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Chapter 1

Image

Laurie felt a little twinge of anxiety as she heard the heavy footsteps coming down the back stairs. It wasn’t that she didn’t like Uncle Paul. He was awfully nice, in a macho, male sort of way. But Laurie wasn’t used to macho ways, or male ways. She and her mother had lived alone all their lives. And she simply wasn’t used to having a man around the house. A man? She wasn’t used to men at all.

Boys, of course, were a constant source of bemusement, excitement and irritation. But Uncle Paul wasn’t a boy. He was a tall, powerfully built man old enough to be her father. It had been decidedly odd living around him. Sort of like, she thought, living with a father in the house might have been, had hers not died when she was an infant.

And that took some getting used to. For he was very firm in what he wanted, in how things were to be, and did not encouragement much argument. She was, after all, a mere girl. That she was eighteen was of no importance. She could not yet support herself. She was living under his roof. She was a “teenager”, and so she was a mere girl, and her opinions and desires of little importance.

Not that her mother got much better. He at least listened to her respectfully, but then told her why she was wrong. Of course, her mother wasn’t exactly the strongest, nor, she admitted privately, the brightest woman around. And her uncle usually was right, which irritated her since she wanted to stick up for her mom. He was, even when he was drinking, which was often, shrewd, intelligent, and strong-willed, and he liked to get his way.

Well, she supposed, men were like that, especially successful men like him. He was a sports writer for the local newspaper, a macho man with his big chest and shoulders and his athletic build and handsome… She shook herself and muttered softly, for that was another problem.

She knew intellectually that he was her uncle, but she’d never really known him before. Perhaps if she’d grown up with him… but she hadn’t. And so it was hard not to think of him as a man, and a very handsome man at that. She was rarely attracted to middle aged men, of course, but then she was rarely thrown together with them in such close proximity for such extended periods of time.

She’d never been around any other man in her nightie, for example. She glanced down at the little nightshirt to reassure herself it was long enough, respectable enough. For she’d been getting odd vibes off Uncle Paul since she’d met him, the kind of vibes she got off the boys she knew, the boys she went out with. Oh it wasn’t so blatant, but it almost seemed, at times, as if her uncle was attracted to her.

That was silly, of course. She was a mere girl. Well, she knew that some middle aged men did find teenagers sexy, but surely not her uncle. He was such a big, handsome, powerful guy; he could get any number of sleek, sophisticated women.

He came into the kitchen, and she felt her pulse pick up as she continued buttering the sandwich she was making.

“Hey,” she said casually.

“Hey, cutie,” he replied.

He squeezed her shoulder lightly, and then his open hand slid briefly down to rub her back. She inhaled a little sharply, his hand stroking between her shoulder blades reminding her that she had no bra beneath the little nightshirt, and just how thin the fabric was across her firm young breasts.

“If you’d eat a proper dinner you wouldn’t have to snack every night,” he said.

He took his hand off her back, much to her relief, and, oddly, disappointment, and opened the refrigerator, bending in and scooping out a beer.

“I never seem to be hungry around dinner,” she said.

“That’s because you snack all afternoon,” he said, straightening and coming back beside her.

Which, she admitted, was true. Her job at Video Heaven was pretty boring, and there was an awful lot of crap there to snack on.

He put his hand on her hip, and pushed her lightly aside so he could get at the drawer she’d been standing in front of. She felt her heart skip a beat, even though there was nothing untoward about the touch. But his hand was so large, and warm, and when he’d laid it on her hip the tips of his fingers had curled around and down along her lower abdomen. It hadn’t quite gone into “dangerous” territory, but still…

“You gotta watch out or you’re gonna turn fat,” he said.

“Not any time soon,” she said with a confident smile.

And she was certainly far from fat. She was a slender girl, though with firm, high breasts which caught the eye.

“You’re eight months out of high school,” he said. “You’re not playing high school soccer or volleyball or broomball any more. When’s the last time you ran anywhere?”

She shrugged, not having thought much about it.

“This can start to grow pretty quick,” he said, poking his finger into her belly. “And once it does it’s hard to stop. You should do some exercise. I’ve got a whole room full of equipment. Use it.”

He put the beer to his lips and drank deeply.

“I hate exercising,” she said.

“You’ll hate not being a hottie when you get fat.”

“I’m not a hottie,” she said, a bit shyly.

He snorted disdainfully. “Right. Nobody likes a girl with a beautiful face, tight ass and nice breasts any more.”

Laurie gulped and finished making her sandwich, not at all sure how to answer the suggestion that she had nice breasts and a tight ass. Was that what he thought!? Didn’t that mean he’d looked at them then?! The thought of her uncle noticing her breasts and thinking she had nice tits made her stomach fluttery.

“But you won’t have a tight ass much longer if you don’t start exercising,” he said casually, sipping from his beer again, “And those breasts aren’t small enough to stay up there for long if you don’t exercise. The muscles will weaken and they’ll start sagging.

“Mom’s don’t,” she gulped, finishing making her sandwich as quickly as possible.

“Her boobs are smaller,” he said. “You’re what, a C-cup? Thirty-four or thirty-six?”

He looked down at her breasts, and Laurie reddened still further, excruciatingly aware of how thin the cotton was across her breasts, and suddenly horribly certain he could see her nipples poking against it.

Embarrassment on top of embarrassment! She did not want to talk to men about her breasts while they stared at them! At least, not unless they were her boyfriends.

“Uhm, thirty four,” she gulped, face hot.

“Look bigger,” he said with a shrug, looking down at them again. “Probably because the rest of you is thin. But anyway, they’ll start drooping if you don’t work your chest muscles.”

He pushed himself off the counter, where he’d been leaning, and headed for the stairs.

“Tomorrow, you and me are going to exercise,” he said, slapping her bottom as he moved away.

Jesus! She thought

She risked a quick glance down at her top. Sure enough, the hard little indentations of her nipples were clearly visible. She closed her eyes and bit her lip softly.

Still, she told herself, she was being silly. Her uncle was a grown man. She was a mere girl. And he was her uncle, after all. She put her sandwich on a plate and carried it up to her room. She passed her uncle’s room, the master bedroom, on her way. The door was closed, and she could hear rock music through it. Her mother’s door, further up the hall, was closed as well, for her mother liked to go to bed early.

She entered her bedroom and closed the door, then flopped down on the bed and pulled headphones over her head, turning the music up as she flipped open the pages of a magazine.

Image

Paul Young closed the door behind him and made sure it was locked, then sat down on the edge of the bed, leaning back on his elbows as he grinned across at his sister.

“That daughter of yours is hot,” he said. “She’s got a great little body. I can hardly wait to get my hands on her tits.”

Cheryl moaned a little, her head turning as she rolled her eyes back towards him. But she said nothing, of course. Not with the ball gag filling her mouth and strapped around her head.

She looked amazingly like her daughter, with the same silky, shimmering hair spilling over her shoulders, the same soft, oval face, the same big brown eyes, and the same slender body. The years had treated her well, too, and she still looked more like Laurie’s big sister than her mother.

Usually. Not now, of course, not with her hair pulled back and jammed down by the strap of the gag forcing her jaws wide.

She was on the balls of her feet, her legs trembling, leaning sharply forward towards the wall. And she was nude. Her ankles were bound to the legs of the narrow table she was bent forward against.

Her wrists were bound together and forced up high between her shoulder blades, locked by a short chain to the back of her studded collar. A thick strap was wrapped around her bent arms just above the elbows and had forced them back sharply – painfully together.

She was leaning forward because of the clamps biting into her nipples, clamps which were attached to a thin cord which he had slipped over a hook on the wall just above the foot wide polished redwood table. His sister was bent forward at the hips, her lower belly grinding against the sharp edge of the table, her sex clearly visible to him as he sat back behind her.

And that sex was spread wide, tautly gripping the long, fat dildo he had rammed up inside her belly. The dildo, twelve inches long and almost as thick around as a cola can, was gleaming black, partly with the lubrication he had used to force it up inside her, but also with the moist heat of her sex. A second, moderately thinner dildo was stuffed up her anus, and only a couple of inches of each of them protruded from her soft, warm depths.

“Now, now,” he said with a lazy grin. “You knew exactly what you were getting into when you begged me to let the two of you come and stay with me. You’ve known what I was like since we were kids. Or are you forgetting who took your cherry so many years ago.”

He scratched his nose and grinned as he took another swallow from his beer.

“Living where you were, how long before the little slut got herself pregnant from some two-bit welfare punk, hmm? Three times, you said she’d been brought back by the cops because of the punks she was hanging around with. You surely can’t believe she’s still a virgin.”

He laughed. “Have you seen that body of hers!? Jesus Christ, Cheryl, she’s a fucking walking wet dream. Those tits are bad enough, and that incredible ass of hers, but that beautiful face, and those soft, full lips. Woah. I can’t wait until she’s got them wrapped around my cock.”

He stood up and walked up behind her, then let his hand knead and caress his sister’s soft bottom.

“Not that you aren’t worth it all by yourself,” he said. “You’ve still got a great body, a tight ass, and nice firm tits. I suppose being on your feet all day as a cashier keeps you from getting dumpy, huh?”

He reached around her, caressing the underside of he right breast, then slapped her bottom sharply so that she yelped into the gag, rolling her eyes wildly up to the side at him as she jerked against her bonds.

“I love it how you fight,” he said with a grin. “You hate it that you love it, don’t you? You always did. Remember all those feminist ideas you got in high school?”

He let out a bark of laughter. “Then you’d come home and I’d tie you up and you’d be on your knees blowing me. Some feminist!”

He gripped the dildo sticking out between her sex lips and tugged it slowly back, then thrust it in and up sharply. She let out a squeal, her own body lurching up and forward, and his lips drew back into a grin.

“You always had such dignity,” he said. “But once someone got at your pussy you melted, especially if someone pinned you down. You never could bring yourself to ask any of your boyfriends to tie you up, could you? Even though you go wild when you’re helpless.”

He leaned in against her, nibbling softly on her earlobe. “Is that why? Does it scare you how you lose control when you’re tied up? Does it worry you how submissive you are in sex? Or were you just afraid they wouldn’t respect you in the morning?”

He drew back, slapping her bottom and drawing another muffled yelp.

“Laurie is a quiet girl, too, a lot like you at her age. But I’m not going to let her waste that heat inside her if I can help it. I’m going to force her to know just what a hot, slutty girl she is, and to experience everything you did, and a lot more.”

He opened the low chest, the one kept locked now in case Laurie should disobey him, come into his room, and stumble across it. He drew out a long, thin cane, more of a switch, really, and positioned himself just to the side of his trembling, moaning sister.

“You were made to be a slave girl, Cheryl. You just never trusted anyone to be your master. But you can trust me, can’t you. You feel safe with me.”

He laid the long, thin cane across her outstretched bottom, rubbed it lightly, then drew it back and snapped it forward into her soft, pale buttocks. She yelped much more loudly into the gag, this time, driven forward against the edge of the table, her ankles pulling against the ropes binding them in place and her upper torso twisting helplessly.

“Nasty, slutty girl,” he taunted.

He slashed the cane across her bottom again, and her cry was greater, her body jerking spastically, sweat beading her forehead now as she rolled her eyes desperately at him.

“No, I know you don’t like pain,” he said. “But you know what’s going to happen to you when the pain gets deep enough, don’t you.”

She quivered and shook her head desperately, and he slashed the cane across her bottom again, and then again, and again, concentrating now, not speaking, cracking the thin cane across her reddening bottom as he laid line after line of dark welts across her white flesh.

He paused and gripped the dildo in her sex, then pulled it out and thrust it up. She cried out, arching her back, and he saw the way her breasts pulled back, her nipples tugging against the harsh bite of the clamps.

“Slut!” he growled. “You love it, whore!”

He pumped the dildo in hard and fast and deep, and laid his fingers along the bottom so that each time he rammed it up into his sister’s belly his fingers stroked roughly across her moist, straining clitoris. Her hips began to grind violently, to jerk from side to side, and her head drew back, eyes closed. She pulled deliberately against the nipples clamps, gasping and moaning and sniffling into the gag as he continued to ram the dildo up into her belly.

He forced it deep, even deeper than it had been, so that now not much over an inch still remained outside her overheated body. Then he pulled back and slashed the cane across her bottom again and again and again as she began to make wild, animal sounds through the gag, her head thrashing from side to side as her hips shuddered and jerked.

He was against her in a flash, gripping her soft brown hair, yanking it back cruelly, forcing her head back as he pressed himself against her. “Tell me you want it, slut!” he hissed. “Tell me what your whore body needs!”

He jerked the dildo out of her anus, and then rammed his cock up to take its place. Cheryl’s eyes bulged and she let out a broken sob as he buried his long, thick cock in her tight ass with one deep, savage stroke. He ground himself against her, his hand still pulling her head back, his lips moving across the exposed nape of her neck, his teeth nipping lightly

His other hand slid down between her legs, his fingers tugging on the dildo sticking out there while at the same time flicking back and forth across her clit.

“Yeah! Take it, slut!” he sneered. “You always hated getting fucked in the ass, but you always loved it too. Didn’t you!?”

He grunted and ground his pelvis against his sister’s soft ass, twisting his thick, hard prick around in her soft belly.

“You’re still as tight as you ever were, Cheryl,” he said, breathing harder now. “I bet you never let any of those jerkoffs you dated get his cock back here. It’s practically still a virgin!”

He leaned back, his hips working fast and hard now, as he stared down at his fat prick thrusting in and out of his little sister’s tight round back hole.

“Yeah, baby,” he said, pulling on her hair, forcing her chest back so that her nipples stretched out painfully. “Work your muscles. Squeeze them down on my prick.”

He thrust in hard, grinding his pelvis against her every few strokes, then speeding up as he recognized the telltale signs of climax rippling through her trembling, shuddering body.

With an explosive burst of energy she arched back, and then began to frantically grind herself against his fingers as he thrust up into her anus again and again and again. Her head rolled and jerked from side to side, her eyes rolled back as she gurgled and groaned and let out short, sharp, muffled grunts of wondrous pleasure.

In her room, Laurie rolled onto her back, sighing. With her knees raised her little nightshirt was pulled up around her hips, exposing her thin cotton panties to whoever might be watching. Which, of course, was no one. She spread her knees a little further apart, and let herself imagine her uncle came upon her just then. She felt a little shimmer of excitement in her lower belly then, and looked down the length of her body as her hands tugged the nightshirt up higher.

Her right hand slid down across her soft, warm skin and into the waistband of her panties, then through the light fringe of pussy hair atop her slit. She moaned softly, her fingers stroking lightly against her clit. She was always getting these lewd fantasies, but lately too many had been about Uncle Paul. And the very idea of doing anything with him was GROSS.

The other day she had been going from the bathroom to her room, and had been wearing only a towel, just big enough to cover the necessities. She’d hardly thought about him until she’d come out of the bathroom and literally banged into him. Only then had she realized and gasped aloud.

It wasn’t as if he could see anything, really, except her bare shoulders and legs, and that was no big deal. But she had been so – so intensely – aware of her nudity beneath the towel as he looked down at her. And there’d been a knowledge in his eyes that he knew it too.

“Watch where you’re running, cutie,” he’d said, grinning.

She had nodded, not trusting herself to speak, squirming mentally as she eased around him and hurried back to her room, clutching the towel tightly around her.

But in her mind now the towel had fallen away and – and what? The very thought made her face hot, and tightened her chest, leaving her breathless as her fingers stroked across her clit. God, that would have been so awful! It would have been mortifying!

But in her mind she was there in the hall, naked, the towel dropping to her ankles. And there was Uncle Paul, licking his lips, staring appreciatively at her bare breasts, her hard little nipples, the thin line of pubic hair above her pussy.

She groaned and drew her knees back more, letting them fall apart. Her hands slipped down and peeled her panties over her buttocks, then up her thighs and off. Feeling slutty and daring and wild, she sat up, then peeled her nightshirt up and over her shoulders, tossing it behind her.

Nude, she lay back, breathing coming faster as she ran her hands over her body, reveling in the softness of her warm skin, gently kneading her breasts and fingering her stiff nipples. She rubbed lightly at her clitoris, then stood up and walked to the mirror. She licked her lips, eyes moving nervously around the room. There was the towel! On the floor by the closet.

She got it and drew it around herself, then stood before the big mirror, trying to look casual as she released the top and let it fall. She did it again, and again, turning to one side, then the other, imagining what Uncle Paul would think. Would he get turned on by the sight of her naked? Would he try something? No, of course not! She was his niece, after all.

She let her hands slide up her body and then through her hair, arching her back, sliding her tongue out and letting it skim across her lower lip. She picked up one of her perfume bottles, one which was tall, at almost six inches, and rounded. She lay back on the bed, drew her knees back, and pushed the bottle against her pussy as she stroked her fingers across her clit.

