.”
 
   He pulled out a dog collar. A large, black, studded dog collar which he held out to me. Then he walked back.
 
   “This used to belong to my black Lab, Princess,” he said with a smile, showing me the silver plaque in the front with the name. 
 
   Then he slid the thick collar around my neck, and buckled it up.
 
   I felt a kind of shock ripple through me, even though I wasn't sure why.
 
   He sat down again, then picked up something else. It was obviously the thing he'd used to hit my bottom earlier. It had a very short handle, with a number of thin leather laces attached, each about a foot or so long. He held it in his hand and smiled genially at me.
 
   “Now then. Since you've had some time to reflect on your earlier bad behavior. Let us go back to our conversation. I think it's time you started doing some chores around here, in recognition of the fact everything you get is provided by me. The correct answer is yes sir.
 
   He looked at me, eyebrows raised.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I squeaked.
 
   “Maintaining the pool should be easy enough. I think you can do the floors, as well, and the vacuuming, dishes, and meals.”
 
   “I – .”
 
   “Continue.”
 
   “I don't really know how to cook, sir,” I said, blushing.
 
   “A deficiency of your upbringing, that. So not entirely your fault. I'm sure you can learn. For now, you can learn responsibility by doing chores. That will also keep you in shape. You wouldn't want to get fat and out of shape, would you? Not with how important your looks are to you. I'll set up a simple schedule. None of these things needs to be done every day, after all, except for the dishes. There'll be plenty of time for homework.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I half whispered.
 
   This all felt so incredibly surreal, but also intensely sexual!
 
   “Now, before you get started, there is another chore you can do for me, and I think it's only proper and fitting that you do so, that you take care of your responsibilities.”
 
   I looked at him anxiously.
 
   “You see, Amy, you're vanity is correct in that you are indeed an extremely attractive young woman,” he said. “Your breasts, in particular, are damn near perfect. Looking at their shape and firmness, and how stiff those little pink nipples are, makes me admire them quite a bit.”
 
   I blushed hotly.
 
   “Your pussy is very attractive, as well, with nice neat, tight little lips. And I'm sure you're well aware of what a fine little ass you have, so round and shapely. Your body is just about the ideal, as far as I'm concerned, nice and slim hips, but full and womanly all the same. So looking at you like this, has caused certain issues which I feel you should attend to.”
 
   And with that he reached down and unzipped his black trousers, and reached in to pull out... to pull out... a HUGE fucking cock! I mean, I'd seen them on the internet, but I'd only been with Dean, and Dean's cock wasn't half the size of Uncle James! Not only was Uncle James longer, but he was a good deal thicker!
 
   I stared at it, face hot, heart pounding anew, and he spread his legs and gestured me forward.
 
   I didn't think about refusing. I never even considered it. 
 
   I rose on my knees and leaned in slowly, until his hand slid through my hair and then grasped it and pulled me closer. I gasped as my stiff nipples slid across the leather of the sofa, until my breasts were crushed against it under me and my mouth was right up against his cock.
 
   “Open your mouth,” he said.
 
   Trembling, I did.
 
   “Stick your tongue at as far as you can.”
 
   I did that too, and then he took that big cock and began to rub the head back and forth across my tongue! I stared at it, panting through my nose as he rubbed the head against my tongue again and again. Then he slowly slid it forward, and I moaned as I felt my lips forced wider than they'd been, really wide as his cock slid up along my tongue and into my mouth.
 
   “Suck,” he ordered calmly.
 
   I rolled my eyes up towards him, then started to suck. I was dazed for long seconds, then started to throw that off, the wild sexual heat goading me on as I started to go to work, sucking and licking, moving my lips up and down as his fingers combed through my hair.
 
   “That's a girl,” he said softly.
 
   I moaned around his thick cock, feeling my pussy spasming around the big cucumber inside me, feeling how thick the one in my ass was. God, this was kinky and perverse!
 
   I slid down, gurgled as the head pushed into the back of my throat, then eased back up again.
 
   I had choked repeatedly when Dean had taught me how to give blow-jobs. He wasn't satisfied until every inch was in my mouth and throat, and he'd actually tied my wrists so he could force his cock down my throat again and again until I learned how to swallow it. That had been really difficult, but I'd eventually learned.
 
   It was harder now, no pun intended, because Uncle Jame's cock was a lot thicker! I was really, really hot, though, and that always helped me. I felt the thing sliding across the walls of my throat as I forced my lips down further and further, my head and chest pounding as it cut off my air.
 
   “That's a good girl,” Uncle James' voice seemed to echo in my head as my lips reached the base of his cock.
 
   I felt his hand come down and slid in under my left breast, squeezing and kneading it as heat swept over me. I eased back up, feeling a deeply erotic sense at how slick his cock was as my throat slid off it. Then it was in my mouth and I was gasping for breath as it slid along my tongue and out.
 
   Uncle James held it in his hand, smiling genially as he rubbed it back and forth across my face while I caught my breath.
 
   “You're a good little cock sucker,” he said in approval, “I had thought you'd be lazy and not able to get it all in, but you surprise me, Princess. Good girl,” he said.
 
   I felt oddly pleased at the praise, and then as he pulled me forward again I spread my lips wide and took him into my mouth, sucking and licking, bobbing up and down, up and down, then slid down all the way, swallowing all that meat, taking it deep into my throat, and forcing my lips down until they were pressed against his zipper.
 
   “Ahh,” he sighed, “That's it, Princess. Swallow every inch.”
 
   I did, licking at the base of his cock too. My mind only blinked once at the term “princess”, then continued on, sucking and bobbing, easing back up and off to breath again, then going down on him once again. He was in no hurry, clearly, enjoying the feel of my mouth and throat around his cock, and the feel of my breasts in his hands.
 
   He opened his trousers and pulled my mouth down onto his balls, to suck and lick and massage them with my lips, then back onto his cock once more, bobbing up and down the full long length, slowly and almost smoothly.
 
   “That's it, Princess,” he sighed happily.
 
   Then his hand moved to my hair and he pulled me up and off, the pull forcing me up off my knees, up forward, up across his body until I was standing and then straddling him. I had to lean in, and then climb onto the sofa, my knees going down onto the leather cushions on either side of his hips. 
 
   He pulled back sharply on my hair and that forced my head all the way back, then arched my back, and made me lean backwards. I felt his fingers between my legs, felt them brush against my pussy lips, then grip the cucumber and slowly twist it around as he pulled it out of me.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Unhhn!” I gasped.
 
   “I know. I know. You like having big, stuff objects inside your hot little pussy,” he said in amusement. “Don't worry. You won't be empty for long.”
 
   He pulled me forward again, until I was kind of sitting on his lap, or kneeling above it.
 
   “Up.”
 
   I rose and stared as he took that thick cock with the swollen helmet head, and then pushed it into the smooth mouth of my sex. I squeaked as I felt and saw it push in, then gasped as he pulled it out again. He pushed it in, let the head disappear, then pulled out again.
 
   “Would you like this cock inside you, Princess?” he asked.
 
   “Y-Yes!” I gasped.
 
   “Yes sir,” he growled.
 
   “Yes, sir!
 
   “Then ask for it.”
 
   “Please may I... please put your cock in me, sir!”
 
   “How deep?”
 
   “All the way inside me, please!”
 
   He pinched my nipple and I yelped.
 
   “Sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Ask again,” he ordered.
 
   “Please put your cock all the way inside me, sir!” I moaned.
 
   “You do it,” he said, releasing my hair.
 
   I moaned and sat forward, then let my knees slide apart, let my hips slide down, and almost came as his cock pushed up deep through the soft, moist folds of my pussy. I squeaked and shuddered as I sank down fully, as I felt how right, how erotic and wonderful his huge cock felt all the way up inside me!
 
   He filled his hands with my breasts, squeezing them, then drawing one forward as he opened his mouth and started to suck and lick at my quivering nipple. Another sizzling line of heat rippled through my body, and I mewled helplessly as the flames within roared higher and hotter.
 
   “Ride me,” he said.
 
   I started doing it, grinding my hips, rolling them, rocking them, working my leg muscles to ride up and down on him. Every time I sank down I felt the base of the cucumber in my ass jam against the sofa, and a hot throbbing ache hit deep in my belly. I leaned forward, riding harder and faster, my breaths coming in ragged gasps and moans as the heat suffused my body. I groaned and whimpered as the sexual pressure rose to unbearable intensity. 
 
   Then I felt his fingers, slippery with my own juices, rubbing against my clit, and I lost it completely. The orgasm was even more intense than last time. It was the most intense, and extended orgasm of my life by quite a long shot, and I completely lost control of my body. Only instinct kept me desperately riding him, plunging down onto his thick cock again and again and again as my eyes rolled back in my head and I all-but forgot to breath.
 
   It was glorious! It was like heaven! Like paradise! It was better than anything I'd ever felt or experienced in my whole life! I was feverish with it, my mind spinning and twisting through the wild waves of sensation in glorious abandon!
 
   Oh God it was good!
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Uncle James didn't want me to wash the floor with a mop. No. Instead, he gave me a bucket and a sponge! I was to do it on my hands and knees!
 
   And there was no need to dress, he said.
 
   No need, either, to pull the thick cucumber out of my bottom. In fact, he forced the other one back into my pussy, deep, achingly deep as I knelt there on the kitchen floor with my ass raised high.
 
   I could never have imagined washing the kitchen floor could be an incredibly kinky sexual experience!
 
   But it was! Collared, naked, with the cucumbers stuffed inside me, I knelt on all fours and scrubbed the floor, starting in the far corner and working my way slowly backward.
 
   The weight of the cucumbers inside me was ever present on my mind, as was the sense of aching fullness. My breasts hung below me, wobbling a bit as I moved, swinging as my body twisted and I scrubbed.
 
   It was weird. A few hours ago I'd have resented having to mop his floor. Now I was pulsing with sexual excitement at scrubbing it on all fours! Now and then I'd reach under to give one of my breasts a squeeze, or to slide my arm down between me to rub at my clit.
 
   Until Uncle James caught me at it.
 
   “What do you think you're doing, Princess?” he demanded.
 
   I gasped, blushing, jerking my fingers away from my pussy and turning my head to look at him as he stood in the doorway. 
 
   He scowled, then pointed at the floor in front of him. “Kneel,” he ordered.
 
   I crawled forward... well, I was already on all fours... and then knelt, sitting down on my heels.
 
   “What is rule number three?” he demanded.
 
   “I-I … should ask permission before I do anything and not whine about it,” I said breathlessly.
 
   “Did you ask permission to masturbate?”
 
   My face heated.
 
   “No, sir,” I gulped.
 
   He glared at me, then turned and walked out of the room. A few seconds later, he returned, though, and I felt my pulse race as I saw he had the leather laces thing in his hand. A flog! That was what it was! The laces dangled below as he held it in his hand.
 
   “It is evident that only one thing will impress upon you the need to follow the ground rules I've set out, Princess,” he said.
 
   I gulped helplessly, wondering what he was doing to do with it. Was he going to make me bend over again or...
 
   “Put your hands behind your neck, Princess, and interlock your fingers,” he ordered.
 
   Hesitantly, I obeyed, looking up at him.
 
   “Arch your back more,” he ordered. “No. More.”
 
   I arched way back, feeling the skin going taut across my swollen breasts, my nipples hard, tingling little pebbles as he looked up at me. Surely he wouldn't! Surely he wasn't going to – !
 
   The laces cut across my taut breasts, stinging quite a bit more than they had when they'd struck my bottom! I let out a startled cry, my hands jerking away from my neck, starting to instinctively come forward to protectively cup my stinging breasts.
 
   “Hands behind your neck,” he snapped, in that “You must obey!” voice.
 