It was not very satisfying, and for the umpteenth time she told herself she should get something more, something like – like a dildo. Now that she didn’t have to contribute to the rent, as she had before when she and her mother lived in their crappy little apartment, she could even afford one.

Now she sank the bottle slowly into her tight pussy and moaned, stroking at her clit as she imagined being seen naked by Uncle Paul.




Chapter 2

“Come on in.”

Laurie swallowed a little nervously. She hadn’t realized her uncle would be wearing nothing but shorts. He was pumping a bar up and down, and his big, powerful chest showed a thin sheen of perspiration as he laid the bar aside and stood up.

She was dressed in what she hoped would be seen as a casual outfit of baby-T and shorts. But that left most of her belly bare, and the shorts were Abercrombie and Fitch, thin cotton sweat shorts with a loose, elastic band, very short indeed. They were low risers and cut off sharply an inch below her groin.

“Now sit here and put your hands on these bars,” her uncle said.

Laurie swallowed and obeyed. She straddled the padded seat, uncomfortably aware that it forced her legs well apart, then reached up and gripped the iron bar above and behind her head.

Again she become exquisitely aware of her position, her back arched, her breasts pushing out against the tight little baby-T she’d worn. Her uncle stood directly before her, also straddling the seat a little. He was wearing shorts, and nothing else, and that too made her uncomfortable. He had a big, powerful chest with well-defined pectoral muscles, and a tight, flat stomach.

Her eyes flicked over his groin and then his face, wondering if he noticed how tautly her breasts were pushing against the baby-T, or how short her little shorts were.

“Okay, pull, baby. Slowly. That’s it,” he said, guiding her hands forward.

He put his over hers to do it, and Laurie felt his warmth against her hands as she bunched her muscles and pulled the bar up and down, up and down.

That wasn’t as bad as the next exercise, though, for her uncle had her lay right back along the bench then, and lay her feet flat on the floor to either side. Then he stood over her head, his groin inches from her face as he had her lift a bar up and down repeatedly.

He was stern and firm in his instructions, though, and made no attempt to do anything else. Still, she felt – weird.

“Try this,” he said, taking her arm and gently, but firmly lifting her up and taking her across the little room. There was an open area there, and he picked up a couple of light weights and handed them to her, then had her spread her legs and bend over repeatedly, touching her knuckles to the floor.

That didn’t seem too bad, until he moved behind her, and then she became excruciatingly aware of how short her shorts were.

“Watch your back,” he said, his voice brusque, and showing not the slightest interest in anything – sexual. “Lift with your legs and arms, not your back.”

And then as she straightened he moved right up behind her and took her wrists, holding them up and out.

“Now move as I move,” he said.

He lifted her arms up and down, up and down, to the sides. Which she thought quite easy. But then, his body pressing against her from behind, he had her draw her arms up and back, farther and farther, arching her back. Then he had her bend slowly forward, his arms against hers, his chest against her back – his groin against her buttocks. He bent her forward, further and further, until her knuckles were touching the floor in front of her.

And he was pressed firmly against her from behind.

Then he loosened his grip on her arms and straightened, and she thought she felt him rubbing himself lightly against her. She started to hurriedly rise, but his hands came down against her back, holding her bent over. “Not so fast! You’ll hurt your back,” he said. “Rise slowly and smoothly.”

As he talked she was bent way over, and there was no mistaking now that with her bent over and legs spread he was pressed right in against her pussy. She could feel his – his – something against her soft, throbbing pussy!

And yet she could not straighten, except slowly. And whatever was pushing against her was growing in size and hardness!

She was red faced, but breathless and could not bring herself to speak. Her uncle let her straighten all the way, then hooked his hands behind her arms, guiding her so that she bent back even further, bowing her back. And still, she could feel him grinding himself into her buttocks.

Her body felt electrified, and she gulped in air as he pushed her forward again.

“Okay, and again” he was saying, his voice barely audible through the pounding in her head.

Yet she could not bring herself to resist as he bent her over, further and further, grinding himself in against her pussy as she bent all the way to touch the floor.

“Okay, let’s try something else,” he said, his voice calm, natural, even bored.

He helped her up and over beside the main machine, and had her lay down on it. But this time as he straddled the lower bench he scooped up her legs just behind the knees and – and lifted them up and pushed them back, raising her feet until they were above her head, and pushing against the bar there.

“Now I want you to use your feet to push the bar up and down,” he said.

Face flaming, heart pounding, Laurie obeyed, though the position left her with her knees back beside her shoulders and her bottom raised as he stood right there straddling the lower bench.

He moved forward a little, bending over, putting his hands onto the bar next to where her feet were, and his eyes seemed utterly calm and serene as he moved with her. And then he pushed in so that once again his groin pressed against her pussy.

She was trying to hold the bar up as high as possible, using very short movements up and down, but her uncle pushed down on the bar, forcing it down further and further. Her feet, well above her head, were pressed back down further, down lower, until they were back over her shoulders. And his groin rubbed up and down against her hot, throbbing pussy as she stared up breathlessly, horribly embarrassed, yet intensely excited at the same time.

“You feel the tensions in your thighs?” he asked.

He reached down, his hand sliding along her bare leg, kneading the soft flesh as it moved up to just below her groin, rubbing at her inner thigh no more than an inch away from her throbbing pussy.

“You need to work those thigh muscles,” he said. “Up and down, up and down.”

This was wrong, Laurie thought anxiously, very wrong. But she could not think of a way to stop it without protesting, without making it – obvious – and that was far too embarrassing.

“That’s it,” he said. “Work those muscles. You’ll keep a tight little ass.”

His hand slapped lightly down against her upraised bottom, and then gave it a little squeeze before easing off. Laurie felt another hot rush of embarrassment, and her face flamed as she tried to desperately stare up at the bar and not at her Uncle’s face.

“Harder,” he growled. “Push, baby.”

But he leaned in, both hands on the bar, and Laurie grunted with the effort to raise the bar higher. Her uncle’s weight bore it back down, folding her legs back so that her ankles were pressed against her shoulders. He held it there for long seconds, leaning over her, eyes, his groin pressed firmly against her pussy and bottom. Then he relented, letting her push the bar up.

She pushed it away, pulling her legs down and sitting up quickly.

“That – I-I think that’s enough,” she gulped.

“Nonsense. We’re just getting started.”

She tried to head for the door but his arm curled around her waist and swung her back towards the corner of the room.

“But I -.”

“One more exercise,” he said.

There were rings hanging from ropes above her head, and he motioned for her to reach up for it. She did, reluctantly, but it was too high. She gasped as he gripped her waist and lifted her easily, and her fingers seized the rings, hanging on as he let go.

“Now see if you can do a few chin-ups,” he said.

This sounded innocent, but when he moved around to stand in front of her his face was at the same level as her chest, and Laurie squirmed self-consciously. Nor was she able to pull herself up.

“Try one at least,” he snorted.

“I-I c-can’t!” she gasped, trying to raise herself higher, to no avail.

“Try harder,” he said, moving around her.

Her arms strained, but would only raise herself a little.

“Harder!”

He slapped at her bottom and Laurie yelped, twisting in mid-air.

“Come on, girl! I want to see one chin-up!”

Again he slapped her bottom, and Laurie yelped at the stinging.

“Stop it!” she cried.

He chuckled. “Maybe you’d like something else as inspiration, eh?”

And he laid his hand much more gently on her bottom, squeezing it repeatedly.

She dropped to the floor and whirled, but he grinned and backed up. Scowling, she marched out of the room, heart pounding, and hurried back upstairs to her bedroom, closing and locking the door behind her.

She stared at herself in the mirror, breathing heavily, face flushed, biting her lip anxiously as she wondered what to do. There surely could be no doubt now that Uncle Paul was coming on to her. But what was she supposed to do about it? It wasn’t as if she were a child any more, but still, he shouldn’t be touching her. She could tell her mother, she supposed, but that would cause a lot more of a stink than she wanted.

And what if her mother decided to move them out? To where? They’d barely been making the rent in a crummy, dirty little two bedroom apartment in a bad area. She did not want to give up this terrific, luxurious suburban house with its plasma screen TV, the pool table downstairs, the greenhouse, the computers, the soft, thick leather sofas and chairs, and her own big, comfortable room.

No way!

She would have to talk to Uncle Paul, tell him that it was wrong what he was doing, or at least, what he was thinking, or at least, what she thought he was thinking - .

She sighed and combed her fingers through her hair. It was partly her fault, she thought, for being so hot and beautiful. And she hadn’t made it clear to him that she wasn’t interested. Partly, she admitted, because she was. Well, not in the usual way, of course. She was no perve! She had no desire to have any kind of physical relationship with her own uncle. But, she admitted, she did find it kind of exciting that he was hot for her, that a grown man as sophisticated as him would find her worth pursuing.

Not that she wasn’t hot, of course, especially in these deliciously cute little short shorts.

So she shouldn’t have worn them. She skinned them off, then peeled off the tight baby-T as well. It was certainly partly her fault, she thought guiltily, wearing such tight, short shorts and tops. She pulled on a pair of loose pink track pants with an elastic waistband, then slipped a loose tank top over her head and pulled it down.

No wonder he had come on to her, she thought. She had dressed pretty sluttily. No doubt he thought she’d been asking for it, and no doubt he was at least partly right.

She pulled her loose hair back into a severe braid, then looked around until she found her reading glasses. She rarely read them, rarely needed them unless the text she was reading was particularly small. She slipped the glasses on and decided she looked much more – niece like – and less – hot – in them. Perhaps now would be the time to go and talk to Uncle Paul.

She left her room and went downstairs, but the exercise room was empty. So were the kitchen, living room and den. She went back up to her room and then, noticing her uncle’s bedroom door was slightly ajar, went further up the hall and knocked on it before pushing it open.

“Uncle Pa - .”

She halted, gulping, and drawing back. He was nude, though facing away from her, and she stared at his firm, tanned ass before he slipped a towel around himself and turned around. Her face was beet red and she stammered out an apology but he only grinned as he walked to the door.

“Come in, pretty girl,” he said.

“Oh but - .”

He took her arm and led her into the room, and Laurie, still mortified, and very uneasy about his near nudity, had little choice but to accompany him to the bed, where he sat her down.

“Now, what can I do for you?” he asked.

He did not sit himself, but stood before her, and Laurie turned her face away, for it was inches from his groin.

“I uhm, I ah, hoped we could t-talk,” she said.

“Sure.”

He sat down next to her and put his arm around her. She was slightly uncomfortable at that, but relieved she no longer had to stare into his towel clad groin.

“Uncle Paul,” she said, trying weakly to shrug his arm away. “I think we need to settle something. We’re both uhm, adults.”

“And you’re one fine looking young lady,” he said, his hand caressing her hip.

“Thanks, but uhm, since we’re living together, uhm, well, it can be uncomfortable if uhm - .”

“If there’s unrelieved sexual tension, you mean.”

She blinked at him, her jaw dropping, face getting red.

“That’s okay. I understand that you’re attracted to me,” he said.

“But – n-no, that’s not what I mean!”

“And since we’re both adults - .”

He was sitting on her left. Now he turned in towards her, his right arm, the one around her, sort of turning her to face him as he kissed her. She was so surprised she didn’t resist at first, her eyes going wide as he pulled her in tightly and his left hand rose to fondle her breasts.

“Un-Uncle Paul!”

She tried to twist free but his right hand was holding her right wrist, sort of pulling it back behind her, and her left arm was pinned between them as he mouthed her lips and slid his tongue between them. She twisted her head aside and he leaned in against her, bearing her back to the bed. She came down heavily on her right arm, which he had pulled firmly back behind her so that her hand was sticking out past her left hip. Then he half rolled atop her, effectively pinning her right arm as his mouth came down more firmly on hers.

“MMm, you taste good,” he whispered, his lips muffling her cries of protest as his left hand moved up and down her squirming body.

He tugged her loose tank top up over her breasts, his fingers catching the underside of her bra, peeling it up as well. Laurie’s eyes went wide as she felt her breasts bared, but could not speak as his lips continued to press down against hers, sliding from side to side. His tongue pushed into her mouth, dueling with her own as his left hand kneaded and caressed her bare breasts.

Only when his mouth came off hers could she speak, gasping.

“Uncle P-Paul! D-don’t!” she cried.

And then “Oh! Oh! God! Don’t!” as his lips came down on the center of her breast, sucking intently, his tongue stroking expertly across her already swollen nipple and areola. She stared in disbelief, gasping and panting, struggling ineffectually as his teeth closed on the center of her breast and he chewed lightly.

“Have you ever had these beautiful breasts seen to properly?” he asked, changing to her other nipple.

“S-stop it! Uncle Paul, please!” she gasped, her mind spinning as heat flared wildly inside her.

His left hand slid up and down her bare belly, and then in through the elastic waistband of her track pants, unerringly through the lower waistband of her thong, and then he was there, firmly cupping her warm sex before she could get her legs clamped together.

“I-I’ll tell mom!” she gasped.

He lifted his grinning face from her breast and looked down at her. “You’re pretty wet down here, baby,” he said, his finger stroking up and down along her slit.

“I-I’m not! I-I don’t want to - .”

His mouth closed around the center of her breast and she yelped as he bit into her tender nipple, his teeth grating and grinding from side to side. She arched her back, her hips bucking and twisting, but she was effectively pinned in place, and when his teeth eased and he began licking and sucking gently she could not help feel the throbbing pleasure of her swelling breasts.

Worse, his finger was stroking back and forth across her clitoris in a way which was making her insides turn somersaults and her pussy flood with eager anticipation!

“Don’t!” she groaned breathlessly. “Please! I-I-I don’t - .”

He silenced her with a deep, hard, passionate kiss, as his finger eased lower along her slit and probed at her entrance. Laurie tried to get her legs together but his big hand was already firmly between them, and now a finger pushed up inside her, easily penetrating her tight, moist sex lips.

“Come on, Laurie,” he growled, pulling his lips off hers. “Do you want to be bored your whole life? Live a little! Have a wild time! Find out what real life is like!”

His finger slid deep inside her, pumping in and out as another stroked across her clitoris. He dropped his mouth onto her breast again, sucking and kissing, licking and nibbling as a second finger worked its way into her pussy.

“O-Oh God! D-don’t!!” she moaned.

“Tell me you don’t want it!” he leered.

“I-I don’t!”

“Your body says otherwise.”

And then those fingers inside her curled a bit and pressed against her just – there – at the same time as his thumb stroked across her clitoris, and her answer dissolved in a shuddering gasp of pleasure.

“I can make you feel like a woman should,” he breathed, “Not like a little girl.”

His lips crushed hers, his right hand coming up now, gripping her hair, pulling her head back a little, holding it in place as his mouth ravished hers. Laurie’s legs jerked, twisted, her hips rolling, her body still struggling even as the heat mounted within her.

She was anxious, embarrassed, indignant, and yet, her body was throbbing and thrilling to his touch, her pussy on fire as his fingers pumped in and out of her.

She groaned weakly, her mind battered again and again by waves of seductive pleasure. She tried to fight through it, but she was like a drowning man, growing weaker every time she went down, not sure she would be able to rise to the surface after the next wave.

And then a third finger was thrust up inside her. It hurt enough that her mouth opened wide to cry out, but as his wedged fingers twisted inside her and his thumb ground over her clitoris a tremendous wave of sexual heat swept through her. She cried out, the words lost in his mouth, and then again, her body bucking up helplessly as the orgasm rolled through her.

He kept the three fingers inside her, grinding, twisting them from side to side as his thumb stroked rapidly across her burning clitoris, and his lips finally pulled back.

“Come, little girl. Come,” he growled, then closed his mouth on the centre of her left breast and sucked and chewed and licked fiercely.

And she did, wildly, her groin bucking up against him as the climax whipped her mind to a frenzy and sent shudders through her body. Her knees jerked up and back of their own accord, jerking again and again as her back arched and her head rolled from side to side. It was a tremendous orgasm, one of the most intense she could ever remember, and left her, finally, drained, gasping, limp.

He chuckled, his fingers pulling free of her, and he sat up, with a final squeeze to her breast.

“Now that was nice, wasn’t it?” he teased.

Dazed, Laurie sat up, tried to stand, and went to her knees next to the bed, then staggered away as he reached for her, stumbling to the door and out, hiding in her room behind its locked door.




Chapter 3

Laurie collapsed with her back against the door, panting, wild eyed. How had that happened!? How!? She moaned as her back slid down the door and she sat on the floor, knees drawn up, hugging herself. Oh my God, she thought

She put her hand over her mouth, reeling from the unexpected and wholly unwanted sexual contact with her uncle. She had not wanted that. She hadn’t! She had dressed properly and not done anything to come on to him, to lead him on. If only he hadn’t been in that towel when she went in! Could he have thought she was coming on to him? She shook her head slowly, moaning. What was she going to do now!?

Her left nipple throbbed dully and she closed her eyes and shuddered, remembering his mouth on her breast, sucking, chewing, licking. It had been – incredible. She’d never felt anything like that before. Oh guys had licked and sucked her there before, but never like that. She’d never felt much of anything from boys fondling her breasts except a little psychological excitement, no real physical pleasure.

Apparently they hadn’t been doing it right. Jesus!

They hadn’t bitten her nipples either. That had hurt! It had stung! It still hurt – a little, but oh God what an effect it had had when he sucked right after biting, when he licked as he sucked, when he - .

She cursed and pushed herself to her feet, pacing back and forth in the room. He knew she had come. He must think she wanted him now. She was lucky he hadn’t raped her! She looked nervously at the door. It was locked, but her uncle could certainly get through if he wanted. That would make a lot of noise, of course, but her mother wasn’t home.

But no, he wouldn’t be that violent, not to her. He wasn’t some crazed rapist who would beat her and – and – do stuff to her. But he certainly thought she wanted him, and, she thought with furious self anger, he was not completely wrong. She had dressed right, but perhaps she’d given off mixed signals. God, God, God!

Her nipple was still throbbing. She jerked the top up and looked at it. It looked a little red, and as she touched it lightly she found it tender, sore. And yet, the merest touch with the tips of her fingers made it swell with excitement, and give off a tingle of excitement that had her hand jerking back in alarm and frustration. Fuck!

What was she going to do now?!

No way was she going to her mother with this. Even if she wasn’t partly to blame her mother would go ballistic. She’d probably move them out, and where the hell would they wind up? A homeless shelter?

She wasn’t some little girl. She was a grown woman! She should be able to handle him. He wouldn’t drag her back to the bedroom by the hair like some kind of caveman. She’d just have to act coldly formal around him, never go out of her room in anything revealing or tight, and he’d soon get the message that she was not interested in him that way.

Her pussy hurt a little, too. She dropped her shirt and squeezed herself lightly through her track pants. His big hands had seemed rough at the time, but he had sure roused her body faster and higher than any guy ever had. Well, he was a man, that was why. No doubt he’d had lots of experience with lots of women. He knew what to do, all right, not like those puny boys she’d slept with.

Not that there’d been a lot of them, just three so far. They’d all been cute, but they’d also all been drinking – as she had been, and they’d been quick, rough, and then quick to finish and move away from her. She’d never climaxed with them nor even come close. She’d felt a little pain, soreness, and kind of dirty afterwards, feeling like she’d been used.

She didn’t feel that way now, oddly. But then, she’d had an incredible orgasm, maybe, she thought, shamed, the best she’d ever had. It was the only one she’d ever had at another person’s hands. His fingers had sure felt different down there than her own.

What would it be like if he – if she – if they – did it?
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The door opened and Paul looked up as his sister came in. She seemed flushed and nervous, and he grinned to himself, watching as she closed the door, took off her jacket, hung it up, then took off her boots. She looked at him self consciously, then away.

“Well?” he asked.

She shrugged. Well, she’d always been quiet, always been soft spoken.

He cocked his finger at her and she flushed a bit, then shuffled reluctantly over.

“Well?”

She shrugged again. “I did it,” she said, her voice unconvincingly casual.

“Let’s see.”

She looked around anxiously. “Laurie - .”

“Is in her room, and I’m damn sure she won’t be coming out soon.”

She frowned. “Why?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute. Show me. Now.”

He hardened his voice and she flushed a bit more, then reached down and peeled her tight, thin black sweater up, her fingers scooping her bra up as it reached her chest, baring her breasts. She had small, neat nipples, smaller than her daughter’s, but just as pink. Now they were each pierced by a stainless steel stud.

“Very nice,” he said. “Do they hurt much?”

She shook her head and pulled her bra and sweater back down.

“They’ll be much more sensitive now, or so I’ve heard.”

She shrugged and nodded. “Yeah, that’s what she said.”

“And the rest?”

She looked around nervously, then lifted her long black skirt up above her hips. She was wearing a black silk thong beneath, and she pulled it down to show her neatly shaved pussy. Paul reached up, running his fingers over it, then along her slit.

“Feels soft,” he said. “The laser didn’t burn your little clitty?”

She shrugged again. “I have to go back for two more treatments to make sure it doesn’t grow back.”

Paul twisted his finger from side to side as he pushed it through her pussy lips. She was wet, as he’d expected she would be.

“Were you embarrassed?”

She nodded.

“But you were hot, too, having that hairy guy staring at your naked tits. You always went for big, muscular losers. Who did your pussy?”

“Some blonde. She looked kind of – rough.”

“Hot for her?”

“No, she said indignantly.

“Never liked the girls, eh? Maybe we can cure that.”

“Paul,” she said, protesting.

He had his finger deep inside her now and was stroking his thumb, the pad of his thumb from side to side over her clitoris.

“Take your clothes off.”

“No way! Laurie might come down and - .”

“I told you she won’t.”

“Why not?”

He smirked. “I got my hand down her panties and made her come.”

His sister stared at him, jaw dropping.

“She was a little shocked. I’m sure she’s been fucked but I bet she hasn’t been played with by anyone who knows what he’s doing.”

“Paul, you have to promise not to hurt her!” she begged.

“Hurt her? Why would I hurt my own niece? I might cause her a little pain, but I would never hurt her. You should know that, Cheryl.”

She shifted his thumb, bending it so that the nail jammed into her clit. She gasped, her hands jerking down as if to push him away, then held her hands away, trembling.

“Take your clothes off, slut.”

She flinched. “Please don’t call me that.”

“Why not? Afraid your slut daughter might hear?”

She flinched again.

“You know damn well you love the word play, the nasty names. I’ve made you come before just by calling you names.”

She blushed but didn’t deny it.

“Get the clothes off – slut.”

Slowly, Cheryl undid the catch at the side of her skirt and lowered the zipper, then let it slide down her legs. Paul drew his hand back long enough for it to slide to her ankles, then tugged her panties down. Cheryl stepped out of them, then peeled her sweater up and off, undid her bra, and stood nude, trembling a little, wearing just a pair of loose black socks.

Paul ran his hand up and down her firm thighs, then slid his hand around her, squeezed her behind and pulled hard. Her knees hit the side of the recliner and she gasped, falling forward, grabbing the other arm of the chair as she fell across his lap. Paul laughed, squeezing her bottom and pulling harder, then reaching down past her body to grab her right wrist. He pulled it up and back behind her, then pinned her left against it and held them with one hand.

“Paul! Please! Laurie might hear!?” she gasped, squirming in his lap.

“And what would she hear, Cheryl?” he taunted, his open palm rubbing back and forth over her hairless mons. “Would she hear her mother screaming in pleasure like the whore she is?”

His fingers began to caress her clit as his thumb pushed into her pussy, and she squirmed and moaned. She was even wetter than she had been before, and he tightened his grip on her wrists, knowing it would excite her further, and slowly forced them up higher along her back, up between her shoulder blades.

“Tell me what a whore you are,” he ordered, caressing her bare sex as he pumped his thumb inside her.

“I’m a filthy, dirty slutty whore,” she panted, her voice low and passionate. “I’m a cock sucking bitch whore slut. I’m a cheap cunt whore slave slut who loves her brother’s big cock.”

He’d first made her talk like that years ago, when she was no older than Laurie. It had shocked and stunned and aroused her to refer to herself like that, and apparently it still did.

“I love to suck men’s cocks,” she moaned, her bottom grinding now as his fingers continued to stroke and rub at her clitoris. “I love to be fucked in the ass. I love to fuck dogs. I love to get gang banged in alleys by drunks. I-I… shit. Oh! God! Uhngh!”

He chuckled as her hips began to buck in short, sharp little motions. He drew his hand back momentarily, then reached to the table next to the chair and drew out the leather restraints he’d kept there. It only took moments to wrap them around her wrists and close them tight with their Velcro fastenings. Then he slipped a collar around her throat and forced her wrists up high again, using a short chain to lock them in place.

“Imagine if little Laurie came down now and saw you like this,” he taunted, his hands roaming her body freely, squeezing and kneading her buttocks, stroking over her inflamed pussy, and reaching under to fondle her breasts. She winced each time his fingers neared her sore nipples, but he knew that a little pain at this point would only rouse her higher.

His fingers rubbed across the pierced nipple, scratching lightly at it as she jerked and went “Oh!” in pain.

He slapped her bottom sharply, then took a dildo from the drawer and gripped her hair. He yanked her head up and back and as she yelped in pain, shoved the black dildo into her mouth.

“Suck, whore,” he growled. “Suck that cock!”

She closed her lips, moaning, rolling her eyes back at him.

“Tongue it, you cheap whore. Lick it and suck it and get it all moist and slippery so I can shove it up your ass!”

She tried to shake her head but couldn’t and his fingers tightened in her hair, forcing her head back even more painfully. He pushed the latex dildo deeper into her mouth, making her gag, pulled back, and pushed it forward again, making her gag a second time.

“Want to swallow it, you cocksucker. Come on. You know how. I showed you a long time ago.”

He pushed it forward, feeling the resistance at the entrance to her throat, but twisted it and pushed deeper. She gurgled and gagged and her eyes widened, but the dildo pushed into her gullet and slid down as he forced more and more of it through her lips.

“Yeah. Deep throat that cock, whore,” he growled, pumping it slowly in and out.

He pulled it back out and she coughed and shuddered and gasped for breath as he let her hair go, let her head drop, and pressed the saliva coated dildo against her anus. He spread her legs a little wider, then pushed, twisting it from side to side as she moaned a denial. The head pushed in easily and he twisted from side to side, pulling back slightly, pushing in, pushing in more, twisting, working it deeper. He slapped her bottom sharply and she yelped, but her sphincter loosened slightly and the dildo drove several inches deeper before her muscles clamped down again.

“Bitch whore slut,” he growled. “Sister slut.”

He shoved the dildo deeper and she gasped, her head coming up and back. “Oh God! Slowly! Please, Paul! Ungh!”

He slapped her bottom and shoved the dildo deeper, so that only a few inches remained, then twisted it around in her gut as his other hand resumed fingering and fondling her sex.

“Bastard!” she moaned, her head rolling.

“Whore. I’m going to fuck your daughter, whore. I’m going to fuck her in the ass.”

She jerked violently and gasped, and he grinned, pumping his thumb in her pussy and stroking his fingers across her clit. He began to pump the dildo in and out of her ass now, driving it deep each time. He forced it in until she gasped, then twisted it and gave another short little thrust to draw a more anguished moan before drawing back and thrusting in once more.

She was starting to twist and writhe now, making small, anguished noises as her bottom jerked up again and again, rolling and humping back at him. He pumped the dildo harder, forcing it deep, drawing a grunt of pain with each thrust.

“Spread your legs, slut. Wider!”

She groaned and complied, trembling, twisting, her eyes closed, her overheated body trembling with passion and sexual electricity. Her brother’s open hand slapped down against her mons and she cried out, eyes going wide.

“Make too many noises like that and your slut daughter will come down to see what’s happening,” he warned.

He slapped his hand against her sex again, and she clenched her teeth, gasping. Another slap, and another, and then he began to rain blows on her sex, his open hand slapping as fast as he could while his other continued to pump the dildo.

Cheryl shuddered and sobbed, her head thrashing, her long hair flying, then she clamped her mouth shut, her head flung back as she made a wild animal noise of shocked pleasure. Her bottom bucked up violently and her body twisted and rocked as an obvious orgasm shook her.

Paul slapped her pussy even harder and faster, drowning out her muffled screams of pleasure as he jammed the dildo into her ass to the hilt and then started slapping its base and her bottom with his left hand.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on and on. Cheryl, he knew, had really long climaxes when she was hot for a long time, and he was sure that exposing her breasts to the tattoo guy and getting them pierced had been deeply exciting – though embarrassing to her. Even spreading her legs for the woman at the electrolysis place had probably turned her on. She was something of an exhibitionist, but a shy one.

The orgasm finally ended and his sister went limp across his lap, gasping for breath. Paul stroked her red buttocks and eased his finger out from between her hot, sweaty thighs.

“Slut,” he said with a smug grin.

He gripped her thick, tangled hair and lifted her head up and back. She groaned, but her eyes never opened as he bowed her body up and back.

“Whore meat,” he said. “I should find a bunch of guys to gang bang you. Remember when I did that at your senior prom?”

He pushed her off his lap and onto the rug at his feet, still holding her hair, pulling her into position as he undid his zipper and pulled his erection out.

“Now return the favor, slut. Suck your brother’s cock.”

She let out a muffled groan as he pulled her mouth down onto his cock.

“Suck that cock, whore, or you’ll be punished,” he said sternly.

She was tired and a little dazed, feeling the hot glow of the aftermath of her come. She let her mouth slide down his cock, her lips open, not even touching the shaft, and gagged weakly, but with a little shiver of excitement as his cockhead pushed through into her throat.

“Dirty whore,” he said, forcing her mouth down hard, forcing her nose in against his groin as he pulled against the back of her head. “This is what you do best, Cheryl, you little cock sucker. You should give lessons to your slut daughter.”

He held her there, face jammed into his black pants, his cock throbbing in her mouth and throat, then eased up, pulling on her hair. She closed her lips now and wiggled her tongue against the underside of his shaft as her mouth pulled back up. His prick popped free into her mouth and she inhaled deeply through her nose as she sucked on it, licking much more actively now, working her tongue against it.

He lifted her face off by the hair and held it, her jaw slack, as he rubbed his saliva coated cock against her lips and nose and cheeks. Then he thrust into her mouth again, relaxing his grip on her hair, letting her close her lips and slide down his cock. She took the head into the back of her throat, then rose and began to bob actively up and down, sucking on the upstrokes, licking hard.

“If Mom and Dad had ever known what a talented little cocksucker you were they might have stopped trying to get you into college,” he said. “They would have had you become a prostitute instead. I bet you’d have made big money with this pretty little mouth.”

She moaned as she bobbed up and down, and he reached down, to fondle her breasts.

“It’s too late for you, but maybe your slut daughter…? Maybe she’d make a good prostitute, hmm? Can you see little Laurie walking on her corner wearing a skin tight micro mini with a see through mesh top, hmm? Maybe smoking a cigarette and leaning into car windows. Keep sucking, slut.”

Cheryl’s head bobbed energetically up and down, up and down, as she sucked and licked on her brother’s cock. As they usually did, his shocking, wicked, nasty verbal abuse twisted something deep in her mind that both appalled and excited her. She found her pussy throbbing and burning as she knelt before him, her lips sucking avidly on his thick prick as she worked up and down.

He was probably right about Laurie not being a virgin. That had been a rough neighborhood, and while relatively innocent, Laurie was a typical young teenage girl. At eighteen, among that gang she’d been with, it would have taken unusual determination for her to have hung on to her virginity. She didn’t like the thought, and it made her feel somewhat sad that her baby wasn’t an innocent little girl any more. But she knew she was kidding herself if she thought the girl hadn’t done anything.

The idea that Paul had masturbated her still shocked her. She felt an upwelling of motherly indignation and outrage in her baby’s defense. She was sure Cheryl hadn’t welcomed her uncle’s touch. Though, of course, she couldn’t have been all that upset by it if she had climaxed, as Paul had claimed. And Paul knew. He knew women, he knew girls, and he knew their bodies and minds. He always had.

And if Paul had masturbated her to a climax it wouldn’t be long before he was fucking her. Again Cheryl felt a sense of outrage and anger, but it was mixed now. It was the anger of a mother who didn’t want to see her little girl sexually abused, and the anger of a woman who didn’t want to share her man with another female. Not that Paul was her man, of course. The very idea was silly.

In fact, she got very confused whenever she paused to think about her relationship with her big brother. She always had. She loved him, of course, as a brother. There was no real romantic feeling there, nor did she believe he had any for her. She loved and trusted him as a brother. And yet, he was also her lover. He roused a deep, terrible sense of lust in her with his words, his actions, his touch.

Today was hardly the first time he’d pulled her across his lap. He’d done it years ago, when she was Laurie’s age, in what had started as a playful argument, then turned into a spanking. The spanking had done something to her, helpless across her brother’s lap, and when he’d lifted her nightie and begun slapping her bare bottom she’d felt an incredible sexual energy coursing through her body.

It had ended with her on all fours, naked, as her brother rode her wildly, violently, tearing away her virginity, yet giving her an incredibly intense orgasm as his hips had slammed into her buttocks again and again and again. She could still remember her shocked pleasure at the feel of his big cock driving up through her body for the first time, and the sense of being used, of being overcome, of being conquered which had, oddly, despite her feminist readings, excited rather than angered her.

He had held her then just as he had today, with her wrists pinned in one of his, forced up behind her back, her face jammed against the rug as he had pounded his cock into her. Oh God it had been wonderful!

The thought of him doing the same with Laurie was shocking, but a part of her was also jealous, not wanting to share such incredible passion, fearing his attention would focus more on her younger daughter. She had not had pleasurable sex in years. No one knew her like Paul. No one could do the things he did to her body and mind. No one she would trust to, anyway.