   Gulping in air, I slowly obeyed, and gasped as the laces cut across my breasts again.
 
   It stung! But... actually, each sting wasn't so bad now that I analyzed it. But it was a bunch of stings! And my breasts were very sensitive! My nipples burned! The laces were not heavy, but were thin, and each time they snapped across my chest I felt a line of sharp pain, followed by heat. But it wasn't... I'm not sure how to put it... it wasn't really painful.
 
   What I mean is it stung a bit, well, each laces stung a bit, and then it burned a bit, and then it kind of faded. But each blow there was a kind of crackle of pain from all the separate laces cutting across my chest and breasts, and that made me gasp as all the sensations burst in my head! 
 
   But alongside that was this kinky sexual high which for no reason I understood seemed to soar at this outrageous discipline, at the cruelty! Especially since, like I said, it wasn't really that cruel since it didn't really hurt that bad.
 
   “I think you'll hold your balance better if you spread your knees wider, Princess,” he said.
 
   Panting, flushed, my chest flushed, I spread my knees apart wider.
 
   “Wider. As wide as they'll go.”
 
   I obeyed without thinking, and got another cut of the flog, the laces slicing into my skin from my left ribs to my right breast. Another blow followed, and another, and another.
 
   Why did he keep calling me Princess, a dazed part of my swirling, churning mind wondered.
 
   “Now turn around, and put your face on the floor,” he said, in as calm a voice as always.
 
   Panting heavily, I turned and lowered myself to all fours, then to my elbows, then lower still, grunting as my hot breasts pressed against the floor.
 
   “Spread your arms out to either side, Princess,” he instructed, “And raise your bottom high. Higher. And spread your knees wide apart. You know the position.”
 
   I kind of did! And I felt my pussy throbbing powerfully as I placed myself into it, as I raised my hips high and spread my knees, drawing them forward, as well to expose my sex as obscenely as possible. I shuddered at how darkly sexual the position was, how utterly submissive, and at the view he must get from behind me.
 
   I moaned softly, my mind pounding with anticipation, embarrassment, excitement and heat.
 
   “Now. Is your pussy hot, Princess?”
 
   “Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   I gasped again as I felt him tapping on the base of the cucumber.
 
   “You like having big, hard things inside your pussy, don't you, Princess.”
 
   “I... yes, sir!” I gulped.
 
   The flog cut down across my back this time. I gasped, shocked for some reason, not expecting a blow there.
 
   “Say the words, Princess,” he said calmly.
 
   “I-I like having big hard things inside my pussy, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “And what object do you most love having in your pussy?”
 
   My mind burned but I knew the answer.
 
   “A cock, sir!” I said, panting.
 
   “A big cock?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I moaned.
 
   “A big hard cock?”
 
   I felt something touch me, pressing against my clit. My hips jerked hard at the sudden eruption of sensation.
 
   “Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Say it then.”
 
   “I-I love having a big hard cock inside my pussy, sir!” I said, face flaming with excitement and embarrassment at actually saying the words.
 
   The flog cut across my back and I cried out in pain.
 
   “Again,” he said. 
 
   “I love having a big hard cock inside my pussy, sir!”
 
   Crack! The flog cut across my back again, and another shock-wave of thrilled outrage rattled my mind.
 
   “Again,” he said calmly.
 
   “I love having a big hard cock inside my pussy, sir!” I cried.
 
   God, I wanted his cock so badly!
 
   “Please fuck me, sir!” I cried.
 
   Crack! The flog cut across my back hard, the laces spreading out, stinging me all across my back.
 
   “You're being impertinent, Princess. And using foul language,” he said.
 
   “I-I'm sorry, sir!”
 
   “Are your knees getting sore, Princess?”
 
   I was slightly confused by the question, for it kind of pulled me out of the sexual haze a little.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gulped.
 
   “We should go into the living room for a bit, then,” he said.
 
   I felt him leaning over me, and then he pulled on the collar. I heard a snap, kind of metallic sound, and then felt the collar pulling up on my neck. I grunted, getting my arms under me and rising onto all fours. I turned my head a bit and my eyes widened as I saw he'd attached a leash to the dog collar.
 
   “Crawl, Princess,” he said.
 
   He pulled on the leash and started for the doorway. I stumbled after, another wild thrill of dark heat spreading through my mind and body.
 
   He swung the flog down at me. It struck my right side, the laces curling in and up to snap at my breasts.
 
   “Heel,” he said, much as you would to a dog.
 
   I crawled forward and he led me out of the kitchen and into the hall. Thankfully, the hall was carpeted. It was much easier on my knees. I crawled up the hall and then followed him into the living room, being careful to stay at his heels. The rug in the living room was thicker and softer and my knees felt even more relief.
 
   He unhooked the leash and sat down.
 
   “Assume your previous position, Princess,” he said.
 
   Panting heavily, I turned to appropriately display myself, then slid my arms down and apart, groaning as my breasts pillowed out under me.
 
   I waited in an agony of anticipation for what he would do next. But he said nothing, did nothing. I waited, and waited, and finally started to turn my head.
 
   “Keep your chin on the floor, Princess,” he said.
 
   I jerked my head forward, and continued to wait. Boy, did he like the view?! I guess so! My mind squirmed at what a nasty, obscene view it was!
 
   Still, I waited, as the minutes ticked slowly by.
 
   “Keep those hips high, Princess,” he said as I sagged a bit.
 
   I jerked back into position.
 
   “Do you think you're beautiful, Princess?” he asked finally.
 
   I hesitated. “Yes, Sir,” I said.
 
   Everyone had been telling me I was for years.
 
   “Do you think you're hot?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “And when men look at you naked, what are they supposed to want to do?”
 
   “To... to fuck me, sir!” I gulped, wondering if I'd get punished for the bad language.
 
   “Has that been your experience with men?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said.
 
   “Men all want to play with your body, to use you, to bury their cocks inside you?”
 
   The words heated me up. “Yes, sir!” I gulped.
 
   “As though you were a kind of sex toy,” he said. “Do you think you're a sex toy, Princess?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I breathed.
 
   “Let me hear you say it.”
 
   “I'm a sex toy, sir!”
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I'm a sex toy, sir!”
 
   “Again.”
 
   He made me repeat it about twenty times!
 
   “And when men play with their little sex toy, what do they most want to use it for?”
 
   “To fuck me, sir,” I gulped.
 
   “So in essence, you're a fuck toy?” he asked, sounding amused.
 
   I flushed. “I... yes, sir,” I gulped.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I'm a fuck toy, sir!” 
 
   “Again. Louder.”
 
   “I'm a fuck toy, sir!”
 
   “Louder.”
 
   Again and again I called myself a fuck toy! It was wildly, weirdly exciting and nasty and kinky and hot! My pussy burned!
 
   “I want you to draw your arms in, Princess, and put them down between your legs,” he said.
 
   A jolt of excitement hit me and I obeyed, squeezing my breasts in as I pushed both arms down under me, my hands between my legs.
 
   “Now I want you to raise your right hand, and extend just your index finger. I want you to touch your clitoris with it.”
 
   Gulping, panting, I obeyed, feeling a hot little thrill at the feel.
 
   “Rub it.”
 
   I began to rub it, moaning softly, eyes fluttering as rolling waves of heat spread up through my body. The fact he was watching made it indescribably kinky and nasty and wild!
 
   “Stop.”
 
   I halted, gasping.
 
   “You are not to orgasm without permission. Is that clear, Princess?”
 
   “Y-Yes, sir!” I moaned.
 
   “Get up on your knees.”
 
   Dazedly, I pushed myself up and back onto my knees, then turned at his order. 
 
   “Crawl over to the chair, Princess, and then sit in it.”
 
   The chair was the big, stuffed leather chair to his left, at right angles to the couch. I crawled over to it and turned and then, very carefully, eased into it, slouching back heavily so that the base of the two cucumbers would not be jammed up hard into me. 
 
   “You may slouch more. Throw your legs across the arms of the chair.”
 
   I did so, and was practically laying on my back, slumped, legs gaping obscenely.
 
   He nodded.
 
   “Very well. Now masturbate.”
 
   Something about the word jolted me. Even though I'd just been rubbing my clit in front of him! I hesitated, then, fingers trembling, I eased my hand down, staring at him as I began to rub my clit.
 
   “Squeeze your breast,” he said.
 
   I squeezed and kneaded my breast with my other hand as my fingers rubbed harder and faster at my clit. My breathing became harder, harsher, for the whole scene was indescribably shocking and wicked and kinky and arousing. And within less than a minute an orgasm simply hammered down upon me like a tsunami.
 
   I lost it, my hips bucking up frantically, as my head rolled and jerked and my fingers rubbed furiously against my burning clit. My legs bounced and jerked and I gurgled and gasped and sobbed in pleasure as the orgasm tore through my body and left me nothing but a dazed, gasping, limp pile of bones and flesh.
 
   I moaned, slack jawed, eyes slitted, overheated body fairly radiating heat.
 
   “I told you not to orgasm without my permission, Princess,” he said sternly.
 
   So he had. I moaned, not caring, wrapped in the delicious aftermath of the climax, my body extremely happy.
 
   He walked over to me, and I saw something in his hand: a coil of rope, dark rope, black. I watched, feeling almost like an observer, as he took my right arm and wrapped the rope around my wrist. He tied it firmly but not too tightly, then wrapped it around several more times. I was gripped by lethargy, but felt a spark of interest, of excitement, despite the orgasm, as he tied my wrist.
 
   “Ungh!”
 
   I gasped as he gripped a thick mass of my hair, pulling up, forcing my body to rapidly straighten, to arch up and back across the top of the chair.
 
   The chair was a very thickly padded one, with a rounded top. Uncle James pulled me up so my shoulders were basically on the top of the chair, pulling my right wrist down and towards the left side of the chair. He knelt, releasing my hair, but holding my arm as he slid the rope under the left leg of the chair, then drew it across and under the right leg before pulling it back up. He gripped my left arm, then, and pulled it down and towards the right, crossing my arms under my head.
 
   My thighs were balanced on the high, padded arms of the chair as I was bent back across it, my head now almost upside down on the other side. Uncle James took the rope and fed it up around my right leg, circled it several times, then pulled back and down hard, as he fed the rope down under the chair again and up the other side.
 
   I wound up very tightly restrained, back arched very sharply, my head looking behind me, and my body stretched out and taut.
 
   “Are you sorry for being a disobedient girl, Princess?”
 
   “Y-Yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   The blood was kind of rushing to my head, and I couldn't see much beyond the wall a couple of feet behind me.
 
   I gasped as I felt his hand on my chest. He had only ever touched me when I had rode his cock earlier, and I felt a heated memory of that wild, intense ride pucker my nipples just before his fingers began to roll and pinch and pluck them.
 
   “You have lovely nipples, Princess,” he said.
 
   His one of his hands glided down my body. It was weird since I couldn't see him, couldn't see his hand or my body. It was just sensation, and somehow that made it even more intense. His fingers caressed my skin, circled my belly, slid down between my legs and began to rub at my clit.
 
   My hips bucked helplessly, grinding against him as the heat and sexual hunger pumped through my veins.
 
   I felt his fingers trace the line of my sex where it gripped the cucumber, then push in and grip the vegetable. I groaned as he slowly drew it out of my body, almost. He pulled it down so that only an inch or so remained, then slowly pushed it back up inside me again.
 
   His fingers rubbed and rolled my clit, as he pulled the cucumber slowly back down again, pulled it out, rubbed the head up and down against my gaping sex, then inserted it and drove it up inside me again, harder this time, faster. I groaned helplessly.
 
   “You're a bad girl, Princess,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I gurgled.
 
   His hands drew back, and then the flog cut across my chest. I cried out weakly, jerking against the ropes, then again, then again, as the flog began to rain blows down across my chest, my belly, and then between my legs. The scattered laces sliced into my tender skin again and again as he swung harder, and my skin began to heat everywhere!
 
   I felt so utterly helpless! I couldn't even see the blows! I was tied so tightly and so … outrageously displayed, and every time the laces cut down between my legs my cries became far more intense a my clit throbbed painfully.
 
   I finally saw him, as he moved around behind the chair. I saw his hand unzip his trousers, saw him bring his cock out, saw how thick and hard and long it was. He gripped my hair, pulling down, forcing my mouth even wider, and then slid himself into me.
 
   I moaned around it, sucking, licking, staring, upside down, at his groin, as he pushed his cock deeper.
 
   He released my hair, finally, his hands landing on my breasts a he began to work his hips in and out. My mouth was almost like... a receptacle for it. I sucked and licked as best I could, but he pumped steadily, moving deeper, then plunging into my throat and all the way down until his groin was pressed hard against my face.
 
   “That's my little fuck toy,” I heard through the thundering of my own heart.
 
   He started thrusting in and out, using long strokes, and at the same time, the flog began to rain blows down on my breasts, my belly, and especially between my legs.
 
   He began focusing the blows between my legs. He had thrust the cucumber even deeper, somehow, so that hardly any of it stuck out. My pussy lips were still stretched, though, and the skin taut as the flog cut down on me. I squealed and yelped and cried out again and again, but with Uncle James' cock in my throat that didn't make a lot of noise.
 
   It hurt, but I was too wrapped up in a sexual fever to really care. Besides, most of my focus was on the thick cock in my mouth and throat, and in trying to breath as it plunged up and down my throat.
 
   I was getting light-headed from lack of oxygen, my nervous system overloaded with a wild, sweeping storm of sensations, of heat and pleasure and sexual hunger as his hips continued to pump hard, and then, as he picked up the pace of his blows, the nearly steady shocks between my legs drove me over the edge into another intense orgasm that left me barely conscious.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I went to school the next day, but it was awfully hard to concentrate on any of the lessons. Under my clothes, my body was criss-crossed by fine red lines from the flogging. They cut all across my breasts, belly and back, and especially my abdomen and groin. They didn't hurt much, though. My skin felt kind of tender as if I had a light sunburn, but that was about all.
 
   When I got home, my first thought was my chores. Uncle James had said today was for the pool, so I got into my bikini, then went out back. Once there, looking around, I shed the bikini. It was private, and it wasn't like I needed to fear Uncle James catching me naked any more. And you know, doing it naked somehow added a sexual element to what should have been just a chore.
 
   I used the skimmer, adjusted the chemicals, and cleaned out the trap, then finally got to swim and relax, wondering all the while what kinky nasty things Uncle James would want to do to me that night.
 
   I hadn't been laying there long when he got home, and I felt an immediate heat blossom between my legs. I got up and went inside, naked, and shameless, to greet him.
 
   “Hi, Uncle James,” I said a bit shyly.
 
   “Hello, Princess,” he said. “I brought you something.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “What, sir.”
 
   “What, sir?”
 
   What was a real collar. I mean, it wasn't a dog collar. It was a real bondage collar! It had a thick ring in the front, and yet still had a plaque on it saying Princess. Matching it were leather restraints for my ankles and wrists, and when I saw myself in the mirror I felt like a wild sexual animal!
 
   “Have you done your homework?”
 
   “Uhm, I was taking care of the pool,” I said carefully.
 
   I yelped and jumped at a slap to my bottom.
 
   “Sir,” he said.
 
   “I was cleaning the pool, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “And that wasn't the question I asked.”
 
   “I haven't done my homework yet, sir.”
 
   “Go and get it. You'll do it here so I can make sure it's done.”
 
   Sighing, I got my homework and set it on the kitchen table.
 
   “No. I'm going to be cooking dinner, since you don't know how yet.”
 
   I picked up the books and he brought me into the living room, then set them down... on the floor.
 
   “On all fours.”
 
   I instantly complied, feeling a surge of heat.
 
   “You know the position.”
 
   I fell forward onto my arms, then my shoulders, spreading my arms out to either side as I raised my bottom high and spread my knees.
 
   “I found something else I'm sure you'll love,” he said.
 
   I felt his fingers at my pussy, and moaned as they traced the line of my sex, then spread my entrance. I felt something slippery and slick being pushed into me. It slid deep, and did so fairly easily. It wasn't very thick Then something pushed into my back passage. Again, it wasn't very thick. But something hung from both of them, something that swung a bit when I moved. 
 
   “Rise onto your elbows, Princess. You can't do homework like that.”
 
   I obeyed, and looked down along my body to see two round black bulb things hanging from little hoses.
 
   “You wonder what these are?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   I saw his hand take one and squeeze, and felt movement inside my pussy. He squeezed it again, and then again and again, and the thing in my pussy... grew. Now, it got wider, thicker. So did the one in my bottom when he squeezed that.
 
   “Now get to work. I'll be checking on you from time to time.”
 
   This was so fucking weird!
 
   But it made doing homework a lot more interesting!
 
   He left me be, but after ten minutes or so he returned, ran his hand over my bottom, then squeezed the bulb again to make the thing in my pussy grow thicker still. It was spreading me open nicely now, and that headed up my mind, making it harder to focus.
 
   He left me alone again, then returned. I groaned as he squeezed both bulbs, feeling the things inside me spread still wider. They were almost as wide as the cucumbers had been now! My pussy lips strained around the one in there as he returned to the kitchen, where cooking smells wafted out.
 
   Again he returned, and I gasped as he pushed at both the dildos, which was what I was thinking of them as, forcing them as deep as he could. Then he pumped on them and I let out a little squeak as they got thicker still.
 
   “Oh! Oh! It's thick!” I gasped.
 
   “You like big hard things inside your pussy, remember?”
 
   I did, but... my pussy ached from the fullness, from how stretched it was! I reached back between my legs, and felt the part sticking out. It felt as thick as a coke can! God, I was stuffed! The one in my ass wasn't much better, and my skin felt so incredibly taut and stretched!
 
   When he came back I twisted my head up and back anxiously.
 
   “It's too thick, Uncle James!” I whined.
 
   He smiled genially. “Finish your homework then before it gets even thicker.”
 
   But it did, for he pumped both of them another time and I gasped and clenched my teeth!
 
   I hurriedly turned my attention back to the homework, writing as fast as I could, wanting to get it done before he came back again.
 
   My mind was clouded with sexual hunger and anxiety, though, and it was hard to work through it all to arrive at the proper answers!
 
   When I sensed him coming again I quickly closed the book and straightened up.
 
   “I'm finished!” I exclaimed.
 
   “Are you? Very well, come into the kitchen. Dinner is almost ready.”
 
   I straightened and he turned to leave. I looked at the empty doorway, wondering if I should be crawling. He hadn't said one way or another. I gazed down between my legs, somewhat awed at how thick the black dildo thing was protruding from the tight rig of my pussy. I reached down and grabbed it, then examined the hose and the bulb. It was like it was inflatable!
 
   I started to stand, but it felt really weird with those things sticking out of me. My buttocks really squeezed in hard against the one sticking out of my behind unless I walked all bow-legged.
 
   I walked a little way, then dropped back to my hands and knees, crawling out into the hall and up the hall to the living room, the bulbs swinging from the hoses between my legs.
 
   Uncle James smiled and nodded as I came in, making me think I'd made the right decision in crawling. He came over and pulled the hoses and bulbs from the dildos, but left them in place as he returned to the counter. I knelt, then sat back on my heels.
 
   “Sirloin steak,” he said, with mushrooms.”
 
   “Yum,” I said.
 
   He put a plate on the table with a steak and mushrooms on it, but when I moved to stand, starting to wonder how I could possibly sit with these things sticking out of me he shook his head and pointed for me to stay. I waited a bit, then he came over and put down a … a dog dish on the floor against the wall. It was a double dog dish, actually. It had steak, cut up into pieces, with mushrooms on it in one bowl, and milk in the other. The dog dish said Princess on the side.
 
   Oh shit! Shit! Was he kidding!? Holy shit!
 
   “You'll notice I've put a nice, soft rug right in front of the bowl,” he said. “Don't spill anything.”
 
   I crawled over, half in a haze, crawled onto the rug, and stared down into the dog bowls.
 
   Then I lowered myself to my elbows. I spread my knees wide, partly out of habit, and partly because with the thick dildos sticking out of me it just felt more comfortable. Then I reached for the cut up pieces of steak with my fingers.
 
   “No,” he said. “You don't use your fingers. You'll get them all messy. Just use your mouth.”
 
   Oh shit! 
 
   As he watched, I leaned my head in and stuck my face into the dog dish, using my tongue and teeth to pull out a piece of hot steak.
 
   “That's my girl,” he said, his hand kind of petting my head.
 
   Fuck! This was so kinky! So wild! So dirty! So outrageous!
 
   I felt my pussy really throbbing and pulsing now as he sat down and we both began to eat.
 
   It was the most erotic meal I'd ever eaten! My whole body was on fire by the time I started lapping milk from the other bowl.
 
   When I was finished her picked up the dog dish and carried to the sink, then returned, smiling, dog leash in hand. He snapped it to my collar and led me, crawling, from the room, up the hall and into the bathroom. There he had me lean over the toilet as he brushed my teeth for me. Weird! At least he didn't make me drink from the bowl! I got to rinse out from water in a plastic cup and spit it into the bowl. Then he wiped my mouth with a tissue and led me back, crawling, to the living room.
 
   Unfortunately, he then inspected my homework, and found that I had made too many mistakes, and hadn't finished it.
 
   “What is rule one, Princess?” he demanded.
 
   “Not to lie to you, sir,” I said meekly, dropping my eyes.
 
   “I'm disappointed in you, Princess,” he said, scowling at me. “I thought we'd been making progress.”
 
   “I-I'm sorry, sir!” I exclaimed.
 
   “You are not going to get what you want out of life by lying, Princess,” he said sternly. “I've set up some pretty simple ground rules. You know what they are, yet you continue to violate them. As with anything else, the more obstinate and disobedient you are, the worse the punishments will get. I'm sure you understand that.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said, eyes downcast.
 
   He removed the leash, but then grabbed my hair, and I gasped in pain as he pulled sharply, forcing me to scramble to my feet, my hands reaching up for his wrist. As soon as I was on my feet, though, he released my hair and leaned into me, gripping my hips and lifting me up and across his shoulder. Then he turned and headed back to the kitchen.
 
   He stopped at the entrance, opening the basement door, and stepping onto the landing. He snapped on the lights and walked down the steep wooden stairs.
 
   The basement of his house was big, as I said, and really nice. Or at least, part of it was. The finished part was really nice. But through a door from the room with the TV was a hallway. There was no carpet there. A room on the left had a toilet, the one on the right had the laundry room. Past that, was a brought open area. The ceiling was high, but the floor was concrete, the walls bricks. Bare wooden beams rose to the ceiling ten feet above, where bare light bulbs dangled.
 
   Uncle James put me on my feet, then snapped chains to the wrist restraints, feeding them up and apart to rings set into two of the tall beams. I felt a wave of heat mixed with anxiety. Then I watched as he did the same to my ankle restraints, pulling them so far apart I had to rise on the balls of my feet to keep from hanging by my wrists!
 
   I cried out in surprise, and some pain, as he yanked back on my hair. With my mouth open, his hand came around in front of my face and pressed something spongy, a ball, against my mouth. I had to widen my jaw out of self defense as he slowly forced the ball through and into my mouth. It filled my oral cavity, pressing down against my tongue and up against the roof of my mouth!
 
   Oh my God this was so dark and hot!
 