She forced her lips down to the base of his cock, part of her wanting to show him how good she was, wanting to satisfy him, not wanting his eyes to roam and his lust to focus on a younger woman. Yet she knew it was useless. Paul would have Laurie, one way or another. Her daughter would be overcome, spread her legs, and glory in the incredible sexual heat of having Paul ramming himself into her.

But Cheryl would do her best to ensure that Paul didn’t forget her, and when his initial enthusiasm for seducing little Laurie passed; he would still want his little sister.

“Oh yeah, baby!” he groaned, his big hands pushing down on the top of her head. “Suck that cock! You dirty little slut, you!”

She did, then pulled back, gasping, knowing he was about to come. “Take me like you did the first time, Paul!” she said, panting, turning.

She groaned as she let her shoulders fall forward onto the floor, spreading her knees and raising her bottom. She felt her brother sliding to his knees behind her, and groaned in pleasure and pain as he seized her hair and yanked it back. Then he plunged into her body, his hips grinding against her buttocks before he started to thrust in and out, in and out, in and out.

Cheryl shuddered in pleasure, closing her eyes, her cheek rubbing back and forth against the rug as her brother punched his big cock into the centre of her belly.

“Whore,” he growled. “Take that cock, whore. Take it deep.”

And she did, grunting in bliss as he rode her into a second, massive orgasm, shuddering and moaning and whining in incestuous bliss as her wrists pulled feebly against the leather restraints and her body burned to the pounding violence inside her.




Chapter 4

“God,” Cheryl whispered, staring at herself in the mirror.

“You look hot, baby,” Paul said.

“I remember when you used to use just rope and string and towels to tie me up,” she said.

“Now I have money,” he said, chuckling as he pulled one of the chains tighter and fastened it in place.

She was wearing a stainless steel collar which was at least two inches thick. The front of the collar had the word Slut inscribed on it. Her wrists and ankles were locked into steel manacles, not mere bands. Each of them was at least four inches long, and was locked in place. She wore a flat, curved metal belt around her slender waist. A second flat metal belt descended from the front, dropped between her legs, then rose up between her buttocks to fasten at the small of her back. It was tight against her sex, but not tight enough so as to cause pain.

There were two round holes in it, and the black plastic bases of a pair of vibrators protruded an inch or so from them. The vibrators were purring silently inside her body as she shifted her weight from foot to foot.

The same kind of flat, linked steel belt, though wider, was pulled around her chest, pressing up against the underside of her breasts, lifting them. A second went around her chest just at the top of her breasts, pressing them down. He had found a pair of nipple rings for her still-sore nipples, big ones, which now held thin chains. Now, as she stood in place, he drew the chains up and fastened them to the front of the collar.

“I look – hot,” she gulped, agreeing with him.

“Put these on,” he ordered, kicking over her black boots.

She shrugged and slipped into them. They had very high heels, and covered the metal shackles around her ankles. She looked up and saw her brother handing her a pair of black gloves. She drew them on over her hands, and they covered the shackles around her wrists. Then came the leather jacket. It was full length, and as she pulled it on around her she felt a tingling in her belly.

She closed it and Paul cinched the belt, then turned and looked at her in the mirror. Only the collar showed, with the word Slut prominently displayed.

He opened the coat and handed her a scarf. Swallowing nervously, she wrapped it around her throat, then closed the coat.

“Perfect,” he said.

He took her hand and led her to the door, then out into the hall and downstairs.

“Are we going out?” Cheryl asked, her stomach starting to flutter.

“You bet we are. We’re going for a walk.”

“It’s cold out,” she gulped.

“I’d better dress warmly, then.”

“Paul,” she groaned.

“Quiet, slut. Wait here. I’ll be right back.”

He went back upstairs and Cheryl watched him, her stomach churning, her pussy throbbing. The vibrators were having more effect, now, and though the thought of going out dressed as she was made her anxious, it also excited her. Then she heard Laurie’s voice and gasped, jerking her head back to the stairs as Paul came down, leading Laurie by the hand.

“But I don’t want to go to the mall,” Laurie protested.

“It’ll be fun. We’ll have a little walk, and maybe buy you something nice.”

“But - .”

“Get your coat on. Your mom and I want to take you out.”

Cheryl froze. She wanted no such thing. She was horribly aware of what she wore beneath the coat, and squirmed with fear that somehow her daughter would find out. She gave Paul a reproachful look as Laurie, grumbling, put on her shoes and pulled on her jacket.

Then Paul took her hand and led her to the door and out.

“Ah, what a lovely spring day,” he said.

“It’s cold,” Laurie said sullenly.

“Nonsense. It’s just a little bracing. Maybe if you dressed better, and not in that skinny little coat you’d feel warmer. You should get a coat like your mom has.”

Laurie sniffed. “You know how much those cost?”

“Well worth it,” Paul said. “you’re not cold, are you, Cheryl?”

”N-No,” she gulped.

She was cold. The bastard! She was wearing nothing beneath the jacket, and the chilly air was sliding right up her thighs. Of course, her groin was a little hot beneath the steel belt, and her nipples were starting to ache with warmth as she moved. The length of the chains meant that each time she walked and her breasts wobbled her nipples tugged against them.

“So you going to buy me one?” Laurie asked suspiciously.

“Sure. Why not?”

Laurie blinked in surprise, but still looked suspiciously at him, wondering if he was worried she would tell her mom what he did, hoping to shut her up by buying her presents.

She looked past him at her mother, frowning. Her mother was quiet, even quieter than usual, and had an odd look on her face. She looked good in the coat, though. Which meant Laurie would look good in it too. In fact, she had borrowed it a time or two. The fact was that her light jacket was fine for high school, but she was supposed to be a woman now, and she felt sometimes she should wear something more – sophisticated.

A long leather coat would look fine on her.

It felt odd being around Uncle Paul like this, embarrassing. Yet she felt no threat, not with her mother there, and in public. And after a few minutes her embarrassment wore off. Her uncle was acting so natural, after all, as if nothing had ever happened between them. Well, she would be very careful when alone with him again, but she would try to act natural, too, at least when her mother was around.

They walked for several blocks to the mall, the two “adults” in leather, with black leather shoes, and Laurie feeling very much the kid as she slouched along in her tennis shoes, faded jeans, sweatshirt, and light ski jacket. She glanced at her mother a few times. She looked very cool, very good, very adult and sophisticated, and Laurie felt a little annoyed at herself. She was an adult, after all. She straightened her back. Why was she still acting and dressing like a kid?

Well, because she had no money, of course. She barely made much more than spending money working at Video Heaven.

“I need a real job,” she said.

“No kidding,” Uncle Paul replied.

She scowled. “I do. Like, an office job or something.”

“You want to sit at a desk and answer the phone?”

‘You have to start somewhere.”

“You should go to college,” her mother said.

Laurie rolled her eyes. “Forget it. I hated school, and I was never much good at it. I barely scraped through high school.”

They reached the mall and Laurie jumped down from elevated sidewalk into the parking lot. Her mother and Uncle followed, but her mother let out a gasp which drew Laurie’s head around. “You okay?”

Her mother jerked her head up and down, her face a little flushed. “I-I just misstepped,” she said.

“It’s those cheap boots,” her uncle said. “You should get a good pair.”

They went into the mall and wandered up and down. Cheryl wondered just how much her uncle’s guilty conscience might be worth to her, and why her mother was acting so strangely, sweating and out of breath. The walk hadn’t been that far. Maybe her uncle should get her exercising, she thought, sourly. She snickered as she imagined her mother’s shock if Uncle Paul grabbed her ass.

They wandered into one of the small shops, and her mother bought a green top. Laurie was fingering a gorgeous nearly sheer blue top and trying to think what she might wear under it when her uncle looked over her shoulder.

“That would look nice with your hair,” he said.

She frowned a little warily, but nodded. “Yeah. It’s a hundred bucks, though.”

“Sold.”

Her eyes widened. “Really?!”

He nodded. “As long as you promise not to wear it without something underneath.”

She snorted. “As if!”

But she also thought he had a lot of nerve suggesting she might walk around parading her tits when he’d been biting them the other day. Pervert! No way she would wear this with nothing beneath. She never went braless anyway, of course. Then again, she thought, obstinately, she could wear it if she were going to a club where the lights were very dim. Her breasts were awfully firm, and in the dark, well, the shirt wasn’t completely sheer. Maybe she would! If she wanted to, of course. With a bra under it.

They went further up the mall. Her uncle led them into the leather shop, and Laurie began to feel a sense of excitement as they examined the leather coats. Jeez, was he really going to buy one of these for her?!

“Try this one on,” he suggested, handing her an ankle length duster.

“I would look hot in this,” Laurie said enthusiastically.

She didn’t notice her mother and uncle looking at each other, or her uncle’s grin.

“Looking good, kid,” her uncle said. “But it sure don’t go with those tennis shoes and that sweatshirt.”

“Yeah,” Laurie said, frowning at the mirror.

“Maybe one of these,” he said with a lazy grin.

Laurie rolled her eyes a little at the leather mini. “I don’t think so.”

“Your mom used to wear minis.”

“No way.” She looked at her mother, who shrugged and nodded.

“Yeah, I had great legs.”

“You still have great legs. Here, try one.”

Her uncle handed one of the minis to her mother, who looked at it with an odd glint in her eyes. She looked at her brother, then at Laurie. “I will if you will,” she said.

Laurie stared at her in astonishment.

“Think of how good it’d look with that coat,” her uncle said. “And that shirt you bought.”

It would look great, Laurie thought uncertainly.

“Wait, and to complete the picture - .” Her uncle tugged on her wrist and led her to the shoes and boots. Laurie let out her breath at the high, black stiletto heels he picked up. Her mother would never have let her wear boots like that a year ago. Of course, they couldn’t have afforded them a year ago, and she was still a girl then, but still - .

“Oh try them on and see.”

They got her size, and Laurie went into the dressing room carrying it all, thinking of how cool she’d look with them all on. She slipped off her tennis shoes and peeled her sweatshirt up and off, then skinned out of her jeans. She felt a little flutter of excitement as she always did when nearly naked in a sort-of public place. Just the other side of the curtain strangers were passing by, chatting and shopping, and she was standing there in her black lace bra and thong.

She pulled the boots on first, then felt an upsurge of excitement as she looked at herself in the black lingerie and boots. She licked her lips, laying her hands flat against her stomach. She did look hot!

She pulled the shirt on and buttoned it up, then slid on the skirt, her excitement mounting. Man, she looked intense! Her friends would be so fucking jealous!

If she ever dared wear it, of course. She’d never worn a mini before, and this one was short and tight. Her fingers tugged at the hem behind, and she turned, not trusting her eyes that it covered everything that needed covering. Boy it was short! She’d never dare wear it anywhere that wasn’t dark.

But she looked fucking hot, she thought enthusiastically.

She pulled on the coat and flipped her hair over the collar, looking at herself, letting the coat hang open.

Oh yeah!

She looked mature, sophisticated, sexy. And definitely not poor.

With the jacket hanging open she could easily see the outline of her black bra through the blue shirt, but it was a flirty, sexy kind of show which really didn’t show much. She turned from side to side, posing, delighted at the image.

“Come on out, honey. I want to see what you look like,” her mother called.

In her excitement, she practically forgot about her uncle, pulling back the curtain and stepping out into the store.

“Wow!” her mother said.

“Very hot,” her uncle said.

For an instant, Laurie realized her mistake, and blushed as she thought of her uncle seeing her like this, seeing her bare legs, seeing the bra through the shirt, thinking of how sexy she was. But then she was distracted by seeing her mother. Her mother had bought a shirt which was satiny and not at all sheer. Now she wore it over a black leather mini, and her legs were great. She looked hot and sexy, and Laurie stared at her in disbelief.

“Wow, mom, you look hot!’ she said.

Her mother flushed a little and looked down at herself. “You think so?”

“Yeah. Jeeze!”

“You both look hot,” her uncle said.

Laurie had let her coat gape open. There was something about her uncle’s voice which reminded her of that, and yet instead of simply being embarrassed she felt a surge of womanly pride. She hesitated in closing the coat, feeling a sense of arrogance in her beauty.

“I’m going to change,” her mother said.

Laurie started to say something, then paused in surprise. There was something odd about her mother’s blouse. And then she realized her mother wore no bra, which was really strange, and there was something strange about what was pushing against the inside of the blouse. Her mother turned away before she could be sure, but what she thought she saw rocked Laurie.

Two round ring things pushing against the thin satin, as if her mother was wearing nipple rings. Not possible! No way! She stared at her mother’s retreating back as the woman went back into the dressing room and tugged the curtain closed, then turned to see her uncle looking down at her. She blushed and pulled the coat closed and he gave her a wink which sent her scurrying back into her own dressing room in confusion.

Her mother with nipple rings!? Her mother!? No way!

Her eyes must have been mistaken.
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Paul took a quick look around, then slipped into the dressing room with Cheryl. She had already removed the blouse and skirt, and gasped, jerking around as he came in behind her.

“Paul!” she hissed

Without a word he spun her around, rolled the gloves down, and snapped the manacles together, then turned her around again and shoved her to her knees as he pulled out his cock.

“Someone will catch us! Laurie - .”

He shoved his cock into her mouth and she gurgled and moaned around it.

“Suck cock, whore,” he whispered.

He pulled her face forward and his cock plunged into her throat. Cheryl gagged weakly as her face was jammed into his pants, her wrists twisting feebly against the manacles behind her. Her brother began to immediately fuck her mouth, and there was little for her to do, really, nor little she could do. He thrust in hard and fast, his cock ripping up and down inside her throat as his big hands squeezed together around her head.

She gurgled and gagged weakly, trying to keep as quiet as possible, painfully aware of her daughter changing in the room next door, of people walking past, of the scene which could be acted out in front of Laurie if they were discovered.

Her face jammed into Paul’s groin repeatedly. He seemed intent on coming without ever pulling his cock back out of her throat. Her head began to pound from lack of breath and her chest began to burn. She felt a growing sense of anxiety, of panic as the need for oxygen became more and more desperate.

Paul jerked his cock out and came, spewing his semen over her face. Thick wet wads splattered over her forehead and nose, over her cheeks and lips as he groaned in excitement. He finished and rubbed his cock over her face, smearing the semen in.

“I want you to kiss Laurie, do you understand me, slut?” he whispered. “I want you to kiss her with my come on your lips.”

He turned her around and unfastened the manacles, then slipped quickly out of the dressing room. Cheryl knelt on the floor, panting for breath. Her hand went between her legs and squeezed against the base of the vibrator sticking out of her pussy, moaning softly, wishing she could get at her clit.

But urgency pushed her to her feet and she quickly pulled on her coat as she heard Laurie emerging from her dressing room and talking to her brother.

Her face felt a little sticky when she emerged. Laurie was looking at her a little oddly, and Cheryl flushed, wondering if she could possibly have heard anything. Surely not! “Well, are we all set?” she asked.

Paul paid for everything, and they walked home, Cheryl feeling her nipples pulling against the rings, erect and aching with the need to be sucked. Now that it was past the little incident in the dressing room seemed incredibly exciting to her. She could hardly believe she’d sucked Paul’s cock in a dressing room like that! It wasn’t even a closed dressing room. Anyone who passed by could have seen her knees and his feet below the curtain! Shit!

She thought of kissing Laurie several times. They idea was more than a little exciting. She could even kiss her on the lips! Laurie would never imagine her uncle’s semen coated her mother’s lips. But she was indignant at the same time. She was not going to help her pervert brother get his jollies at her daughter’s expense.

Of course, if she didn’t he would probably punish her. But with the vibrators purring away inside her belly, and the wickedness of what she had just done gripping her mind the idea of being punished seemed more exciting than daunting.

They got home, and whenever her brother frowned at her Cheryl simply gave him an arrogant look, a look she knew he had always disliked. She’d used it deliberately when they were kids, and then, when they’d become lovers, she’d found herself using it as well, knowing it irritated him, thrilled by the anticipation of what he would do to her.

Laurie hurried upstairs with her packages, and Cheryl moved to follow. Paul grabbed her arm and jerked her back, glowering, and she pulled free. “Let me get out of these or Laurie is going to wonder why I’m still wearing my leather coat.”

“Maybe I should make you walk around like that without your coat,” Paul growled, “So your slut daughter will see what a slut mother she has.”

Cheryl didn’t answer, though she felt a tightness in her chest and belly as she walked up the stairs. She passed Laurie’s closed door and went into her own, then locked the door and pulled off her coat and boots. She stared at herself in the steel, did a little shimmy dance, then removed the collar, wincing as she unclipped the chains from her nipples. She took off the manacles, and the belts around her breasts, then removed the one around her waist, shuddering as she slowly pulled the still buzzing vibrators out of her pussy and anus.