   There was a thin leather band attached to the ball, and he pulled it back on either side of my mouth, down under my ears, and around behind my head, where he fastened it together.
 
   I moaned helplessly, rolling my eyes up and back at him.
 
   Then he picked up the flog. 
 
   It was a different flog, though. The handle and laces were both longer. I moaned in trepidation.
 
   “You will have to learn to obey, Princess,” he said firmly.
 
   Then he swung the flog. The sensation as it struck was like the other, but heavier, and the shock of pain more intense. The heat was hotter, and it stayed longer. But perhaps the wildest shock was that it cut across my back first. It was because, well, with my arms chained like I was, in this position, it was like I was being whipped! And then I realized it wasn't like that. It WAS that!
 
   I was being whipped!
 
   I had seen so many videos, so many pictures, had so many fantasies, and now here I was, naked, chained, and being whipped!
 
   Like a sex slave!
 
   I moaned helplessly, part of me kind of panicking so that I jerked my head this way, then that, trying to see him, trying to prepare for the next blow.
 
   “Look straight ahead, Princess,” he ordered.
 
   I quivered helplessly, staring straight ahead, waiting, waiting, waiting....
 
   The long laces clawed at my back, and halfway around my ribs. I cried out, back arching, twisting and pulling against the restraints at the sudden startling pain. But again, it faded quickly into heat, leaving me gasping and moaning.
 
   Another blow! I cried out once more, then another, quickly, across my bottom so that I yelped and tried almost instinctively to twist around. Of course I couldn't, and the next blow cut across my back again.
 
   Oh! My! God!
 
   I moaned into the gag, eyes wide, then cried out again as the whip cut across my back, then again, then again. It left me panting for breath, my back on fire, filled with a wild mixture of anxiety, excitement, pain and a throbbing sexual high.
 
   “You have to learn discipline, Princess,” he said calmly.
 
   The flog lashed out again, the long laces now curving around my ribs to snap at my breasts! They were a lot more sensitive, and I squealed and cried out, twisting and pulling frantically, only to be held firmly in place. I tried to plead with him to stop, feeling the panic surging at the rise in pain, but could say nothing because of the gag!
 
   The flog curled around my ribs again and again, biting and clawing at my breasts, which flamed and ached! I felt the panic rising even higher! I had to tell him this was too much! I had to signal him to stop! I had to... had to do something, to stop it! But I realized I could do none of those things! I was totally helpless and completely at his mercy!
 
   The thin laces flew around my sides, cutting into them then snapping at my breasts until they were both throbbing and hot. There was a point where I would definitely have stopped it if I could have! Definitely! But I couldn't! And it went on, and the laces cut downward across my belly, then down further, across my hip, to snap at my pussy! The pain and heat burned away at my mind, but the sexual heat flamed right along with it.
 
   And then, a strange thing happened. The pain seemed to fade, while the dark sexual hunger grew more powerful. I was sweltering in the heat of how sensuous and erotic my mind now found this perverted discipline of my uncle's! I swayed weakly, only the chains holding me up as the laces snapped across my back and buttocks, hissed across my ribs and hips to snap at my pussy and breasts.
 
   And all I could do was take it, half limp and falling down, shuddering as I drooled through the ball gag and my pussy throbbed and pulsed around the thick dildo he'd stuffed inside me.
 
   And then he gripped my hair, filled his fist with it, and jerked my head up and back. I felt his fingers at my sex, felt them against my clit, rubbing and stroking rapidly as the fire within me blossomed and exploded into a mind shattering orgasm! I bathed in the fires of that climax, reveled in the waves of pleasure coursing through my body, through my nervous system, through my mind.
 
   I went limp. I mean, falling down limp, hanging from my wrists limp, moaning, eyes glassy and slitted as if the explosive orgasm had taken all the energy out of my body.
 
   I felt his fingers on my buttocks, felt them around that dildo thing inside me, then felt the pressure inside me diminish as the dildo – deflated. I groaned helplessly as I felt it being pulled out of me, and then felt momentarily, well, almost empty back there. But it didn't last. I grunted as something else pushed up inside me, something thick and hard but warm and slick.
 
   It drove deep into my belly, deep into my ass, and then I felt his big hands on my hips, drawing them back and up. I felt his warm breath against the back of my neck, then his lips and tongue as they moved slowly up along the back and nape of my neck, up under my ear. His hands slid around me, cupping my sore breasts, thumbs softly rubbing at my still-erect nipples.
 
   I still had the big dildo in my pussy, and now I had Uncle James' cock up my ass, deep enough it ached way inside. But there was a strange sense of comfort in having his arms wrapped around me, in having his lips on me, his kisses moving slowly up and down along the side of my throat. I groaned every time he moved against me, every time he ground his pelvis against my buttocks and that big cock shifted inside me.
 
   His legs must have been spread even wider than mine, I thought dazedly, to bring his mouth down so low while he remained pressed so tightly against me. And then I realized that what I felt was his bare skin, his bare chest and groin against me. I had never seen Uncle James naked, but now my energy levels began to quickly pick up as I tried to twist my head around to see him.
 
   I groaned as he jerked back on my hair. Then his other hand came up from my chest and closed, completely closed around my throat. I felt so incredibly vulnerable, but knew at the same time he would never actually harm me. His hand was tight around my throat, but not at all restrictive. I moaned helplessly as he leaned in further, his lips caressing me, his teeth now nibbling at my ear and the side of my face.
 
   “Do you feel me inside you, Princess?” he whispered. “Do you have any idea how many men have watched your tight little butt walking down the sidewalk, or on the beach, or in a hallway, and longed to shove their cocks where mine is now? Do you know how many men have fantasized about doing this to you?”
 
   I blinked helplessly, aroused by his soft voice, by the implicit reassurance of how hot I was, of what a great ass I had. I gasped as he pulled back a bit, his hands releasing hair and throat and roughly kneading my breasts. Then they slid down to my hips again, pulling them up and back.
 
   “Push that ass out, Princess,” he said, “Push it out so I can pound it into you.”
 
   I shuddered at his words, but obeyed, rising onto the balls of my feet, gasping as he began to move I and out, as his big cock began to slide up and down in my back tunnel. He moved faster, harder, and his hips began to slap against my upraised buttocks with more and more authority. My body began to shudder to the force of the blows, my breasts wobbling and shaking. 
 
   The excitement and heat mounted within me, and I began to grunt in pleasure with every deep thrust – even though it ached deep inside me. I felt my pussy spasming and throbbing around the thick dildo he'd jammed into me there as my body was jarred by blow after blow of his hard hips against my soft buttocks.
 
   His right hand slid up to envelope my breast, squeezing it hard, while his left slid down to my pussy, pushing at the dildo there so that I squealed as he tried to shove it deeper. Then, giving up on that, his fingers began to stroke across my clitoris, and the wildfire heat mounted further within my mind and body.
 
   The rise to orgasm was slower, this time, but I enjoyed the journey more. My body was soon burning with heat and excitement, the pleasure soaring within me, riding me to the brink again and again as my body trembled and shook to his powerful thrusts. And then, finally, I fell over the edge, screaming, and realizing I was free to scream, I screamed more, going insane with the intensity of the pleasure tearing apart my body.
 
   And all the while his hips pounded against me, bruising my buttocks with the force of his deep strokes, his cock punching me deep inside until finally, as my orgasm faded, his arrived, and he spilled himself inside me. He deflated faster than the dildo had, and slid out, leaving me half hanging again, moaning, eyes closed.
 
   * * *
 
   In the shower. We were in his shower. Naked. My arms were free, and yet I stared up at him shyly. He was looking down at me much as he had days earlier at the pool. Only now we were naked. His big hands slid around me, caressing my soft back, and the thin lines of pain seemed to fade as the water poured down.
 
   His hands cupped my ass and I slid mine hesitantly up his chest, up onto his shoulders as he leaned down. We kissed, and I realized it was the first time. Our tongues moved slowly together, our frenzied heat gone, or at least, diminished, and I simply enjoyed folding myself against his powerful male body, in feeling his arms around me, my breasts pillowed out against his chest.
 
   Our lips moved together, our tongues dipping in and out for a long minute. Then he picked up the soap and began to soap up my body. He took his time, his hands sliding over my shoulders, and up and down my back. The flog had not cut the skin, so far as I could tell, so there was no stinging as he soaped up my body, paying particular attention to my breasts, then down lower.
 
   I still had the big, inflatable dildo inside me. He'd even managed to force it a bit deeper. It was a throbbing presence, a fullness that kept me, despite the two intense orgasms, feeling very sexual and more than a little aroused. His soapy fingers rubbed at my clit, but almost casually. And then he handed the soap to me. It took no words. I knew it wasn't for my body.
 
   I began to soap up his. I had to reach up high to get my hands on his shoulders, then up and down his arms. I really enjoyed soaping up his chest! It felt so strong under my fingers, yet so soft! I slid down over his belly, which was surprisingly strong as well.
 
   Then lower. He was not hard, and did not get hard as I soaped him up. I was very gentle, my hands cupping his cock and balls as I soaped him up, and I paid extra special attention, to be sure, enjoying the feel of him against my fingers. Then I moved on, soaping up his back, his butt, which was also hard and firm, then worked my way down his legs.
 
   He pulled me up against him, our soapy flesh sliding together in a delicious way as his lips met mine again, then he backed me under the water, which poured down around both of us. He rinsed us both off, then turned off the water and opened the shower door. He took a big towel and dried himself as I waited and watched, then he wrapped a towel, and his arms, around me, toweling me off. 
 
   When I was only damp, he simply picked me up, still wrapped in the towel, and threw me across his shoulder. He carried me from the room, up the hall to his bedroom, then set me down on the bed.
 
   “Lay back, Princess.”
 
   I did as he said, and he had me spread-eagle myself, then strapped me tightly to the four corners of the bed.
 
   “It's time for you to feel a little torture,” he said.
 
   I gulped, looking up at him, arms and legs stretched wide. He pushed the ball gag into my mouth, then put a blindfold over my eyes, and then... he began to torture me!
 
   He started with his tongue. Dean was good at sex, or at least, I had once thought so, but he didn't do oral. He didn't think it was very manly. Uncle James soon had me writhing and twisting and bucking helplessly as he turned my body into a churning cauldron of heat! But then, on the edge of orgasm, he backed off.
 
   I felt something very cold against me down there. An ice cube! I squealed into the gag, twisting and writhing for quite a different reason as he let the ice cube roll up and down over my clit. Then it slid slowly up my belly, twisting and turning, sliding up across my nipples, circling them again and again. I felt tiny, icy cold droplets of water trickling down my breasts, down onto my chest and down my ribs!
 
   And then he started with his tongue again! It felt so good against my icy cold clit! It warmed it up in no time, especially when he took my clit into his mouth, sucking on it, his tongue rolling back and forth. I was soon pulsing with sexual pressure once again, gasping and moaning, my head jerking from side to side as I arched my back in preparation for a massive orgasm, my hips rolling up frantically.
 
   He stopped again, and again I got the ice cube. Oh I was cursing! But of course, he couldn't hear me. I felt him pushing at my ass, and something slim and slippery pushed into me there, then began to widen. It was the other inflatable cock! I groaned as it got wider and thicker and filled me to overflowing!
 
   Then he started licking at my clit again, with me now so full and aching I could have screamed. But once more he stopped. I felt him shifting around on the bed, coming up to my head, then above it. I felt myself lifted, a pillow jammed down under my shoulders. Then his fingers were behind my head, undoing the strap holding the gag in.
 
   He eased the gag out and tilted my head back, and I felt his cock at my lips. I moaned and sucked and licked at it, and he pushed it slowly into my mouth. It slid along my tongue, and I closed my lips on it, sucking a I licked. Only it was upside down to my tongue now. I mean, the part on the underside, which was where I wanted to lick, was hard to reach, if not impossible. All I could do was suck and massage it inside my mouth.
 
   And then he tilted my head back further and pushed himself slowly into my throat. I gagged weakly, but then gained control of myself as he drove himself deeper, his balls sliding over my cheeks as he buried every inch in my throat and held himself there. I moaned helplessly around it, gurgling, my head pulsing. He reached down and seized my nipples, then, pinching them enough to shock me out of my focus on his cock, my focus on my breathing.
 
   I would have cried out if my throat wasn't full! If my air wasn't blocked! He pinched and twisted my nipples, tugging and stretching them out even as he began to pump in and out, in and out, using long, slow strokes, that then began to speed up. I had never done it like this before, and my head was soon pounding, my chest burning, and panic was starting to rise in my mind. But the way he was pinching and jerking on my nipples kept distracting me while he used my mouth, my throat, like, well, like it was my pussy!
 
   He pulled out quite suddenly, without warning, and I gasped for breath, drawing in deep, ragged lungfuls of air as he released my nipples and ran his fingers through my hair instead. Then he slid his cock back into my open mouth and fell forward across my body. He shifted his knees to hold some of his weight, and I felt his tongue at my clit then, his lips sucking, his tongue fluttering wildly.
 
   His hips began to push down, and I swallowed his cock as he pushed it deep, deeper, all the way, until he was grinding his hips against my face. His hips drew up and then pushed back, drew up and thrust down, fucking my throat. All the while he licked and sucked at my clit while his hands pushed and pulled at both the dildos inside me. It was so wild!
 
   But despite the sensations pouring up from between my legs my air was running out, and black dots were dancing before my eyes. His hips rose high, at last, and his cock pulled free of my throat, letting me gasp for breath around it. He kept his hips in position, his cock nearly filling my mouth, letting me breath as he continued to work on my clit. Then he pushed down and the mushroom head pushed into my throat to block it again.
 
   It was a little difficult getting used to, and several times I nearly panicked, but the longer he worked on me the more light-headed I became, and the less I cared about breathing, or even living! I lost track of who I was, of everything around me. My mouth and throat lay open to him, surrendering, as he thrust his big cock up and down, his hips working and grinding and driving himself to the balls inside me with every stroke, only drawing back to let me breath – briefly.
 
   I was so dazed I was hardly aware of him finally pulling out at first. Then my dazed mind realized he was moving around between my legs instead. I felt my ankles unlocked, then lifted up high and jammed back over my shoulders. The thing in my ass pulled back, and then Uncle James was deep inside me, thrusting hard. I stared up at him above me, moaning, gasping, panting, eyes glassy as he jammed my ankles down behind my ears.
 
   His hips hammered down into my buttocks, harder and faster with every stroke, until I thought he would squeeze me into a tiny ball and churn my insides to a steamy stew. And then the orgasm washed over me and nothing else mattered.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Dean was pissed off. And when he was pissed off he didn't usually try to hide it much. He wanted me to do more sex stuff on the internet for him, but I was refusing. Uncle James had ordered me not to, and he would know if I did. I tried to explain it to Dean, without telling him anything about what me and Uncle James had done, but he didn't seem to care. He just wanted to see me naked. 
 
   He was starting to irritate me. I mean, he seemed childish, and like he didn't care. I'd told him Uncle James was good with computer stuff, and he just said he wouldn't notice! How dumb was that!?
 
   And then he threatened to show the video I'd sent him the other day to his friends if I didn't send him more! What a bastard!
 
   And I was right about Uncle James monitoring my computer! Because he read what Dean wrote and then insisted on seeing every video and picture I'd given to Dean. That was embarrassing! It wasn't as bad as if would have been had he asked a week earlier, but it was still embarrassing.
 
   “And why did you let such an untrustworthy boy have these videos, Princess?” he asked.
 
   I shrugged helplessly. “I thought.. he wouldn't show anyone,” I said in a small voice.
 
   “Why? He's a young man. That means he has little restraint and even less respect for women.”
 
   I shrugged again.
 
   “Did it excite you to make these videos?”
 
   I blushed and nodded helplessly.
 
   “Was it doing what you did, or was it seeing them?”
 
   “I... don't know,” I said, squirming.
 
   “I see. Well, perhaps we should find out.”
 
   He had me take off my clothes, then I had to put on the collar and restraints and pose for pictures. I flushed hotly, but it wasn't all embarrassment. It felt really sexy to be posing like that! At first the pictures weren't terrible, but they got more graphic as he kept taking them. I had to squat on the kitchen floor over a cucumber and then slowly sink down on it while he took a video.
 
   Then I had to masturbate!
 
   That was so fucking hot! With hm watching and taking a video I came like crazy! My mind felt like it was going to explode! I rubbed my fingers wildly across my clit, and screamed as I came, writhing and twisting, hips bucking desperately against my rubbing fingers.
 
   There were more pictures, and more videos, graphic ones. Really hard core ones of me swallowing his cock, of me being fucked, sodomized, and spanked! Uncle James then created a kind of web page and put them all up, as if it was an internet web site! That was wild to see! And my mind squirmed wildly at the thought of anyone else seeing it!
 
   I wondered what Dean would have thought of a video of me eating, naked, like a dog, with cucumbers sticking out of me!
 
   And then there was the vibrator.
 
   I skipped over the part where he tortured me with the vibrator, didn't I?
It was after he'd fucked my ass so good in bed. He tied me down again, then used a vibrator to drive me to the edge of insanity. I had never come so hard in my life! I begged him to stop because my insides ached so much from coming and coming! But he wouldn't, and the orgasms rolled over me again and again until I was barely conscious!
 
   I had never used a vibrator before, and it seemed I was one of those girls who was extra sensitive to them...
 
   Anyway, I told Dean he would just have to wait until I got back to see me naked, though to be honest I wasn't feeling all that enthusiastic about even that. Compared to Uncle James, Dean was kind of, well, just some skinny, immature boy.
 
   Every day when I got home from school I took off all my clothes, put on the collar and wrist and ankle restraints, and inserted a butt-plug, then started doing my chores. When Uncle James got home I would greet him on my knees, sitting on my heels, and would suck his cock until he came. Then I'd start in on my homework while he finished dinner.
 
   I was the one who started dinner now. Uncle James was showing me how to cook, so I was able to get dinner started by peeling potatoes or making salad or doing the thousand and one other things. Sometimes Uncle James would put my dinner into the dog bowl and I'd eat like that. Sometimes he would feed me by hand, either with me kneeling next to his chair, or sitting across his lap.
 
   Then I'd clean up the kitchen and do the dishes before getting at my homework. I did my homework in the living room the same way I had that first night, with my ass up and pointed at Uncle James. Sometimes I'd have a dildo inside me, sometimes not. When I was finished, he would inspect it and we'd correct whatever I'd got wrong. If I got too much wrong I'd get a spanking.
 
   After that I'd do the yoga exercises he insisted I do to tone my body, again in front of him in the living room. After that I'd give him what he called a lap dance. Except I knew that in a lap dance the men weren't really supposed to touch you, and Uncle James sure touched me a lot! He touched me so much it was hard to not come again and again! And the lap dance always ended with me riding his stiff cock until I screamed my way through an intense orgasm!
 
   I slept in Uncle James bed now, naked, and with my wrists locked behind my back. He'd usually fuck me again before going to sleep, and I'd waken him by sucking his cock. We'd shower together, which always involved him masturbating me to a climax, then he'd help me dress. The thing he selected for me to wear were always quite modest, which was far from how I felt, but I wasn't going to disobey Uncle James!
 
   Weekends were more interesting, of course.
 
   I never wore anything on the weekends except the collar and restraints. But that was okay, since it was just Uncle James and me. Until it wasn't.
 
   I was in the back yard that Saturday. Uncle James came out and stood behind me. I was laying on one of the chaise lounge chairs, which was kind of tilted back.
 
   “Give me your hands, Princess,” he said.
 
   I looked up and back, raising my arms up and back to him. I was not surprised when he slid one up under the bar at the back of the chair, the other above it, and then locked them together. I always seemed to be horny now, so my chest tightened and I spread my legs a little with anticipation as Uncle James came around to sit next to me.
 
   He leaned in with a smile, kissed me, then let his fingers trail down between my legs. Uncle James really knew what to do with his fingers, and I was soon hot and panting, moaning, knees wide apart as his fingers slid in and out of me danced over my clit.
 
   He produced a thick black dildo and worked it up inside me. I groaned in heat, drawing my knees wider as he pumped the dildo inside me, his thumb stroking across my clit with every deep thrust.
 
   “Tell me,” he said. “Tell me, Princess.”
 
   “I love black cock!” I gasped. “I love black cock! I love to be full of black cock!”
 
   It was another of his wild little games, and like most of the others, it was incredibly hot!
 
   Then he looked up past me towards the door to the house.
 
   “I'm out here, Mike,” he said.
 
   I felt a little shock run through me, but I didn't really think it was true. Uncle James often played these little psychological games, pretending there was a whole bunch of men around when I was blindfolded and masturbating, for example. He drew his hand back, leaving the dildo just about buried in my burning pussy, my chest flushed and rising up and down with my ragged breathes.
 
   And then I realized there really was someone there!
 
   I froze! I was shocked, appalled, mortified!
 
   The man who came around from behind me was attractive, and a little younger than my uncle, and very black. He was wearing just a bathing suit, and was even more muscular than my uncle James. He was taller, his shoulders, and had a thick bulge in his bathing suit that made the fabric stick out several inches.
 
   I tried to jerk my head away but Uncle James caught my hair and forced my head up, so all I could do was flicker my eyes around as my face burned with humiliation.
 
   “Say it again,” he growled.
 
   I couldn't speak!
 
   And then he pushed his bathing suit trunk down, and his cock sprang up and out, thick and hard and... and did I say thick! And did I say hard! It was a huge black cock and it was pointing right at me, like a spear!
 
   “Well, you two kids have fun,” Uncle James said, releasing my hair and standing up.
 
   I gasped, jerking my head around to stare at him desperately, but Uncle James went inside the house then slid the door closed. I jerked my head back around as Mike stepped forward. He straddled the chair, where my legs were now stretched out in front of me, as tight together as I could get them given there was a dildo sticking out of my pussy.
 
   He moved forward, straddling the chair, legs well apart, until his cock was inches from my lips.
 
   “Suck my cock, white girl,” he growled, his eyes dark and intense.
 
   Oh! My! God!
 
   I felt a panicky sense of being helpless and alone with a complete stranger, and then he pushed forward and his fat cock jammed against my mouth, and into it. My eyes widened as he leaned in and seized my head in big, powerful hands, and then he let his hips move forward as his cock pushed remorselessly into my mouth.
 
   He pulled my head forward and his cock jammed against the entrance to my throat as I started to work on it. I moaned and jerked my head, but he held me tight, twisting his fingers in my hair until I started sucking and licking. Fear and humiliation rolled over me in waves, but the dark heat which had gripped me before I'd known he was there hadn't gone away either.
 
   Some part of me knew Uncle James was still around somewhere, that he wouldn't have left me alone, that he would make sure I wasn't hurt. But still, that big cock filling my mouth and that dark, stranger's face looked down at me made my heart flutter!
 
   Then he forced his way into my throat, and he was just that much wider than Uncle James that it was hard to accommodate him. It felt like my throat tube was too small for a cock that thick, and it ached going down, absolutely filling me as he jammed his balls in against my chin.
 