She tossed them on the floor, fell back onto her bed, spread her knees wide, and began to masturbate. It took seconds before her hips were rolling and her breaths were coming in ragged gasps and pants. Her fingers rubbed frantically along her sex as she squeezed and kneaded her breasts.

She relieved the incident in the dressing room, saw herself sucking on his cock in the small room, saw people walking back and forth, saw the sight that would have shown below the curtain, her lower legs and knees before a man’s legs and feet. Oh there would have been no doubt, none.

In her mind the curtain was drawn open and a crowd of people stared, gasping, some with disapproval, some with excitement, as Paul rammed his cock into her mouth and down her throat.

Then he had offered her to the other shoppers, and a line of men formed before her, their hard cocks twitching as they waited her attention.

And Laurie would emerge from her dressing room, little Laurie, staring in awe and disbelief at how hot and sexy her mother was, at how wicked and sexually desirable she was as she turned on the entire male population of the store with her hot body and wanton ways.

She drove her fingers deep as a colossal orgasm rolled over her. She arched her back again and again, moaning and shuddering as the pleasure ripped through her body and mind.

“So good! So good!” she croaked.

She thrust three fingers deep into her dripping pussy, pumping them wildly in and out, her knees spread out wide to either side as her head twisted and thrashed from side to side. “Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she gasped.

Paul was going to punish her! He was going to punish her bad!

Her tongue rolled over her lips, tasting his semen, swallowing it down as the orgasm crested and slowly eased off. Then she went limp, groaning, arms falling still as she closed her eyes and relaxed.




Chapter 5

She was a little nervous when she came back downstairs. Paul said nothing, just gave her that look, the one that said she was in trouble. Then Laurie skipped down the stairs. She’d gone back to sneakers and jeans. But she was wearing the blue top with a t-shirt underneath. She pulled on the leather jacket.

“I’m going to go show Sara,” she said.

“Uhm, now? Isn’t it kind of late?” her mother asked anxiously.

“It’s not even four, mother.”

“But dinner is soon!”

‘I’ll eat at Sara’s. Bye!”

Cheryl watched the door close, and then turned slowly, her heart pounding. She’d been counting on Laurie’s presence to keep her brother’s punishment toned down. Now he grinned at her like a cat who’d just caught the mouse.

“Well, little sister. I think it’s time for your punishment,” he said.

“Now Paul,” she said placatingly.

“Downstairs, little sister. There’s something there you haven’t seen yet.”

He took her wrist, and Cheryl was still excited enough not to really resist, despite the mounting anxiety she felt.

He made her strip, of course, then he placed thick leather restraints around both ankles. He produced something new, then, a length of leather, like a long, thin bag.

“What’s that?” she asked uneasily.

“It’s a sleeve.”

“A what?”

He turned her, ordered her to clasp her hands together, then slid the sleeve up over them, and up her arms. At first it was easy, but the higher it went the tighter it got, forcing her arms back farther and farther, her shoulders aching from the pressure. The sleeve thing went up well past her elbows, and then he tightened a strap at the end, forcing her arms even more tightly back.

“Ow! Paul! You’re going to break my arms!”

“I know my business, slut. Don’t worry.”

He slipped a thick leather strap around the lower part of the sleeve, over her wrists, and pulled it tight, then another one around her upper arms above her elbows.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

He worked her arms back farther and harder, so that her shoulders screamed, and then her elbows were actually jammed together, and he was buckling the strap in place.

“You’ll get used to it, slut. Now kneel.”

She knelt, panting, excited, and saw him take out a huge silver vibrator. He squatted in front of her and set the base of the vibrator on the floor beneath.

“Sit on it, little sister.”

“I-It’s big!” she gulped.

“Just right for your slutty cunt. Sit!”

Moaning, Cheryl eased down, shifting her knees further apart, gasping as the stainless steel vibrator made contact with her slippery set pussy lips. She felt the rounded head push in, push her sex lips back, then back more. She felt them begin to strain, then to ache as she let more and more weight down.

“Oh! Oh!”

“Take it, slut.”

She did, forcing herself down, shuddering in pleasure as her pussy ached from the fullness. The fat steel vibrator pushed deep into her belly, seeming to utterly fill her. Then Paul produced a butt plug, a big one, and began to work it into her anus.

It took a few minutes, and she was highly aroused, not far from orgasm by the time the butt plug and vibrator were in place. He made her lay back then, and attached her ankle restraints to a metal bar.

Cheryl gasped as he lifted the bar and her legs were pulled straight up. Her bottom was raised off the floor, too, and she rolled back on her shoulders as Paul lifted her ankles high and attached the bar to a hook overhead. Looking up the length of her body, Cheryl saw the hook was attached to a chain which went through a ring in the ceiling.

Paul moved to the nearby post and began to turn a crank, and Cheryl squealed as her ankles were pulled higher, her shoulders slipping off the floor, then her head. She was fully upside down now, gasping excitedly as her body twisted very slowly.

But Paul wasn’t finished.

He moved around behind her and seized her arms, then fed a strap or cord through the end somehow and – pulled. She grunted as she felt her wrists pulling up, felt her shoulders pulled back, her back bowing, bending. Now her upper body was bent well back, her breasts hanging straight down from it. Paul pulled her hair together and braided it roughly behind her head, then pulled on it.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” she gasped.

He ignored her, and somehow tied her head back. This kept her head up and back, which at least solved the throbbing she’d been getting from the blood rushing to it.

Paul’s “rope tricks” had gotten a lot more sophisticated since they were kids, she thought dazedly.

She watched him slide a wide metal pan below her, wondering what it was for. There were wires connected to it, and he plugged them into an electrical box of some kind with dials and switches. Then he measured out a pair of chains and clipped them to her stainless steel nipple rings. The chains hung straight down below her, just touching the metal plate.

He grinned at her, then stood up and reached between her legs. He ran his fingers along her sex lips where they gripped the vibrator, then turned the device on. It buzzed between her legs.

He went back to the little control back and crouched there, his fingers on the buttons as he looked up at her.

“We never had any time to get into electric play, did we little sister?”

Cheryl stared at him, not understanding.

“I’m going to electrify that metal plate. You know, the one those two chains are touching. And your little nipples are going to get fried.”

Cheryl stared at him in disbelief. She could not actually see her breasts or the plate any more because of the way her hair forced her head up. Her eyes rolled down in shock, then at him, and she watched him turn a switch. He was joking, she thought a bit frantically.

Then she began to feel a tingling in her nipples.

It was not – not – terrible – or even really – bad, she thought, as her nipples buzzed with the electricity surging into them. In fact, it almost made her nipples vibrate the way the steel sex toy in her pussy was - . “Ahh!” she cried, jerking back violently as the soft buzzing suddenly grew to a crackling shock.

She arched her back, pulling her chest up, lifting the chains free of the plate.

“Fuck!” she cried, her body still trembling a little in the aftershock.

“What I’m going to do is set this to cycle through the different range of power settings. Sometimes it will be a soft, low buzz. Sometimes it will be a heavier pressure that will make your entire body shake and tremble. And now and then it will rise to the same level you’d feel with a stun gun.”

“N-No! Don’t!” she cried, holding herself up, the chains dangling lightly just above the plate. “Paul! Do something else! Please! Spank me! Spank my bare ass! You know you like that!”

“Ah, but so do you, little sis. I want to punish you in a way you won’t like.”

“I’ll be good!” she whined. “Please.

“A hint, slutty girl. You can’t keep yourself up like that for very long. If you wear yourself out you won’t be able to pull your nipples back when the power goes up higher. You should relax. Maybe the power setting has gone down by now.”

“No!” she cried.

“You won’t have any choice soon,” he said with a smirk. “Back’s already starting to give, isn’t it?”

It was. She was already bent back, after all, her arms lifting her upper body up and back. She had to strain her arm, shoulder and back muscles to bend herself back more, and already all of them were aching.

“I’ll be good!” she whimpered.

He ignored her, and she slowly, anxiously eased her muscles, crying out and jerking back as the chains made contact with the metal plate and electricity crackled up their length. But it was the low setting, and she eased her muscles again, letting the chains fall back, gulping in air as the low power electricity thrummed and made her nipples buzz.

“I’ll suck your cock!” she gasped. “Don’t you want me to suck your cock?”

“You’ll do that anyway, slut.”

“You can fuck me in the ass!”

“I can and will.”

Another sudden surge sent power rippling up the chains and into her breasts. She screamed and jerked her upper body up and back, breaking the contact.

“Please Paul!” she cried.

“Please Master,” he said.

“Please, Master! Please, Master! Please can I suck your cock, master!?”

“How about if instead you give me a present.”

“Okay! I will!”

“Your daughter.”

She gasped and moaned, her back and shoulders aching. How long did the high level power stay on? She eased down a bit at a time, unable to see how far the end of the chains was from the plate. They made contact, and she let out a little cry as the low level power buzzed through them.

“Oh!” she moaned.

“Give me permission to fuck your daughter.”

“N-No!” she panted.

“Give me permission to fuck Laurie’s tight little ass.”

“No!”

Another jolt sent her jerking up and back with a cry of pain. The power was a jolt to her system that left an echo behind so that she trembled and moaned and blinked her eyes dazedly.

It probably didn’t stay up high very long, she thought frantically.

She eased lower, and felt the lower level power purring through her.

“Give me permission to tie your whore daughter up and fuck her,” Paul demanded with a lewd grin.

“N-No,” she gasped.

The power began to surge, but not like before. Instead of a sudden painful blast it simply increased so that the buzzing grew much more powerful and she began to make a warbling noise of pain. She pulled her upper body up and back more, breaking the contact, gasping for breath.

“That’s the medium setting. You can’t outlast it, you know,” he said.

She moaned, her back aching, her shoulders aching. She waited, body trembling, then eased lower. The chains made contact and she yelped and jerked back. The medium setting was still on.

“Please,” she gasped. “Please Master Paul!”

“Now you have to beg me to fuck your daughter,” he said.

He was probably going to anyway, she thought desperately.

Her back muscles were on fire, and her body was spasming and shaking. The chains dangled, swinging a little, and each time they brushed the plate she felt a jolt of electricity that made her gasp and jerk back.

But he was right. She couldn’t hold herself up like this for much longer.

“Please!” she gasped. “Please, Paul!”

The chains made contact, and she moaned in relief at the low power setting, relaxing her overworked muscles. Her nipples buzzed again, but that was nothing.

“Come on. Beg me to fuck little Laurie,” he urged. “You know I’m going to anyway.”

“No,” she panted stubbornly.

The power level began to rise and she moaned and whimpered. Her nipples burned and the power flooded through her breasts and into her chest and body. She shuddered and trembled and shook. At last she could take it no longer and grunted with effort as she arched her back further. But she couldn’t hold herself up for very long, and the chains made contact. A jolt of electricity ripped into her nipples, and another, and another, as she struggled to keep her chest up just a little, and kept failing.

“Ah! Oh! Ungh! Ow! Agh!” she cried, each time the hanging chains made contact with the plate.

Then the power surged and she screamed at the sudden jolt of power, her eyes bulging. The pain leant her strength and she jerked her chest up, trembling violently as she tried to hold herself in place. She gulped in air, sweating heavily now, but her body was growing weaker with every second. She lowered herself and screamed as the same high tension power ripped into her breasts and body.

“Please!” she screamed. “I’ll fuck you!”

“Beg me to fuck your whore daughter.”

Cheryl grimaced, and her aching muscles gave way, dropping the chains back to the plate. Now it had the medium power, and she shuddered and jerked and trembled as it sizzled up the chains and into her nipples.

“P-P-P-Please!” she stuttered, her voice warbling with the power coursing through her.

“Please what? Please fuck my daughter?”

She was growing exhausted. Her shoulders and back ached fiercely, and every sharp blast of electricity left a series of aftershocks in her trembling body.

The power dropped to the lower setting and she went limp, gasping for breath. Paul moved in front of her and thrust his cock into her open mouth, then straight down her throat, pumping it in and out as he looked down at her, gripping her braided hair as he jerked her in and out to meet his strokes.

Cheryl gurgled and gagged and choked as his fat cock pumped in her mouth and throat, then coughed violently as he pulled free and released her.

“Beg me, slut.”

“Please,” she moaned.

The power surged up to the higher level and she screamed and jerked her chest up, arching her back more. But she couldn’t hold it, and the chains danced with electricity every time she relaxed, every time the pain in her back and shoulders forced her down. She screamed in a high-pitched warbling, animal voice, the sound barely human as the power ripped through her body.

The power eased to the medium setting and she sobbed weakly.

“Beg me,” Paul ordered.

“Please f-fuck her,” she moaned.

“Who?”

“Laurie,” she panted.

“Beg me.”

“Please fuck my daughter,” she groaned exhaustedly.

“Please fuck her ass,” he said.

“Please fuck my daughter in the ass,” she groaned, defeated. “Please fuck Laurie. Please sodomize her tight little ass. Please ram your fat cock down her whore throat.”

He knelt before her, grinning. “Please tie her up and fuck her,” he said, “And beat her and whip her and torture her.”

She moaned, then the power surged to the medium level and she let out a broken sob. “Yes! Please fuck Laurie! Please tie her up and beat her and whip her and use her and – and gang bang her and give her to dogs and make her a prostitute! Make her your dirty little whore slut like I am!”

“Well, since you asked,” he said with a sly grin.

He bent and turned the knob, and the power dropped to the lower level.

“I guess that’s what I’ll do then, sis. In the meantime, you can enjoy yourself down here for a while.”

He produced a ball gag and shoved it into her mouth, then buckled it behind her and walked up the stairs, turning off the lights and closing the door.

In the cellar, Cheryl moaned around the gag, waiting helplessly for the power to surge up again. But it didn’t. And after long minutes she relaxed with a long, low groan of relief.

All she had now was the low level electricity. It made her nipples tingle and buzz, made her breasts throb, but it was not really painful.

She thought about Paul grabbing Laurie, raping her, beating her. She knew he wouldn’t, of course. But it still made her feel guilt and shame that she had given in and begged him to do all those things to her.

But he would fuck her, she knew. If he could. If she didn’t refuse. But Paul was talented. He’d work on her, and she had a sudden image of her daughter kneeling naked, chained, as Paul rammed his cock down her throat.

It was – not as terrible as she might once have thought. Oddly, and perhaps because of her dazed, sweating, exhausted state, and aching body, the image was more than a little – hot.

“Where’s mom?” Laurie asked.

“She went out for a bit. Your friend like your coat?”

Cheryl nodded, wary now that she knew they were alone in the house.

But her uncle made no move towards her. He returned his attention to the TV as she slipped off her tennis shoes, hung up her new leather coat and, clutching her packages, turned and trotted up the stairs.

Her heart was pounding a bit as she rushed one particular package up to her room and locked the door behind her. She’d ordered it on the internet, and had it sent to Sara’s home. Sara was a comparative innocent, so hadn’t questioned why Laurie had had the “makeup” sent to her place. And with the new coat distracting her, she’d hardly even asked about it.

Now she tore at the wrapping, cursed, and then fumbled in her night drawer for a pair of scissors. When the package fell open she let out a soft gasp, her eyes wide as she stared at the dildo.

“Shit,” she whispered in awe.

She took it out of the box, licking her lips, feeling her lower belly thrumming and throbbing now with anticipation and excitement. No more bananas for her. No more toothpaste tubes or batteries taped together. She squeezed her small hand around the thick black latex cock, excited at its perfect shape, the fat helmet head, and the long, fat length of it.

It was really too big, she thought. She hadn’t thought it would be quite this big, or quite this thick. The length didn’t really matter, though, she supposed, as she dropped it on the bed, reached down, and peeled her t-shirt up and over her head, tossing it on her desk. She undid the catch on her jeans and pulled the zipper down, then tugged them down and stepped out of them, tossing them on top of the t-shirt.

She reached behind her and undid the clasp on her bra, then shrugged off the shoulder straps. She looked up, gazing at herself in the big mirror over her dresser, and let her hips sway a little, her body undulating as she slid her hands up and down her silken flesh.

“Sexy!” she whispered.

And she was. Her soft, thick, luxurious hair spilled halfway down her back, a glossy, glistening chestnut, framing a lovely oval face. Her eyes were wide and bright brown, her nose small, her cheekbones high, and her lips full and sensuous, her skin flawless, with a light golden tan. Her breasts were perfectly firm C-cups, her areolas now puffed up like little raspberries, her nipples stiff and tingling. Her slender waist flared into womanly hips, and her buttocks were round and tight and firm.

She ran her hand down her flat belly and then into the top of the narrow thong, rubbing at the thin line of hair over her slit, then did a little twirl, rolling her hips and giving herself a little grind a she admired her look in the mirror.

She turned and peeled the thong down and off, then climbed into her bed, picking up the dildo as she rolled onto her back. She gazed at it again, then licked at the head. No, that wouldn’t be enough. She rolled out of bed, holding the dildo, and scooped a jar of hand cream off the dresser, then dropped back into the bed, raising her knees and spreading them wide.