   He didn't keep himself in as long as Uncle James, sliding slowly back out and then pulling free. His eyes flicked down my body, then he dropped onto the lounge chair and spread my legs forcefully apart, gripping them behind the knees and jerking my knees up and then wide apart. He lowered himself, his tongue licking along my inner thighs, then over my abdomen, before narrowing down to its focus and sliding across my clit.
 
   I as still afraid, and horribly embarrassed, but as his tongue and lips began to work on me the primary emotion inside me became arousal. And the embarrassment and fear even kind of played into that arousal. This was so wild! This was so kinky! This was so totally out of my control! The waves of sensations began beating at my mind, and my body soon followed its lead into a feverish hunger.
 
   But he stopped, drawing back. He reached up and unlocked the wrist restraints, then yanked me out of the chair.
 
   “Stand up straight,” he barked. 
 
   I obeyed, trembling, my pussy throbbing around the tip of the dildo sticking out of me.
 
   I saw Mike pick up something, and blanched. It was the riding crop Uncle James had started using on me.
 
   “Shoulders back, slave girl,” he growled.
 
   I obeyed, anxious, still embarrassed.
 
   “Put your hands behind your neck, arch your back, slave.”
 
   Again I obeyed, and gasped as he lightly slapped my throbbing nipples with the tip of the crop.
 
   “Let me hear you talk about how you love black cock again,” he purred.
 
   My face burned, and he slid the crop lower, rubbing at my swollen clit.
 
   “Say it, slave girl.”
 
   “I – .”
 
   He whipped the crop up and snapped it across my breast so that I cried out.
 
   “Say it!”
 
   “I love black cock!” I cried helplessly.
 
   “Do you, slave?” he asked, the tip of the crop rubbing against my clit again.
 
   I jerked my eyes down and then gasped as he slapped my face lightly.
 
   “Answer the question, slave!
 
   “I... yes, sir!” I gasped.
 
   “Say it again!”
 
   “I love black cock!”
 
   “You can call me master. Say it again, slave.”
 
   Oh! My! God!
 
   “Say it, slave!
 
   “I love black cock... master,” I said in a small voice.
 
   “Louder!”
 
   “I love black cock, master!”
 
   He walked around behind me and I yelped as the crop cut across my buttocks.
 
   “Louder!”
 
   “I love black cock, master!”
 
   God! If I kept this up one of the neighbors was going to hear me!
 
   “Hands and knees,” he ordered.
 
   I dropped down onto all fours, and gasped as the crop snapped across my hip.
 
   “Raise that ass, spread those legs!”
 
   I obeyed, heart pounding
 
   “Now on your heels!”
 
   I sat back on my heels, spreading my knees wide, drawing my shoulders back.
 
   “Hands behind your neck!”
 
   I obeyed again.
 
   “Face to the ground, and keep that ass high!”
 
   Again I obeyed, squeezing my hot breasts against the deck as I raised my ass high and spread my knees.
 
   He leaned over and snapped the dog leash to the collar, then jerked me back up onto all fours.
 
   “Heel, bitch,” he growled, pulling me down off the deck and onto the grass.
 
   I crawled around at his heels, my breasts swaying below me as he occasionally snapped the crop down on my ass. Then I had to sit on my heels again, then arch my back, then get back on all fours, then roll onto my back and spread my knees wide. Any time I was at all slow I'd feel the sting of the crop on my butt or back or even my breasts!
 
   I couldn't even see Uncle James! It was like it was just me and this powerfully built black man with the big hard cock!
 
   Who demanded I call him master!
 
   The longer I was alone with him the less embarrassed I was. I had started out absolutely mortified, but that had softened to humiliation, and now it was down to embarrassment mixed with a fierce dark twisted heat.
 
   I lay back on a rock at his orders and pulled my knees up and apart, and he slapped the tip of the crop down lightly and repeatedly against my clit as he pushed at the black dildo, shoving it slowly, achingly deeper until it was practically buried inside me! He rubbed the flat, leather tip of the crop back and forth against my clit, then slapped it, then rubbed again as I alternately moaned and gasped in pleasure and pain.
 
   “Say it again, slave.”
 
   “I-I love black cock inside me, master!” I moaned.
 
   “Back on all fours, and raise that ass like a bitch in heat.”
 
   I obeyed, panting, stumbling down and half falling onto my face, which got me another snap of the crop, this time across my bottom. He had me crawl back to the deck, then sat down and made me suck his cock again, bobbing up and down, hands free to massage his balls now until his big hands jammed my head down fully as he emptied himself down my throat.
 
   “Lean back, slave,” he ordered.
 
   Panting, gasping for breath, I obeyed.
 
   “Further!'
 
   I leaned back, moaning as my back ached.
 
   “Hands on your ankles. Now lean back.”
 
   I leaned back, gasping, until I practically fell over! My ankles were behind me on the ground and I grabbed them, head way back as I felt the tip of the crop against my clit. He rubbed harder and harder as my heart pounded faster and faster, then he started to slap it against my clit really, really fast, so the sharp little stinging sensations all ran together into this tremendous crackling wave of sensations that drove me right over the edge into an incredible orgasm!
 
   And when the world refocused I was flat on the grass, chest heaving, staring up at Mike... and another black man.
 
   I didn't quite grasp that at first. I mean, I saw them both, but my mind couldn't quite understand what I was seeing, even as Mike handed the riding crop to the other man. The other man was fully clothed. He was older and slimmer, and had really dark, fierce eyes.
 
   “On all fours, slave,” he growled.
 
   I gaped at him, at them, then yelped as the crop snapped down against my belly. I twisted onto my stomach, then raised up onto all fours.
 
   “Head down! Ass high!” he barked, snapping the crop against my bottom.
 
   I obeyed quickly, yelping.
 
   “Spread those legs wider, you little slut!” he growled.
 
   My face burned as I obeyed! That wild shock I'd felt when Mike had appeared was sweeping through my mind again. I realized that Mike was now gone. I didn't even know who this guy's name was!
 
   “Up on all fours! You're going to crawl like the bitch in heat you are,” he said in a stern voice.
 
   He had the leash, and snapped it to my collar, then walked me around the yard. Often we stopped and he barked out orders for me to shift into different positions, usually ones that stuck my pussy or ass or breasts out for him to inspect. My mind felt … lost, but the riding crop was powerful reason to obey. And even if not... obedience seemed to be the right thing to do with a tall, strong black man when I was naked and alone!
 
   “On your back, slut, spread those legs! Pull your knees wide!”
 
   Flushing, I obeyed, and gasped as he threw something at me. It landed on my stomach and I stared. It was another black dildo.
 
   “I want that up your ass, little girl,” he said. “Let's get to it.”
 
   I stared at it, my fingers reaching out for it, and then drawing back.
 
   “Now!” he barked.
 
   Gasping, I obeyed, grabbing it and then... pressing it against my back opening. I could feel the slickness on it as my fingers encircled it. That made it physically easier to push it into my ass, but with him looking down at me it sure wasn't emotionally easy! My face burned hotly as he watched, as he told me to hurry up, to shove that black cock deep into my ass!
 
   And all the while I had to say “I love black cock,” again and again!
 
   Then I had to crawl again, crawl right back to the deck, where he sat down. He pulled me up across his lap, locked my wrist restraints together, and started spanking me. But just as when Uncle James spanked me, his fingers kept straying to my pussy, to stroke and rub and caress me there in a way which was far more gentle than the sharp slaps to my ass.
 
   I was trembling with heat and arousal when he shoved me off him and onto the deck, then dragged me back up by my hair and unzipped his pants. He pulled his cock out and shoved my mouth down on it and ordered me to suck. Which, of course, I did, immediately.
 
   It didn't take him all that long to come, and I swallowed every last drop. Then he dragged me up by the hair, forced my head back across the arm of the recliner, and fingered me to a massive orgasm.
 
   And then Mike was back. No! It was another stranger! I gaped at him as I was tumbled onto the deck. I watched the first man stand back, crop in hand, as the second man moved forward, holding the flog.
 
   “On all fours, sex slave,” he ordered.
 
   He was much younger, more my age. That made it more humiliating somehow! The first man watched as the younger man made me switch from one position to another, often sweeping the short flog down to lash my chest or belly or back or bottom. I twisted and rolled, going from back to belly, from knees to tiptoes, bending over and spreading my legs, reaching back to spread my buttocks, arched up and back to expose my pussy. 
 
   His orders came quickly, and were followed very quickly by the sharp stings of the flog if I didn't follow them instantly. I positioned myself face down, ass up, and when I turned Mike was there again, all three watching me. All three were fully dressed. I was completely naked, with black dildos in my pussy and ass!
 
   I felt so utterly, utterly out of control! So completely helpless and lost! All that was left was to obey! They all called me slave, or slave girl, or sex slave. It was like I was one! The idea of that was so toweringly shocking, not just the idea, but the idea I actually WAS one, that it took my breath away! But my pussy throbbed hotly as I crawled before them, demeaning myself, degrading myself, exposing myself, submitting to their every barked word and order!
 
   After a while there was nothing in my head except sex, hunger, arousal, hot, squirming embarrassment, and the need to obey whatever their next order would be. There was no thought of refusal, of rebellion, not even a consideration of whether to obey or not. When my wrist restraints were locked behind my back, and I was put face down again before them, all three standing together, I didn't hesitate at the order to lick their shoes.
 
   My tongue slid up and down across one man's shoe, even on the underside, where there were bits of grass, then over to the next, then the next, doing whatever I was directed. Then I was yanked up by the hair and they moved in closer, hip to hip, three thick cocks pointing at my face.
 
   “Suck,” they ordered.
 
   I sucked one, or rather, one of them gripped my hair and pulled my mouth onto his cock, then face-fucked me while the others looked on. Then the second man took over, then the third, then it was back to the first, the second, the third. They were jerked my face in and out by the hair as their hips thrust firmly, and I was light-headed again from lack of air.
 
   One of them sat back, then lay down on the grass, pulling me forward by the hair until I was straddling his hips. I felt one of the others reach in from behind me as my chest was pulled down onto the man's chest, felt the dildo in my pussy being pulled slowly out of me. I groaned as it moved, as it finally pulled free of where it had been jammed so achingly deep.
 
   I was raised up, and then sank down onto the man's cock. It was big, but not as big as the dildo, and my body luxuriated in the lack of that deep, throbbing pain the other had caused. Somehow, the new penetration just felt... perfect! It was warm and soft and slick, yet hard at the same time, and it ached, but just the right amount of ache.
 
   “Ride that black cock, slut,” the man growled.
 
   I rode him, gasping, moaning, leaning forward for balance since my wrists were locked behind my back. I felt an incredible heat rolling through me as I rose up, or, really, leaned forward, feeling the slick, thick cock caressing the walls of mys ex as I pulled way, and then, that intense sense of erotic pleasure as I sank back down and it slid way up inside me!
 
   I felt finger at my ass, felt the other too-thick dildo pulled out. I felt another sense of relief from the pressure, then, a new penetration. One of the other black men, Mike, knelt behind me, and pushed his thick cock slowly up into my ass! The feel of those two big black cocks in my belly was indescribable! They were both working in and out as their powerful hands moved over my body, and the man below me jerked me lower so he could squeeze my breasts hard and suck on my nipples.
 
   Then the third man knelt at his shoulder, seized my hair, and jerked my head forward and to the side, pushing his cock into my mouth. I gurgled weakly, having only a moment or two to prepare myself, before he pushed deep into my mouth and penetrated my throat.
 
   I swallowed and swallowed a he twisted his fingers cruelly in my hair. I felt incredibly focused on his cock, but only for a moment. The man below me was biting at my soft breasts, sucking and biting and licking wildly at my burning nipples as he thrust his hips up. Behind me, Mike was pumping into my ass with deep strokes, his heavy body pressing down against my back, his arms encircling me, his lips and teeth on the nape of my neck.
 
   The rush, the wild, intense rush of sexual heat was like a fever, like it filled the whole world. There was no thought of anything else, hardly even an awareness of who or where I was. Three big men, three big black men, were squeezing me in between them, their cocks deep in my body, and my world had narrowed to hot, rough, wild sex and their three big black cocks punching into me!
 
   I felt the orgasm spill through my veins, sluicing through my mind in a flood too great to cope with. The orgasm rose and fell and rose and fell, shaking my insides, making my muscles spasm and contract. My mind was spinning helplessly as my body shook between them. And all the while my focus was on three big cocks using me, pushing in and out, hard, deep and fast.
 
   My throat felt so open, as the guy pulling at my hair thrust into me faster and harder than anyone ever had. Yet there was no sense of choking, no gagging. Of course, there wasn't much breathing either. I forgot that was something I was supposed to do anyway. I didn't care. All that mattered was the wild rush, the incredible pleasure of what I now recognize was not an orgasm but multiple orgasms. I'd never had that before. I don't mean one, and then another later one. I mean orgasms that took about thirty seconds to peak, spiraled down, and then started up again thirty seconds later.
 
   Not that I had much concept of time. I was lost in the euphoria of endless pleasure, my body writhing and twisting even as it jerked to the hard, almost violent thrusts of the three black men surrounding me.
 
   I think I kind of lost my mind.
 
   I don't remember that wild triple penetration ending. I just remember being slack jawed on the ground, remember the snap, the bite of the riding crop, remember crawling on the leash again, back and forth as the crop snapped and bit, posing, shifting positions, again and again, more and more quickly as my mind came back to something approaching alertness, and as the crops snapped faster at every delay.
 
   Gasping, panting, moaning, I remember kneeling, sitting back on my heels, knees spread far apart, back arched sharply, head back, hands behind my neck, as the tip of one crop slapped at my clit, held by a kneeling black man, and the tip of two more slapped at my nipples, held by the other two. 
 
   And as the rattle of stings grew faster another orgasm tore through me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   James hung me by my ankles. It was in the basement, in the furnace room. There was a wooden post there, floor to ceiling, about four or five inches square. He tied one ankle to the front of the post, and the other ankle to the side, so that I hung down along the edge, the corner. He bound my wrists down the bottom of the post, then looped the rope around my waist, chest and the backs of my knees. He blindfolded me, gagged me, and then did something to my nipples that really stung!
 
   I felt something squeezing them both hard, felt that something pulling on them, as if cords had been tied around each nipple, pulled tight and then pulled behind the post, tied together there. My breasts felt as though they were being pulled out, my nipples stretching, though of course I couldn't see them. I could just feel the pull, the ache.
 
   Those two dildos were inside me, or at least, two dildos, perhaps others, I didn't know. They didn't seem to ache as much, though they were thick and deep. And there was something wrapped around the post beneath me, at least, beneath my groin. Some sort of leather fabric or other, but with something rigid, like little marbles underneath just around my pussy.
 
   And a soft buzzing sensation, not unlike the vibrator I had recently been introduced to, but not quite as strong. I felt his hands at my ears, felt things pushed into my ears which I soon realized were stereo earphones. But they weren't playing music. I heard the sound of gasps and moans and groans, cries of pleasure. They were mine, I recognized with a small sense of shock. Then there were words, some mine, some spoken by uncle James or one of the black men.
 
   My moans and gasps were the background, and in the foreground, my own outrageous words, words Uncle had forced me to say. “I love cock inside me. I love your cock. I love black cock. I love to swallow cock. I need cock! I want cock in every hole! I love having your cock in my pussy.”
 
   The words weren't said casually, but with heat and passion, and sometimes they were gasping, moaning, half stuttering things which showed how much passion I was then feeling. And with them, sometimes mixed in, sometimes apart, were the orders Uncle James or the Black men gave me. 
 
   “Face down! Ass high! On your knees! Crawl! Arch! Legs spread! Heel!”
 
   It was very strange hearing it all, and I could hear nothing else, for the earphones blocked my hearing just as readily as the blindfold blocked my vision. I could not talk, and I could barely move. And my sense of position, of balance, was violated by my upside down condition.
 
   I could not move... much.
 
   But I found, quite by accident, simply by the way my body began to move on its own, that I could grind myself against the post. My pussy began to do just that, grinding over those little bumps in the leathery fabric beneath me, right there at the corner of the post. They weren't as big as marbles, I now realized. They were peas, perhaps. They were probably tiny, but felt so incredible against me as my pussy began to rub.
 
   Of course, the thick dildo inside me had stretched out my pussy lips, and in the position I was hanging, were in behind where my clit was, so that as my body pressed itself in against the corner, the pressure against myself was redoubled. The buzzing made my insides throb, and my body began to grind more hungrily as my mind started to float.
 
   And then the sharp snap of something, a strap perhaps, a belt, across my bottom, a sharp, stinging sensation followed by heat. My body flinched, jerked helplessly, and I cried out against the gag filling my mouth. My own cries of pleasure filled my ears as the blows continued, as the strap cracked down against my bottom, and then worked their way down my back all the way to my shoulder blades.
 
   I writhed and twisted and continued to grind helplessly against the corner, and as I writhed and twisted my breasts were pressing against the sides of the post, and pulling against the cord or whatever it was, which bit my nipples and pulled them forward.
 
   I came, and then I came again. The strapping didn't continue for long, and then I was alone, moaning into the gag, blind, deaf, upside down, hearing my own gasps and moans of pleasure, my groin buzzing, grinding against the little peas.
 
   I came. I came again. I came again. I don't know how many orgasms I had there in the darkness. Again and again they tore through me, but I was now dazed and exhausted, like a mindless beast, an animal which knew only heat and hunger. I hung there, I think, for most of the rest of the day and deep into the evening, grinding and twisting, writhing and screaming into the gag until I finally lost consciousness, or what passed for consciousness.
 
   But at some point Uncle James untied me, then hung me from my ankles elsewhere. I don't remember it happening. That's why I know I lost consciousness. At some point in time my mind kind of returned to something approaching a self-aware state. I was still gagged and blindfolded, and the earphones were still in place, with my own cries and moans and gasps in my ears. But I was now hanging spreadeagled, my legs and arms stretched wide.
 
   I was still upside down, however. I still had the dildos stuffed inside me, but no vibrator going. My nipples felt sore, but weren't being pulled on or stretched. I was alone in my own upside down world, and had no idea how much time had passed. I thought a lot, though. And then, at some point, I felt hands caressing my body, felt a vibrator, a powerful one this time, pressing against my clit, rubbing slowly up and down.
 
   The dildo in my ass pulled out and then someone shoved their cock into me. I thought it was my uncle but I really had no idea. It could have been anyone, I realized. That thought had it's own dark heat to it as whoever it was fucked my ass while using the vibrator to bring my body back to life. I could feel the muscles in my legs working, twitching, straining, as my body sought to grind itself against that buzzing vibrator.
 
   Then the dildo in my pussy pulled out and another cock slid into me. I imagined the two men standing there facing each other, looking down at my vulnerable, helpless, obscenely displayed groin, thrusting their cocks into my body as I hung blinded and silent. Another orgasm erupted within me, and the muscles of my abdomen and stomach ached with it, as if they had spasmed too much already.
 
   And then whoever it was, went away, leaving me for a time.
 
   Eventually, I was let down, my limbs massaged. I was carried somewhere, bathed, then carried again, to a bedroom, for there was a soft bed underneath me. But all I heard were the continuing cries of pleasure coming from the earphones in my ears.
 
   I felt something pulled down over my head, pulled down almost over my eyes. I had a brief glimpse of hands as the blindfold was removed, but it was very brief, for another came down immediately. It came down past my nose, past my mouth, down under my ears and below my chin, like a hood. My mouth felt nothing over it, at least at first, but the gag was there.
 
   Hands drew my ankles back behind me and strapped them to my thighs, then pulled my arms behind me and strapped them together.
 
   I lay like that on the bed for some time, my mind sinking down to something like sleep, despite those sounds in my ears, until hands began to caress my body. Hands, followed by lips, tongues and teeth, moved over my body, up and down, spreading my knees, licking at me there. Fingers pushed into me, in and out, as those tongues moved over me, driving me into an orgasm, then another, then a third.
 
   I was dazed as if drugged. Or perhaps I was simply exhausted, too exhausted to think.
 
   The sound in my ears continued.
 
   I fell asleep, and was eventually wakened by someone above me, a cock thrusting into me, a heavy body pressing down against me. Then I was pulled out of bed. My arms were unbound, except that I realized they were now encased in leather, right down to the hands. There were no fingers, though, no thumbs in these long leatherish feeling gloves. I could stretch out my arms, but my hands could not grip anything.
 
   On hands and knees, I crawled somewhere, which made me realize there were leather boots on my feet, up my legs, almost to my thighs. All I really cared about was it made it easier to crawl. I was then sat back on my heels. The gag was pulled from my mouth, and then I felt fingers sliding over my tongue, wet fingers.
 
   I realized how dry my mouth was, and licked at them eagerly. They pulled back, but returned, many times, and I licked and sucked them dry. Then there were bits of food, and I licked them from the fingers hungrily, only then realizing how empty my stomach was.
 
   After a while, hands gripped me by collar and arm and put me on all fours, then pushed down on my shoulders so that my face was almost against the floor. If felt something there, and a hand directed my mouth to a bowl of milk. I licked thirstily.
 
   I started to say something, but a sharp snap of a crop across my bottom made me cry out instead. In fact, every time I started to talk the crop snapped down, and I soon got the message.
 
   I was led to the bathroom, crawling of course, where my teeth were brushed. Then I was put face down and someone, I presumed Uncle James, rode me hard and long and deep until I had come several times. I was put back on my heels and stayed that way for some time, seeing nothing, hearing only the moans and gasps of pleasure from my own voice, and those barked commands from Uncle James and the other men.
 
   It occurred to me that I really had no idea where I was. I presumed I was still at his house, but for all I knew I could have been in another country. I presumed it was Uncle James there with me but it could have been almost anyone. That thought brought me fear and anxiety, but also a dark, sensuous erotic heat.
 
   And then there was a cock at my lips and I opened them, sucking and licking as I could before the man attached to that cock started to thrust deep into my throat, rending any other actions by me difficult. He finished, and I remained as I was for a time until a pull at my collar brought me falling onto hands and knees. 
 
   I crawled, then I was positioned, and someone rode me. I had no idea who. My collar was pulled so that I was lifted onto all fours, and another cock pressed against my mouth. I opened wide to take it in. 
 
   All that day there were cocks and tongues and hands, dildos, vibrators, and not a word in my ears but those coming from the earphones. I remained hooded. 
 
   At some point I was raised up onto my feet, my arms stretched high overhead. I was chained in that position, then whipped more harshly than before. My eyes filled with tears and I screamed and sobbed into the gag, but when a vibrator was pushed up between my legs I came with a passion and intensity which nearly drove me insane.
 
   It was difficult to know what time it was. Sometimes I was left along for long periods, and I thought those must be nights. Sometimes one man would make use of my body, hands and lips and teeth and dildos and vibrators arousing me again and again. Sometimes it would be multiple men, thought I had no idea who or what was there with me at any given time. 
 
   I took food from someone's fingers, drank from a bowl, and was bathed and cleaned by unseen hands. I was always bound and helpless and naked. I was almost always aroused. Either I was in a state of a low, thrumming excitement, or working my way up to what I called insanity, or somewhere in between.
 
   When someone or something wasn't touching me my mind seemed to sleep, or at least, to doze. But then would come touch, and touch always brought pleasure, though sometimes pain as well. But pleasure always followed the pain, so that wasn't a big deal.
 