She put some hand cream on and around the head, then slipped some between her pussy lips, rubbing her finger up and down along her slit. She moaned in pleasure as it rolled across her clitoris, already warm and swollen, then drove her finger deep into her pussy and pumped it in and out.

Holding the dildo in both hands she guided it down to her pussy and pushed it against herself, twisting it a little from side to side, pushing in and pulling back, pushing in, and pulling back, gasping with excitement and effort. Her sex lips were forced in and back, but did not seem to want to stretch quite far enough to admit the fat girth of the dildo. They strained, aching a little, and she kept pushing, gasping in pleasure, in excitement, in arousal as she slowly managed to get the plump cockhead inside her.

She groaned in delight, feeling the tautness of her sex lips around the head, enjoying the sensation of being penetrated as she took her time working it deeper and deeper.

Although she’d used other objects on herself she was still, after all, a virgin, and she was very tight. But with patience, she began to work her muscles loose, her own lubrication adding to the hand cream as she got inch after inch of black latex cock in through her sex lips. It absolutely filled her, and she was exultant, delighted at the feeling, gasping for breath as she drew her knees up and back further, pushing hard on the dildo to force more of it into her snug pussy.

She resisted touching her clitoris, which throbbed demandingly, swollen and hot and wanting her attention. She would wait, she thought, gasping as she worked the dildo slowly in and out. She would wait until she could get as much of it inside her as possible, until she could fuck herself freely with it.

It ached. When she pushed it really deep – it ached. But the ache was simply delicious, and even after her pussy muscles had loosened and she could pump the big dildo in and out with some speed she continued to try to force it deeper, loving that ache, loving the knowledge of how deep the dildo was in her throbbing pussy.

She pulled it free entirely, moaning, letting her knees spread wide in mid-air so that the tendons in her thighs strained and ached. She rubbed the head up and down her moist slit, then penetrated herself once more, gasping in delight as she slid the dildo deep into her belly.

And then it was time.

Her chest was rising and falling rapidly as she pumped the dildo. She pumped faster, then removed her right hand, using only her left as she slid her fingers onto her clit and began to stroke. Her fingers were still slippery, and the sensation as they rubbed across her throbbing clit was indescribably wonderful. Almost at once the pleasure and heat surged higher, and she began to gasp aloud, moaning softly as she pumped the dildo and rubbed at her clit.

She let her eyes close, gasping, moaning, imagining herself and a big, powerful, handsome man, imagining him taking her, riding her, plunging his big cock down into her sex as their tongues danced together. The man’s features were blurry, and then they shifted slowly, and it was her uncle. She cringed slightly, but the image was too exciting – her uncle atop her, thrusting into her. Would his cock be as big as this, as thick as this, as long as this? Would he thrust it into her like this, hard, deep, fast?

She felt the power building, felt her body nearing climax. Her knees jerked up and down as she thrust the dildo in deep. And then the climax exploded deep inside her lower belly. She arched her back, gurgling in wondrous pleasure, throwing her head back and rolling it from side to side as she pumped the dildo violently and ran her finger back and forth over her burning clitty.

She sighed and slowed her movements, burying the dildo inside her and leaving it there as her hands fell away. She let her knees hit the bed on either side of her and rested, chest heaving. But the feel of the deep penetration, the feel of the fullness inside her, kept her body aroused and her mind excited. She pushed no the head after a bit, then began to pump once more.

She got out of bed and looked at herself in the mirror, pumping the dildo up and down as she spread her legs obscenely, then turned and bent, twisting her head back to look over her shoulders.

She returned to the bed and lay down, drawing her legs up and back. She grunted with effort, pulling her legs back tightly, rocking back and reaching with her bare foot for the headboard. She got her foot beneath it and used the leverage to roll herself back, then got the second foot beneath as well. Her bottom was lifted up now, elevated, and she stared up at her pussy and the dildo protruding from between her sex lips.

Then she began to pump it in and out, gasping, moaning, growing more and more aroused as she worked the dildo deep. She began to stroke her fingers across her clit once again, panting and groaning low in her throat as she stared at it plunging in and out of her sex.

It was so good!

She loved the feel of it so deep inside, loved the feel of it slicing wetly back and forth through the tight tube of her pussy, through the taut lips of her sex. Was it her imagination, or could she push it even deeper now? No, it was going deeper! Somehow her pussy had made room for more of it, and thought it ached her arousal grew more powerful as she continued to pump.

Another orgasm washed over her, and she shuddered and bucked violently, her bottom jerking up and down as her eyes rolled back in her head.

This dildo, she thought, as she let her legs fall heavily to the bed, was going to be a lot of fucking fun! She lay there, regaining her breath, feeling hot and nasty and sexy. With it still inside herself she stood up and stared at herself in the mirror. She didn’t even need her hands to keep it in. She could see the black base sticking out between her thighs, no more than two inches. That meant she had ten inches inside her!

Excited, she let her fingers stroke the line of her sex where the dildo emerged, let them tug and twist the dildo a little.

It would probably feel even better with some baby oil to ease its way, she thought.

Grinning at herself, she pulled on her dressing gown, leaving the dildo inside her, then unlocked her door and went to the bathroom. She closed the door, locked it, took off the robe, and again admired herself in the mirror. She did a seductive little dance.




Chapter 6

Laurie ran her hands up through her hair, arching her back a little as she stared at herself in the mirror. Her hips rolled slowly.

The door opened.

She let out a yelp of shock and jerked her arms down over her breasts, twisting to put her bare bottom against the wall and stare at the door as her uncle Paul stood there, looking at her.

“Wh-what?!” she cried, face reddening in embarrassment, frantically wondering how much he’d seen.

“Wanted to ask you something,” he said, his voice slurred, his eyes hooded as he came into the room.

Laurie backed up, her eyes jerking away, searching for her robe. She started towards it but he moved quickly, and then was in front of her, grinning.

“Uncle Paul!” she protested, backing away again as he moved closer.

“What?” he asked with a little leer.

“I-I need my robe,” she gulped, face flaming.

“Why? I like you like this.”

She backed against the wall, heart pounding, and he stopped inches from her, grinning down.

“You got a great little body there, Laurie,” he said.

“Please leave,” she gulped, jerking her face aside as he leaned closer.

“That ain’t very friendly. I’m your only uncle, you know.”

She gasped as his hand came down on her upper chest, just below her neck.

“Uncle Paul! Stop it!”

“Stop what? I’m not hurting you,” he said. “Show me those boobies again, honey. They looked just great.”

“No! Let go of me!” she cried.

But he took her slender wrists and, grinning, forced them up and away from her breasts, slapping her hands back against the wall to either side of her head as he laughed down at her.

Laurie cringed in humiliation, her head twisting aside, her face down, unable to meet his eyes.

“Let me go!” she begged.

“You have a gorgeous body,” he said.

Despite her shame and embarrassment Laurie felt a surge of pride at the awe in his face.

Then he forced her wrists towards each other along the wall, and pinned them together above her head with one large hand. The other free, dropped to her left beast, and Laurie gasped in shock, hardly able to believe it as he cupped her soft breast, then began to work his fingers into it.

“Stop it! Don’t! Please!” she cried, her body twisting from side to side, unable to pull free.

“Soft. Fucking soft,” he sighed. “Gorgeous little teenage slut.”

“I’m not a slut!” she gasped. “Let me go! I’ll tell mom!”

He kissed her, on the lips, and her eyes widened in renewed shock to feel his lips on hers. She twisted her head aside, and he tried to follow. She twisted her head back, and forth, and back, pulling away, not letting his lips stay long. But he only snickered in enjoyment, his fingers continuing to knead her breast.

“What a hot little bitch you are,” he panted, running his hand down her belly and between her legs.

“No! Don’t!”

Laurie snapped her thighs closed on his hand, twisting her hips from side to side.

“Come on, baby. You know you want it. Let Uncle Paul teach you all about sex.”

“Leave me alone!”

Instead he forced her locked wrists down behind her head, pulling her slightly forward from the wall, then grabbing her hair behind her head. He pulled it into a fat wad and jammed it in against her wrists, using his hand to hold them together.

“Ow! Oh please! Don’t!” Laurie cried as he pulled her wrists – and hair – down sharply.

Her head was forced back, and her back arched sharply, thrusting her firm breasts up and out.

“What a beautiful sight!” he exclaimed, staring at them in awe.

He ran his free hand over them again and again, fingering the stiff little nipples, pinching and rolling them between his fingers and thumbs.

“Your nipples are awful stiff, honey. And boy, they sure are getting long! I bet they’re pretty sensitive, too” he said, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger.

Laurie was gulping in air frantically, head spinning, heart thumping, pulse racing. Her body was continually trying to twist from side to side, but with her hair pulled back there was little she could do. In fact, to keep her balance her legs spread instinctively, and she cried out as her uncle’s hand slipped between, firmly cupping her pussy through the thin lace and cotton of her thong.

“Tell Uncle Paul how much your hot little teen body wants it, Laurie,” he growled.

“No! I don’t! Let me go!”

“You didn’t say that when you came on my fingers the other day, you sexy little babe.”

His hand slipped into her thong and her eyes bulged. His big, work roughened fingers rubbed at her still-moist pussy and he chuckled at the feel of her wetness.

“You’re wet, little slut!” he crowed. “You’re hot and wet for me!”

“No!” Laurie cried, panicked, mortified.

He laughed in delight, and then tore her thong off.

Laurie’s hips jerked at the tug, and then she was nude, and shuddering in shock and fear and alarm as her uncle pawed and rubbed and groped at her bare pussy.

He pulled her against him, still holding her wrists down hard, still forcing her back to arch as he pulled on her hair. Now he began to chew along her exposed throat, licking and biting and growling as his free hand rubbed at her pussy and his fingers pushed at her hole. It was still relaxed, still moist, and his fingers pushed up easily into her pussy.

Oh God, she thought, shocked, he’s going to fuck me!

She was frightened, but not terrified. It was her uncle Paul, after all, and despite what he was doing, despite his drunkenness, she knew he would not really hurt her. Yet she was mortified and angry at his pawing of her naked body, and horribly anxious about what he was going to do next.

And yet, despite that, she felt a fleeting wonder at the sensation of his hand, a big, male hand, cupping her pussy, at someone else’s fingers pushing at her, sliding up inside her. Her body, already warm and relaxed, did not mind his rough pawing at all. In fact, it kind of liked it.

And when he bent and began to lick and suck and chew at her breasts, at her nipples, she felt a jolt of excitement ripple along her spine.

“Don’t! Oh don’t! Please! Let me go!” she panted.

But he didn’t. He was sucking and chewing on the centre of her left breast, his tongue licking excitedly at the stiff nipple and throbbing, swollen areola. And he now had two fingers inside her pussy, pumping them up and down inside her. Laurie was stunned, shocky, unable to think clearly, still burning with embarrassment as her uncle, holding her easily by wrists and hair, pulled her forward and then pushed her against the side of her desk.

She let out a yelp of alarm as he forced her to bend over, and tried desperately to keep her legs together.

Then he let out a bray of delight, and jerked up on her hair. “What’s this baby!” he cried in delight. “What’s this!?”

He jammed the dildo against her face, and Laurie blanched in shock and dismay, then gurgled as he pushed it into her open mouth.

“You dreaming about black cock, Laurie? Is that it?” he chortled. “Did you pump this in your hot, little pussy and pretend it was some black boy?”

She tried to shake her head, but even as he let go of her wrists he held onto a thick chunk of soft hair, pulling back on her head with another braying laugh, pumping the dildo in and out of her mouth. She grabbed his wrist now, trying to push it back, but even drunk he was far stronger than her. He laughed and released the dildo, pulling her arms back now, twisting them back behind her, up between her shoulder blades.

“You know you want it, you gorgeous little slut, and I’m gonna give it to you!” he crowed.

Again he pulled back on her hair, bunching it up and wrapping it around the hand holding her wrists up between her shoulder blades, then he tried to force her legs apart.

“Spread those beautiful legs, Laurie,” he leered.

He slapped her bottom sharply and, shocked, Laurie cried out in pain.

“Come on, spread em!”

Another hard slap sent hard, stinging pain ripping into the teenager’s soft bottom, and she cried out once more.

“Don’t! Please!” she begged.

“Maybe you need a spanking, little girl,” he said.

He slapped her bottom sharply again, then again, then again, each blow making her howl as her bottom stung fiercely. Laurie was not a girl used to pain, and she jerked her legs apart, half sobbing in anger, shame and pain.

“That’s it, sweetie. Spread those legs wide,” he said, his hand now caressing her bare pussy, sliding up and down it.

He picked up the dildo again and then thrust it into her gasping mouth.

“Suck that black cock, Laurie,” he sneered, pumping it in and out. “Go on. Make it nice and wet so it can go inside you!”

She gurgled and gagged as he pumped the dildo in and out, now jabbing it against the inside of her cheek, now scraping it along the roof of her mouth, now threatening to push it right down her throat.

He pulled it back suddenly and she gasped in relief, then cried out as she felt it rubbing against her soft sex lips.

“Please!” she wailed.

But he ignored her, pushing into her body, thrusting it deep into her soft tunnel as she shuddered and bucked and twisted helplessly.

“Just giving you a hand, honey. Don’t tell me you haven’t done this before.”

He pumped it in and out, and then thrust it deep, holding it there as his fingers rubbed at her clit.

“Ungh! Oh! God! Ungh! Don’t! Ungh! You’re h-hurting me!”

“You love it!” he laughed, pumping the dildo in and out, thrusting hard and deep.

He slapped her bottom and she squealed and bucked against him.

“Wait until your mom finds out what a big, fat black dildo her baby likes to ride!” he chortled.

He jammed the dildo deep and left it there, letting his hand roam across her quivering buttocks, then pulling on her hair, forcing her head up and back, slightly lifting her chest from the desk so his free hand could roughly grope and fondle her breasts.

Then he pushed her down firmly and pulled the dildo out.

“Maybe you’d like something better, huh, little girl?”

She heard his zipper go down, and moaned, struggling wildly now, but hardly able to do more than roll her hips a little against the edge of the desk.

She felt him against her, his soft, moist flesh, flesh that was too fat and soft to be fingers, too soft to be the dildo. It rubbed firmly up and down her still moist sex opening, then pushed into her.

“Noooo!” she moaned.

“Yeahhhh!” he cried.

He thrust himself into her and Laurie cried out, eyes wide, as his cock ploughed through the soft, tight, slick folds of her sex, forcing her pussy tunnel wide as it drove into her belly. He was not quite as wide as the dildo, but the difference was hardly enough to tell. And he seemed just as long, his cockhead jamming deep into her gut as he laughed down at her.

“You got it, baby! You got it! There it is! You like it!?”

“Nooo! Take it out!”

“No fucking way!”

He forced himself still further, and his voice was now getting ragged, filling with drunken excitement.

“Oh fuck! Oh shit you’re tight! What a hot little cunt you have, Laurie!”

His hand slapped her bottom sharply.

“Keep those legs spread, slut!”

She cried out, jerking her legs further apart, moaning, as he began to pump in and out. She was no longer a virgin, she thought dazedly, and stared wildly at the wall behind her desk as her uncle began to fuck her, to ride her, his hips working in and out, his hot, stiff cock pumping back and forth in her belly.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Please!” she gasped as her uncle rode her.

She felt a sense of disbelief, of unreality, hardly able to believe it was happening. There was very little pain, however. Her earlier masturbation had prepared her pussy well, loosened it up, and left traces of oil as well as lubrication inside her. Her uncle’s cock was tight in her pussy, but able to move easily back and forth. The pull on her hair stung worse than the hard cock raping her.

He was drunk, of course. He didn’t know what he was doing. Damn him! God damn him! She moaned and laid her head against the desk, gasping and panting as his hips began to slap against her buttocks, his cock slicing in and out of her as he rode her.

He was being crude and rough, and yet, he wasn’t. His cock was thrusting deep and hard, but not hard enough to actually hurt her much. She was already wet, after all, and her pussy had been given a good workout by the dildo. Yet she felt demeaned, degraded, humiliated and used.

Even so, as he continued to thrust into her she felt that easing. Despite herself she was remembering the drunken boys who had mounted her, and comparing them to what her uncle was doing now. He was moving much more steadily, using much longer strokes, and much more even ones. He paused several times, his cock deep inside her belly, and ground his hips against her upraised bottom.

Her wrists continued to be pinned up between her shoulder blades by his big hand, and she knew she should feel more outraged by that than she was. If he were a boy, if he were a guy her age, she would have been more angry. But some part of her felt that an older man, her uncle, had more right to – to control her – to dominate her. She didn’t think of it in so many words, of course, but she had begun to get used to being ordered about by him, to having him tell her way to do.

And so it seemed – if not natural – at least less outrages the way her powerful uncle was forcing her now, and more natural for her to submit to his will.

“How does that cock feel inside you, baby?” he asked, pausing, his belly pressed hard against her buttocks.

“B-bastard!” she panted.

He slapped her bottom and she yelped at the sting.

“Show respect, baby. I’m your uncle.”

“You’re hurting me!” she exclaimed.

“You want to be hurt, sweetie,” he said, leaning into her, grinding his pelvis against her. “Your body needs a good raping.”

‘I-I don’t!” she cried, shocked at his words.

“You don’t? You buy a plastic cock to use because your pussy wants a cock in it. You’re a hot, sexy little slut with a dynamite body and you want cock.”

“I don’t!”

“You’re just like your mother at your age. She was a hot little slut, too.”

Laurie gasped at the thought as her uncle resumed pumping, slowly now, but with long, deep strokes.

“She loved cock. Her body needed it. She was never happy except when she had a big cock or two inside her.”

“Y-You’re lying!” she panted.

Again he slapped her bottom, and again she yelped at the stinging pain.

“No, baby, your mom was a kinky little slut, and I bet you are too.”

‘I’m not!”

“You’re not, eh? I bet I can prove differently,” he said.

He pulled out of her, then let his fat, mushroom shaped cockhead rub up and down along her narrow slit. Despite herself Laurie felt the quivering sensory pleasure of his touch, and moaned, twisting weakly against his hold.

“Let’s see if we can prove you’re a kinky little slut, Laurie,” he said.

She had dumped her tennis shoes on the floor by the desk. He bent over and scooped one up easily, then began to pull the laces free. He let go of her wrists, but even as she straightened, gasping, his left arm went around her, and his body pressed her against the edge of the desk as he pulled the lace out of the shoe.

“What are you doing!? Let me go, Uncle Paul!” she pleaded.

“We’re going to prove you’re a hot, kinky little slut, Laurie,” he said, grinning.

“I’m not!”

“Then we’ll prove you’re not,” he said reasonably.

He gripped her right wrist suddenly, and Laurie gaped as he wrapped the lace around it again and again.

“Stop it!”

He ignored her, of course, then pulled her back by the hair. He pulled the desk chair back and turned it, then pushed her belly against it and bent her over. Gripping her right wrist, he forced it down and forward, pushing on the back of her head until she was bent far forward. Then he wrapped the long lace around the top of the chair leg and tied it off.

“Stop it!” Laurie gasped, trying to undo the lace with her other hand.

Her uncle ignored her for a moment, picking up the other shoe and quickly pulling the lace free. He took her left wrist, pulled it away from where she’d been trying to untie her right, and pulled it down to press it against the left front leg of the chair, then tied it in place.

Laurie was in a state of shocked disbelief. First her uncle had fucked her, and now he was tying her up! Yet, there was less fear or alarm or even embarrassment than there might have been. He had, after all, done his worst already. He had fucked her. So while she stared in shock and tried to pull free from the laces she was more anxious than terrified. Especially when he spread her legs and tied them to the back legs of the chair.

“Okay, Laurie, now let’s prove whether you’re a kinky little slut who loves cock or not.”

Laurie moaned, gasping, panting, jerking her head from side to side as she tried to see behind her. She felt an intense sense of embarrassment at being so lewdly positioned, bent over, legs spread, with her uncle behind her. She was so nakedly displayed!

And then she gasped as he gripped her hair and pulled her head up and back. No sooner had her mouth opened than the dildo was inside again, and she gasped and tried to twist free to no avail.

“Suck that cock, honey. Get it all moist and wet,” he said, grinning.

He released her hair and her head fell forward, almost touching the seat of the chair. She felt the dildo rubbing up and down along her slit and moaned, pulling and tensing against the laces binding her wrists, and against whatever he had used to bind her ankles. She felt the dildo rub up and down, up and down, then sink slowly into her, forcing her sex lips in and back.

It took little effort for him to push it deep, and she groaned and gasped as he shoved at the base, trying to force the whole thing inside her.

“What a tight, sexy little pussy you have, baby,” he said, his fingers rubbing along the edges of her taut sex lips.

And then he dropped to his knees behind her, and Laurie cringed even more redly as he stared into her pussy. She moaned, resting her chin on the seat of the chair, gulping in air as she felt his fingers probing and stroking. Then her eyes and mouth both went wide as she felt his thumbs press against the top of her slit – well, the bottom in this position, spreading her flesh a little as his tongue flicked out against her.

She’d never been licked down there! And the feel of his tongue was – exquisite! Yet she felt a new surge of embarrassment at her uncle putting his very mouth against her pussy, and pulled with renewed vigor against the bonds holding her in position.

Her uncle’s tongue flitted out again and again; teasing her clitoris, then pushed out more firmly and began to lap at her there. His fingers stroked along the edges of her taut sex lips as his tongue licked at her throbbing clitoris, and at the same time he nudged at the base of the dildo, making it jab lightly against the deepest wall of her sex.

For almost a full minute there was nothing said between them. Laurie gasped and moaned and pulled in short, ragged breaths while her uncle licked at her pussy. She tried to tell herself it meant nothing, but she knew better as her body began to respond to the delicious tactile sensations coming from her sensitive clitoris. Her uncle’s tongue was making her groin and lower belly simply burn with a wild sensual hunger, and that burning was spreading through her body.

He pulled his tongue off and let his lips suck lightly at her clit, kissing and massaging it, his nose grinding against the base of the dildo and pushing it deeper. Laurie moaned and twisted, eyes closed, trying to resist the call of passion as her body became more and more inflamed with hunger and need.

“Poor Laurie,” he said in a mock, sympathetic voice. “Poor fucked schoolgirl, poor little tied up bondage baby.”

He slapped at her bare bottom and she gasped and jerked.

“Tied up and fucked!” he said in mock astonishment. “A hot, sexy, slutty teenage slut getting what she deserves.”

He slapped her bottom and again Laurie yelped and twisted.

“Stop it!” she begged.

Instead he began to lick at her pussy once more, and Laurie shuddered as waves of powerful sensory pleasure washed over her body and mind. It was affecting her mind, lick alcohol, like a drug, the hunger and sexual need was twisting her thoughts into dark passion and excitement.

Her uncle seized the dildo and began to pump it strongly in and out, and she gasped and moaned and panted for breath as the heat grew worse.

He stood up and she felt the dildo pulled free, then his cock thrust into her. She groaned, the heat inside her growing impossible to resist as her uncle began pumping. He gripped her hair, forcing her head up and back, and his finger pushed into her mouth, caressing her tongue before pulling back. A moment later she felt it pushed against her wrinkled anal opening.

“No!” she moaned, shocked.

He only chuckled, pumping harder as his finger pushed slowly into her back opening and slid deeper. “You love it, little slut,” he said. “Soon you’ll be begging me to fuck you in the ass.”

The idea was a shock to Laurie’s system, yet it seemed to twist something ugly inside her, something that was like oil on the fire which was consuming any thought of resistance.

“Nooo!” she moaned.

But his finger pushed deeper and deeper, and was now pumping slowly in and out even as her uncle pumped his cock inside her pussy.

“Poor little Laurie, the hot, beaten bitch,” he said in mock sympathy.

His thumb was pushing in and out of her anus now, twisting, turning. His other hand reached beneath her, cupping and squeezing her breasts. Then it slid up between her legs and his finger began to rub against her clitoris.

“Oh!” she cried, unable to suppress the shocked pleasure.

He laughed.

“Slut!” he cried. “You’re a kinky slut! Admit it.”

Laurie’s head shook weakly even as she moaned and gasped in pleasure.

Her uncle picked up the pace, thrusting harder, deeper, his cock hurting a little now as his hips slapped against her bottom. The finger against her clitoris was wet, and rubbing slickly against the hard, swollen, sizzling little button as the chair shook to the hard hammering blows of his hips against her.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Ahh! God! Ungh! Ahhh!”

It was too much for the girl and the orgasm howled through her body and mind with such power she began to thrash violently against the chair, her pussy on fire as her uncle rammed his cock into it with savage speed and force.

Her uncle rode her through it, his finger stroking, his cock pounding, his other finger pumping in and out of her anus as the orgasm shook her for long, long seconds. It was the most powerful she’d ever had, and the longest, and she was exhausted by the time it ended, drooping limply across the back of the chair, her jaw slack as her chin hit the seat, her entire body feeling a weary languor.

Her uncle stopped thrusting into her and then pulled out. She felt the dildo jammed into her instead, and for long seconds he seemed to be gone. She didn’t care, moaning softly, gasping for breath. She hadn’t even been able to breathe during her extended climax, and now she was just getting her breath back.

She felt something against her anal opening, something hard and slippery, but paid it little attention even as it forced her anus wider and still wider. She began to blink her eyes at last as it pushed into her, pushed deeper. At first it had an easy entry, but as it pushed in her sphincter muscles began to tighten against it.

“Wha – what - .”

He slapped her bottom sharply and Laurie yelped, even as the thing pushed deeper.

“Just a little dildo, honey,” he said. “Did you think you were the only one who had them?”

He had a dildo, she thought fuzzily. Why would her uncle have a dildo?

She groaned as it pushed forcefully into her anus, and as she shook off the lazy languor of her climax she felt her cheeks growing hot. She was so – naked – back there! And now her uncle was grossing her out by putting something into her ass!

“Uncle Paul!” she moaned. “Please stop it! Please let me up!”

He came around in front of her, and she felt her long hair being combed through his fingers, then twisted around his fist as he lifted her head up. She found herself at crotch level, staring at his naked cock, which was still hard. He had stripped, she saw, and she gulped as she stared at his hairy groin and the hard, thick prick pointing menacingly at her mouth.

He thrust it forward and she gulped as it slid into her mouth. She tried to shake her head, but he had her hair in a tight grip, nor could she pull free. His cock was pressed down against her tongue now, filling her mouth, and while his left hand held her hair his right slid under her chin.

“Suck it, Laurie,” he ordered. “Show me what a cock hungry little slut you are.”

She could not even shake her head as he held her too tightly. His cock was moving in and out in short little pumping motions. She didn’t want to suck it, though. She rolled her eyes anxiously upwards and met his as he stared sternly down. “Suck it, or I’ll give you a spanking you won’t soon forget!” he said.

Her bottom still stung and he pulled his right hand from her chin and slapped it against her bottom to remind her of what fresh blows felt like.

Laurie began to suck.

She ran her tongue across the underside of his cock as he pumped slowly in and out, her cheeks pulling in and she worked on his staff. She told herself that if she could get him to come he might then untie her and let her go. Yet there was also something lewdly, wickedly exciting about sucking her uncle’s cock like this, all tied up and helpless.

He let his hand push against the base of the dildo protruding from her anus, pumping it slowly, working it deeper and deeper. Laurie moaned around his cock, feeling it jamming into her belly alongside the first one.

“Hot little cock sucker,” he growled. “That’s it. Let me feel your tongue against my cock, bitch.”

The words were not cruel nor angry but – obscene – and shocking to her, shocking to hear them coming from her uncle, and somehow, darkly exciting and arousing.

He pumped deeper, his cock gagging her several times as he pumped the dildo into her anus.

“I bet you’d love to have all your little boyfriends come over and see you like this,” he said. “Laurie the hot slut, all tied up and bent over and ready to be gang banged.”

She moaned again, trying to deny the mental image which sprang unbidden to her mind, and which sent crackling sexual electricity up her spine.

“Hot sexy Laurie the fuck toy,” he purred. “The abused sex toy, with her legs spread and her cunt all ready to take big black cocks.”

“Can you swallow cock, bitch?” he asked. “Can you deep throat a big cock like a true whore? I bet you can. Did you know your mother can swallow a twelve inch cock all the way to the balls?”

She stared along his shaft at his groin, astonished by his words, excited and embarrassed at the same time.

“Just swallow it, my hot little slut,” he said.

And then he thrust forward and gagged her as his cockhead jammed against her throat. Her eyes widened and she struggled helplessly as his cock punched through into her very throat, and she moaned in alarm and shock as it slid slowly down her gullet.

Her uncle’s right hand returned to grip her beneath the chin, holding her head steadily, his other hand tightening in her hair as he forced inch after inch of cock up through her lips and into her throat. She gurgled helplessly, writhing and twisting as her uncle’s groin pressed against her nose, then jammed it back against her face. Her lips pressed tightly around the base of his cock shaft and he ground his pelvis into her with a groan of pleasure.

He pulled back slowly, inch by inch, then began to pump in and out, up and down her throat as he held her head tightly in place.

“That’s it. That’s it, you beautiful little fuck toy,” he grunted. “Swallow that cock, bitch.”

He pulled slowly out and back, and Laurie choked and gagged as the cockhead finally popped out of her throat, pulling free of her mouth and dragging a long, thick stream of saliva with it as she gulped in air raggedly.

“Good girl,” he said in a sincere voice. “Excellent job for your first time, Laurie. You’re going to be one heck of a little cocksucker when you’re fully trained. Even your mother didn’t master it that easily.”

She tried to shake her head again, couldn’t, and moaned, her chest heaving as she breathed in deeply. He slid his cockhead forward against her lips and she tried to close them, but the hand under her jaw squeezed, his fingers digging painfully into her jaw, and her mouth opened involuntarily to admit his fat cockhead. It slid in and out of her mouth, pumping, then pushed back into her throat.

She was a little more ready this time, and though she gagged it was much easier. She was surprised, in fact, at how much easier. It still felt terribly strange, and she had to fight against her instinct to gag, but having done it once she knew she could do it again, and in any event had little choice as she felt his cockhead sliding deep into her throat.

“Hot little slut,” her uncle said through the pounding in her ears. “Hot, sexy little fuck toy. You can tell all your slut girlfriends about how you swallow to the balls now.”

He pumped in and out of her throat, holding her head steadily, using longer, faster strokes now that Laurie was getting used to it. Then, suddenly, he pulled out and released her chin, holding her by the hair as he pumped his cock. She gulped in air as he held her head up, eyes slitted, moaning, staring at his cock. It erupted spurting long wet chains of white droplets over her chin and cheeks and nose.

He sighed in pleasure, then rubbed his cock against her face, smearing the semen into her skin as his cock began to soften.

“What a good little cocksucker,” he said in approval.

He released her hair, ran his hands over her head and body, then left the room again. Laurie swallowed repeatedly, her throat sore, trying to understand what had just happened, what her uncle was doing, what he had said.




Chapter 7

He returned, and Laurie turned her head to see him. It looked like he was holding another dildo, and she moaned weakly, wondering forlornly how long he would continue to attack her like this.

He knelt beside her, and she heard a buzzing sound, then gasped and jerked as he touched something to her body in between her pussy and anus. It buzzed and vibrated, and she knew at once what it was, though she’d never had once before. She pressed her lips together, her pulse picking up as she stared between her legs, trying to see what he was doing.

His fingers took turns pumping the dildos in her pussy and anus, working the latter very deep now as he let the vibrator slide down between her thighs and begin to tease at her clitoris. At first it was uncomfortable, and Laurie gasped and moaned in complaint, begging him to stop. Yet the intense sensations began to shift and twist inside her, and the discomfort turned into something entirely different.

Despite herself Laurie felt her body beginning to rouse once more, felt her clitoris quiver and shiver and pour heat through her belly. Her uncle began to rub the vibrator directly across her clitoris now, and she gasped and moaned excitedly, trying to mask it, her body quivering in response.

“Don’t! Oh don’t!” she moaned.

“You know you love it, little slut,” he replied.

And she did! God, it was doing amazing things to her!

He pulled the dildo free of her pussy, then thrust the purring, buzzing vibrator deep into her belly in its place. She could still feel the vibrations through her belly to her clitoris, but they were less intense. On the other hand, the dildo was jammed against her very cervix, and it was having a strange affect there, as well.

Then her uncle pushed his face between her thighs and began to lick at her clitoris. Laurie couldn’t stop herself from letting out a yelp of shocked pleasure, of jerking her hips back against his tongue as her clitoris burned and throbbed with incredible intensity.

Her uncle slapped her bottom sharply. “Slut!” he said.

She yelped in response.

He licked at her clit, then slapped her bottom again. “Whore!”

Again she moaned and jerked.

He licked her clitoris hard, then pulled away, crawling around to the front of the chair. There he jerked her head up by the hair and crushed her lips with his, his tongue pushing deep as she stared dazedly into his hungry eyes.

He eased back an inch. “Tell me you’re my slut, Laurie,” he growled, his fingers twisting in her hair.

He jammed his lips against her again, his tongue twisting against her own before he pulled back.

“Tell me you’re my slut, baby! Tell me!”

“I-I I am!” she gasped.

He crushed her lips again and this time her tongue pushed back against his.

“Tell me you’re my slut!”

“I’m your slut!” she moaned.

He crushed his lips against hers with bruising force.

“Hot, slutty little bitch!” he growled. “You want to be my slut, don’t you?”

“Yessss,” she groaned.