   I don't know how many days this lasted. It seemed to go on forever, to the point I hardly remembered any other existence. 
 
   Mind you, I didn't really think of any other existence, and certainly didn't long for one.
 
   And then I felt the hood peeled up, but not all the way. It was peeled up enough to pull the earphones out of my ears, then peeled back down.
 
   The silence seemed deafening. For a moment I thought that perhaps I was now deaf.
 
   I made a sound, and even with the gag in my mouth I could hear it, so was reassured.
 
   And then I heard a sound. A word. I didn't know who had uttered it.
 
   “Arch,” was the word.
 
   I was sitting on my heels, and immediately jerked my shoulders back, drawing my hands up behind my head, and drawing my head back. I felt fingers caressing my taut breasts, then felt them at my nipples. There were things on my nipples, heavy things, and I had come to sort of realize that my nipples had been pierced, and that rings were there. I felt those rings pulled now, twisted lightly, then dropped back against my breasts.
 
   “Face down,” the voice barked.
 
   I had no idea who it was. I knew it wasn't Uncle James, though. That knowledge sent a hot thrill of excitement through me. Why? Because it was shocking, outrageous, scary, and that all turned me on.
 
   There was anxiety, too, of course, and embarrassment.
 
   I felt the crop snapping lightly against my bottom and spread my knees wider, pushing them forward as I did.
 
   The man, whoever he was, fucked me then. He had a nice cock, and he rode me hard, but not quite hard enough for me to come, though it was a near thing.
 
   Then I crawled, back and forth, feeling the pull of a leash against my collar to tell me where to go.
 
   I was dragged up across someone's lap, felt his fingers between my legs, piercing me, rubbing me. Another pair of hands turned my head, and pulled the gag from my mouth. A cock pushed into my mouth and down my throat, and I sucked and swallowed as fingers masturbated me to an orgasm.
 
   Then I was led crawling for some distance. It was too long and too straight to be in Uncle James home, and then as a door opened I heard the sound of many people. I moaned into the gag as the leash pulled me along. I heard laughter and a number of comments which were evidently about me and my body parts. 
 
   Men had sex with me: lots of men. That's the best I can do to describe it. I went on for hours and hours. Sometimes it was one man, sometimes several. Voices were all around me as I pleasured them, and lived in a sensual world in which my body twisted and writhed and exploded into orgasms throughout. I was raw and exhausted by the time I was pulled to my feet.
 
   I was chained to a post, and I felt my nipples pulled forward on either side of that post, and linked together by some sort of cord. There was something jutting out from the post at an angle, like a narrow piece of wood covered in some kind of leather. And as I was whipped, my hips jerked forward, grinding my pussy against it so that the orgasm quickly overwhelmed my senses.
 
   I was only hooded for a week. Or so I later discovered. It felt like forever at the time.
 
   It narrowed my attention to my senses, and made my body react more powerfully to stimulation. It turned me into a sexual animal, though to be honest, I hadn't been all that far from that. It was just that I hadn't been so completely focused before. Now sex was what I was, what I did, what I lived and lived for.
 
   Uncle James removed the long leather gloves, or mitts, or whatever they were called, and the boots, and everything else and bathed me, washing my hair several times. I didn't talk as he did so. I occasionally considered doing so, but I'd gotten out of the habit. Getting smacked every time you speak does that to you.
 
   He dried me, brushed out my hair, and then put a new collar around my throat. This one was metal, and heavier, but a shiny gold and silvery kind of metal. The shackles around my wrists and ankles were the same. And there was another set which went around my arms just above my elbows. I could now see the rings in my nipples. They matched the shackles. But they weren't like other nipple rings I had seen. They didn't have the little round ball at the bottom. That ball was the fastener, and Uncle James said these rings needed no fastener since they could not be removed.
 
   Uncle James attached a thin chain to the two rings, and it went up through a ring in the center of my collar. He adjusted it so that it was just the right length. It was perfectly taut as I stood still. Of course, as I moved, my breasts, being bare, also moved, and that meant they would constantly tug against the chain, making my nipples throb and tingle.
 
   A second thin chain went around my waist, and down between my legs and up between my buttocks. This chain was attached to a metal butt-plug, which again matched the metal of my restraints. There was nothing in my pussy except that the chain pulled up tight enough to sink between my pussy lips. But there was also a tiny spiked ball attached to the chain right over my clit which shifted, rolled, tightened, and loosened depending on how my body moved.
 
   It ached … deliciously.
 
   I felt very hot, very sexy, very sexual, very erotic as he showed me myself in the mirror, and more than eager to do his bidding as, holding a crop, he had me move and position myself with quick orders that sent me to all fours, or arching my back, or on my back with knees raised up and apart, or on face to lick his shoes or crawling beside him.
 
   It didn't even occur to me to object to any of this. I found it all scorchingly hot and arousing.
 
   He gave me a pair of high heels: stilettos to wear, but that was all. And when he had me answer the door, despite all that had happened in the previous days, I felt myself becoming alarmed. I did it, though, opening the door, completely naked, to a strange man, who looked me up and down. He was about Uncle James's age, but more slender, with very short dark hair.
 
   I know I was seen naked by many men while hooded, many men who had sex with me. But there had been a kind of anonymity behind my mask, blinded to it all. And now that anonymity was taken away. I blushed, feeling my mind squirm as the stranger looked at my breasts and his eyes ran down my body.
 
   “Yes, sir?” I asked, somehow getting the words out.
 
   “Suck my cock,” he said, moving forward a foot or so.
 
   I hesitated a moment, surprised, a bit aghast, but there was a split second of thinking, well, he must be one of the others, the ones who'd already had sex with me, or else Uncle James had arranged for him to come. I didn't put a lot of time thinking about it, but I simply didn't think Uncle James would have me answer the door like this to a stranger, or that if he did that stranger would automatically give me an order. 
 
   So I dropped to my knees and unzipped his trousers. And he slapped me. It wasn't a hard slap, but it rocked me back a little on my knees.
 
   “Don't you know how to please a man, slave?” he asked.
 
   I looked up at him uncertainly, anxiously.
 
   And then a busty blonde woman about ten years older than me stepped through the door, and I blushed even more. My arms started to rise to cover myself but she ignored me, closing the door behind the man. Then she shoved me back hard and dropped to her knees. She glanced back at me, giving me a kind of look of contempt, and then she turned back to the man before her. Her face changed, and she moved closer, rubbing her cheek up and down against his groin.
 
   She licked at him through his jeans, rubbing her lips up and down, then her hand rose to caress him through his jeans. Her movements were seductive and coy, and she soon had him exposed, his cock thrusting out hard. She licked along his thighs, however, and up and around him. She took her time before sliding her lips around his cock and then down to the base.
 
   He pushed her back a little, then pointed at me as Uncle James walked up.
 
   “Now you, slave.”
 
   I turned and did what the woman had done. 
 
   Her name was Shauna, and Uncle James told me she was to teach me things. She did. Most of it was enjoyable. I liked being sexy, being erotic, being seductive. She taught me how to pose and position myself to best effect, how to make love to a man for hours, or how to make him come in just a a couple of minutes.
 
   Uncle James put a stripper pole in the basement, and she taught me how to dance, too, and how to lap-dance. She also taught me how to pleasure a woman, though I would have preferred not to have a lot of acquaintance with that. I didn't protest, though. It didn't seem like something I should do, or could do. So I learned how to make a woman come, and how to perform with a woman so that the men watching would be excited.
 
   Not just men either. One day Shauna showed up with half a dozen of her friends. All of them were at least ten years older than me. I had to dance for them with no men around. I had to masturbate while they watched. I had to lick them all as they spanked me, strapped me, fingered me, and made me, despite myself, climax again and again.
 
   I dropped out of school, but Uncle James insisted I do the lessons he assigned me until I got my diploma. He was a good teacher, him and pain. But the lessons weren't just math and science and English. I had to learn everything about being a proper little sex toy. That included how to do erotic massage as well as the more normal type to relax a man. It included giving tongue baths, and doing a soapy body to body massage and cleaning. 
 
   It included absolute obedience and learning to expose my body to anyone without embarrassment. That last got fairly easy over time since I never wore anything and everyone who came in saw me naked. The way I was dressed – or not dressed, as well as the shackles, chains, butt-plug, and that nasty little spiked ball ensured I was almost constantly aroused. But Uncle James forbade me from masturbating except on his orders, so I was often frustrated and really in need of sex even thought I had multiple orgasms every day.
 
   I did get my high school diploma, and told my parents I had gotten a job with a consulting firm. That covered a lot of stuff, and they seemed content with it. But I didn't really do any work. I just had sex with Uncle James and his friends. A few times he took me to strip clubs and I had to strip on stage. That was intimidating! Then I did lap dances for strangers for a while, which was weird, but not a big deal.
 
   More exciting was when he took me to these bondage places where I would remain naked and he would lead me around by a leash on my collar. I was able to walk upright, not crawl, though, but my arms were bound behind me most of the time at wrist and elbow. And, of course, I had sex with lots of people, both men and women, while others watched.
 
   I was more than content. I mean, if I'd graduated high school, a big 'if', I'd be working in some thankless job all day, and probably going back and forth on a bus. Instead I just kept his house clean, and had lots of erotically charged moments every day, as well as plenty of sex.
 
   The only problem was that I couldn't really go out alone. It wasn't that Uncle James locked me in like a dungeon or anything. It was that I wasn't comfortable wearing clothes, and so wore as few as I could, and that I would do whatever anyone asked me to do. So if I went out somewhere dressed in a little slip dress, or a miniskirt, some man would say something, and before long I'd be in his car, or bent over a bench or in a closet sucking his cock or being fucked.
 
   Once some guy took me home and fucked me and brought his friends over and we all had a long sex session that lasted for a couple of days before I was left alone and thought to call Uncle James in case he was worried. He came and got me then, and gave my ass a really nasty strapping. But it didn't really make any difference. I'd do whatever anyone wanted. 
 
   Partly it was that the habit of thinking about whether to do what I was told had kind of faded away. But it was also that I was so hot for sex all the time. And especially if some guy put his hands on me, started groping me, any idea of refusing him just melted away. Once I was buying lingerie when a woman sales clerk came into the changing room and spanked me because I hadn't worn anything under the bikini bottoms I had been trying on.
 
   Oh the shop had been quiet, most people at work in the early morning, and she'd locked the door first so we were alone. But it didn't even occur to me to be indignant or resist. She stripped me, spanked me, and made me lick her to several orgasms before she fingered me to a massive come. And all she'd had to do was shove her hand down the front of the panties I'd been wearing while she berated me for not wearing anything underneath. As soon as her fingers hit my clit I was just helpless!
 
   She'd sensed that, it turned out. She was into that bondage stuff. Maybe she'd seen the marks on my wrists where the shackles usually were. Anyway, she punished me and then sent me away... eventually... with the panties stuffed into my pussy and me not wearing anything else under my little skirt.
 
   But despite all that it was a wonderful and exciting life, where I could have instead been waiting on tables and going home to watch celebrity danceathons or something. And later on Uncle James put a lot of my videos and pictures on a web site, and then I was able to actually sit (or lay) in front of the camera and do things the customers told me to over the computer. That brought in a lot of money, and it was a lot of fun for when Uncle James was busy doing something else.
 
   But it was ironic to me that doing stuff on the video over the computer was what had gotten me in trouble in the first place, and now I was doing it again for money, only doing much more besides! Fortunately, the only customers Uncle James allowed were ones from far away, so my parents never did find out about it.
 
   I admit that Sex Slave is not the kind of job most girls consider for themselves out of school. But whenever I thought about anything else I could be doing it all seemed so dull, boring and wearisome that I don't regret for a moment the odd turn my life took. 
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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