“Say it, slut!” he ordered, pulling on her hair.

“I wa-want to be your bitch!” she cried.

“Tell me you love my cock, bitch!”

“I do! I love your cock! I love your cock!” she cried.

Their lips crushed together again and his hand came up to squeeze and knead her breast. Then he pulled back, his eyes gleaming. “My tied up little slut niece,” he growled. “I should beat her and screw her, shouldn’t I? She’s a nasty, dirty, slutty little girl!”

He produced a clip, like an alligator clip, and slid it beneath her right breast, snapping it against her nipple.

“Oww! Oww! Don’t! Oh! Uncle Paul!” she pleaded, twisting and pulling.

“Hot little sex toy,” he said.

He slipped another clip around her stiff left nipple and then snapped it closed. Laurie yelped and twisted and begged him to take it off as her nipples burned with pain. Instead he attached a fine line to one, pulled it down under the chair, then up the other side and slipped it into a small hole in the other. Then he tightened the line so that her nipples pulled down hard, stretching and stinging.

He chuckled at her whining complaints, then crushed her lips with his again and stood up, her hair in his fist.

“Suck cock, sex toy,” he growled.

She moaned as he dropped his flaccid cock into her mouth, closing her lips and sucking as his other hand ran over her buttocks, then down between her legs to finger her throbbing clitoris. He worked the dildo and vibrator in and out of her body as she licked and sucked his cock, then pulled his hand back, lifting his cock high, leaning in, feeding her his balls and letting her suck and lick at them.

His cock stiffened, and he thrust it into her mouth again, then drove it down her throat and pumped it in and out.

“Dirty little slut,” he said. “Nasty, cock hungry little fuck toy. You love being my sex toy, don’t you, slut? We’ll call you slutty slave girl from now on.”

He pulled free, and let her hair go, then moved around behind her. He pulled at the dildo in her anus, then tugged it free. Almost immediately his cock thrust into her in its place, and Laurie shuddered from head to toe to know her uncle had sheathed his cock in her anus.

He pumped in and out, his hands racing over her body, now pulling at her hair, now plucking at the lines holding her nipples tightly, now caressing her clitoris.

“How does it feel to be fucked in the ass, Laurie?” he asked. “You hot little slut beast.”

He pulled back out and shoved the dildo back, then gripped her hair, pulling it back sharply. Laurie opened her mouth in a cry of pain, and something was shoved into her mouth, a fat, round ball that his fingers pushed deeper. It filled her mouth, holding her lips up and back, and a strap pulled back around behind her head to hold it in place.

“Dirty little slut girl,” he said.

He slapped her bottom and she jerked and moaned into the gag at the sting.

He left the room, leaving her as she was, moaning, gasping for breath. When he returned he had a long, thin stick in his hands, which he bent this way and that. She moaned and twisted against the bonds holding her in place, but he merely chuckled as he moved up behind her.

She felt the thing slipped between her thighs, then rub along her slit, over her clitoris. Her hips jerked up involuntarily and a spasm of lust rolled through her.

“You’re my hot, little fuck toy, Laurie,” he said. “Such a nasty, slutty girl has to expect to be punished, don’t you think?”

He snapped it sharply across her bottom and she squealed in alarm as the sharp stinging pain ripped through her flesh and mind.

“Sexy little slut toy,” he taunted. “Hot, dirty little slave slut. You’re being tortured, little fuck slut. How do you like that?”

Again he snapped the switch across her bottom, and again and again, each blow making her yelp and squeal in pain.

Every few strokes he paused, letting the thin, smooth wood slip between her thighs and saw back and forth against her sex, against her clitoris.

“How many boys should I invite up to fuck your ass, Laurie?” he asked. “How many men should I bring in here to see you like this and give you a good, hard raping?”

She squealed again and again as the switch cut across her pale bottom. Her buttocks were soon burning hot, and the heat seemed to diffuse the stings, to dull them so that she could merely grunt and moan at the fresh blows.

Her uncle paused, dropped to his knees, and energetically licked her clitoris once more, sucking and kissing it as Laurie mewled and moaned into the gag, tears filling her eyes, her mind swirling with chaos and confusion, with heat and lust and pain and shock.

He moved around in front of her and pulled the gag free of her mouth, kneeling to put his face even with hers as he lifted it.

“Tell me you love cock, slut.”

“Please,” she moaned.

He twisted his fingers in her hair. “Tell me you love cock,” he said more demandingly.

“I-I love cock!” she gasped.

“You want my cock instead of being punished, little whore?”

“I-I – yes!” she gasped.

“Beg for it.”

“P-Please fuck me,” she gasped.

He pulled at her hair more. “Not good enough, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Uncle Paul!” she wailed.

“Beg me to use you, bitch dog.”

“Please use me, Uncle Paul!”

“Beg me to pound your dirty little whore cunt.”

“Please pound my dirty little whore cunt!” she cried, the words twisting and digging at her body and mind, making her burn with wicked excitement.

“Please fuck my slut ass,” he said grinning.

“P-Please fuck my slut a-ass!” Laurie panted.

“Tell me you’re my whore slut bitch.”

“I’m your whore slut bitch!” she cried.

He laughed and shoved the gag back into her mouth, fastening it behind her.

He tugged on the line which was clipped to her nipples and Laurie yelped and cried out. Then he removed the clips and she cried out again as her nipples burned fiercely. He moved around behind her and let his hands run over her bottom, then pumped first the dildo in her anus then the vibrator in her pussy before pulling the dildo free and thrusting himself deep into her anus again.

His hands moved to her breasts, kneading and squeezing them. The fiery pain which had gripped her nipples now began to ease, and they began to tingle and throb with relief. Now her uncle’s fingers stroked across them, and she hissed and moaned and bit into the ball in her mouth as her breasts caught fire, as her nipples burned with pleasure, as the wicked excitement roared inside her.

Her uncle was fucking her ass and she was going to come!

His right hand slid down between her thighs and his fingers rolled roughly back and forth over her clitoris, and Laurie’s body exploded. She screamed into the gag, and felt a strange, exciting freedom at the way it silenced her. She screamed again, and again, howling and twisting, bucking back against her uncle’s raping cock as he rammed it deep into her rectum, his hips bruising her bottom as he thrust into her.

The orgasm rose higher, then higher still, so that her entire body shuddered and twisted and bucked in violent convulsions. And even as it eased it seemed, impossibly, to pick up again, rising higher and higher so that she screamed again. A flittering thought across her mind picked up the idea that she’d heard somewhere – an idea that some women had multiple orgasms. It flitted through a mind twisting and roiling with wildfire sexual pleasure, drunk on sex heat.

The orgasm eased, and she began to go limp, but that hard, steady thrusting into her bottom continued, and her body continued to shake and jerk to the force of his thrusting. Her belly felt a dull ache with every deep thrust, and her breast and pussy burned as he rubbed her clitoris and pinched her nipples.

Another orgasm rolled over her, and another, and another, as she twisted and writhed and thrashed in mindless sexual fever. And then her uncle finally gave a wild cry of passion as he rammed his cock into her bottom and she knew he was coming, too, spurting out his seed into her rectum.

After her uncle left, Laurie lay naked on her bed in a bruised, exhausted heap, staring sightlessly at the pillow, shocked, stunned at what had happened. She was sore in various places, and her entire body felt as though it had gone through the ringer. She had never felt so – so fucked.

What was she going to do?

Her uncle had fucked her, had tied her up and sodomized her, had forced his cock right down her throat, and then had – had tortured her!

And she had loved it!

She felt numb.

She could not repress a strange little thrill which tingled along her spine as she thought of what he had done, at what she had been made to say, at the incredible orgasms she had experienced, and how incredibly hot she had felt. She’d never felt like that during sex, nor any other time. She’d never been so aroused I her life, and never come so intensely.

But it was wrong! No matter how exciting it had been! He was her uncle! And he was twice her age! He had fucked her! God! He had fucked her and fucked her and – and - .

She shuddered and let her hand slide down between her thighs, cupping her warm pussy. It ached a little, and she squeezed lightly.

If she told her mother – but what would happen then? Obviously they’d move somewhere else, to some dump, no doubt. Her mother would be furious. There’d be a big, ugly scene. She didn’t really want that.

She had a nagging little thought about the nasty things he’d said about her mother. The idea was weird. Her mother as a whore? Ridiculous. Obviously he had just said that, as he had the other nasty things, to arouse her, to shock her.

Unbidden, an image came to her mind, of her uncle doing her mother the same way he’d done her that afternoon. She shook her head, squirming away from it. Impossible! Her mother? Ick!

Her mother had fucked men, of course, she thought uncomfortably. She was an attractive woman and still had a decent body, she thought reluctantly. It was silly to think she’d dated men and only held hands or something. But what had she been like when she was younger, a teenager, and living with her uncle? Was her uncle a horny bastard then too? Had he tried to fuck her mother? Ick!

Her uncle was a sicko!

The phone rang and she stared at it. She had her own phone now, not like when they’d been poor – before they’d moved in with her uncle. She reached out and picked it up.

“Hello?” she asked softly.

“Laurie, I need you to come in this evening.”

It was her boss, Mr. Cameron, at Video Heaven.

“But it’s not my night,” she said hesitantly.

She didn’t want to work tonight, but on the other hand, it would get her out of the house, away from her uncle.

“Shannon called in sick.”

“Okay,” she sighed.

She had to shower first. She still had her uncle’s come on her face, she thought in disgust. She rolled slowly out of bed and stood up, still naked, and looked at herself in the mirror, before shifting her eyes away.

Sex toy!

She’d been fucked, all right. She’d been a screwed over, pounded fuck toy for her uncle.

She drew on a robe and scurried to the bathroom, then locked the door and turned on the hot water, then stepped beneath it, sighing in pleasure as it poured down around her. She soaped up quickly, a wary ear cocked for the sound of someone trying the door handle, but the feel of her body, slick with soap under her hands, made her slow, and fight back sensations of sensual pleasure.

Hot sexy slut!

Uncle’s sex toy!

She finished soaping up, then rinsed off. She got out of the shower feeling clean and pink, but was helplessly aware of her body, of her nudity, of the softness of her breast as they moved, as they dangled when she bent, as they pressed against her arms.

She blow dried her hair, brushing it out in long, quick strokes as the hot air played over it, bent forward over t he counter, and remembering how her uncle had bent her forward over the desk before he drove himself into her. She put a towel around herself, her head buzzing a little, knowing even as she opened the door that she was tempting fates, and shocked at herself for doing it.

She peeked out into the hall, relieved and disappointed at no sign of her uncle. Then she stepped out into the hall and hurried back to her room. She pushed through the half closed door and quickly shut it behind her, then yelped as her uncle smiled down at her.

“All clean now, slut?”

She backed against the door, gasping, staring helplessly as he loomed over her. His eyes moved up and down her, and he reached out and took the towel. She clung to it, white knuckled, and he pulled harder, then jerked it away.

She tried to cover herself feebly, and he gripped her wrists, as he had before, shoving them against the wall, crossing them above her head and pinning them with one hand.

“I-I-I have t-to work!” she stuttered.

“Do you?”

“I-I have to be there for seven!”

His eyes moved up and down her body, then his free hand pushed between her thighs and cupped her sex.

“Uncle Paul!” she moaned.

“Aren’t you my little fuck toy?” he asked. “You said you were.”

“I-I have to work!” she panted.

“Okay.”

He released his grip on her wrists, but when she started to drop them he seized them at once, pushing them back above her head, crossing them, pressing hard as he glared at her. He released them again and she held them in place, heart pounding.

“So you’re going to Video Heaven?”

Laurie’s head bobbed weakly.

“Spread your legs more.”

He glared and she obeyed.

“I-I have to be there for seven!”

“Maybe if you’re late you can give your boss a blow job, like the little fuck beast you are.”

He lifted and squeezed her breasts lightly, then dropped to his knees before her and gripped her thighs, forcing them further apart. His thumbs peeled her sex lips open and his tongue began to lick at her pink flesh.

Laurie moaned, laying her head back, chest heaving, wrists crossed above her head as her uncle’s tongue dipped inside her, then twirled around, skimming up and down before riding up across her clitoris. Despite herself she gasped at the sensation

“Are you going to fuck anyone there?” he asked.

“N-No!” she whispered.

His finger pushed up inside her.

“Are you going to bend over a lot and show them what a tight, sexy ass you have?”

“N-No!”

He shoved his face into her sex, licking and sucking at her clitoris, and Laurie moaned helplessly as the sexual heat began to burn inside her.

He licked a trail up her belly and she shuddered, gulping in air. He mouthed her nipples and chewed and she mewled and twisted, arching her back.

He smiled and moved away, then plucked one of the lipsticks off her dresser and opened it.

He looked down at her naked body, and gripped her left breast, squeezing it as he wrote “whore” across the top. He gripped her right and wrote “slut”. He grinned and pushed the lipstick lower, then wrote across her upper belly “I love to suck cock”

“Wh-what are you doing?” she moaned, staring down, not able to make out the words.

“Reminding you what a slut you are.”

He turned her roughly around and wrote “fuck my ass” on her buttocks and “Uncle’s sex slave” across her back”.

“Bend over, slut.”

He spread her legs and forced a thick butt-plug up into her anus, slapping her bottom when she complained.

“What do you wear to work?”

“I-I… I don’t - .”

“Jeans? T-shirt?”

She nodded dazedly.

“Get your tightest jeans out.”

And so, under her uncle’s supervision, she pulled on her tightest jeans, the pair from the bottom of her closet that she was going to throw out because – well, they were too tight now, too small. A super tight T-shirt followed, one that didn’t quite reach her low riding jeans. It did hide the writing on her belly, though, but only barely.

Her nipples, hard, tingling, pushed out firmly against the thin cotton.

“Okay, slut. Off to work,” he said.

He gave her a deep, passionate kiss first, then a slap on her jeans clad bottom.

And so, dazed, her pussy throbbing, Laurie was forced to leave dressed as she was, with no opportunity to change. The video store was only a few blocks away, but she walked there in a fog of shock, anxiety and arousal. The flat base of the butt plug rubbed against her buttocks slightly, and the thick body of it shifted inside her whenever her body turned. It felt – weird.

What if someone saw the words written on her body!? She lifted the bottom of her shirt only an inch and the bottom of the writing appeared. She tugged it down again. The jeans were digging in tightly against her pussy, and in her present mood that did nothing to relax her. It was a warm night, but even so, her nipples were still stiff and hard. She tried to casually cover them whenever she passed someone, but she still felt a bit like an exhibitionist with only the thin T-shirt and no bra.

She got to the little mall and went inside, flushing a little as Mr. Cameron turned to look at her. She let her left hand come up and squeeze her right bicep, doing her best to hide her lack of bra and stiff nipples. He seemed to pay little attention, but as she turned away she caught his eyes flicking to her chest and flushed a little, embarrassed and, weirdly, a bit excited.

It was going to be a long evening.




Chapter 8

With Laurie off to work Paul returned to the basement where he’d left Cheryl hours earlier. She was no longer bowed down over the plate, of course. But he had decided to deepen their little fantasy game of bondage and submission, and so she was still tightly bound. She was hanging upside down from her ankles, which were spread wide. Her wrists were also bound down and wide, so that she was, essentially, spreadeagled.

She was hooded, and ring gagged, Elastic cords were bound to her nipple rings, pulling them outward, and large vibrators were jammed deep into her anus and pussy. Paul fondled her breasts as he passed her, then gave her bottom a slap.

Laurie hadn’t realized it, but he’d had a little tape recorder with him for much of their little sex session, and he had done a quick cut and splice job. Now he popped the tape into the little walkman he had set aside on the basement table and dropped it on the floor under his sister’s head. He knelt before her and slowly peeled the hood down to bare one ear. He shoved the ear bud into it, then rolled the hood back. He did the same with her other ear, then turned on the walkman.

He walked to the locked cabinet, the one Laurie had been told held tools, and took down a long flog. It was heavier than any he’d used on Cheryl before, but he thought she was ready for it now.

She would not hear his voice on the tape; only Laurie’s, calling herself his whore, his slut, his fuck toy, and then crying out in pleasure as she came.

He let her listen for a bit, let her recognize whose voice was shrieking in orgiastic pleasure, whose voice was calling herself a cock sucking whore slut, then he swung the flog down across her lower back.

She let out a muffled cry, and her body jerked against the chains holding it. She was already sweating, he saw, but it was about to get worse.

He swung again, and the long thongs spread out and cracked down across her shoulders, then again, then again. He slashed it up and down her back, then stepped to the side and let them curl around her waist and cut across her taut belly. He laughed as she squealed, and brought his arm up, the whip slicing directly down between her legs.

Thin red lines of pain were blooming across her body now, as Paul flogged her groin again and again and again, then turned on her buttocks, then moved around in front of her and began to flog her breasts. After fifteen minutes or so her body was slick with sweat, and covered in criss-crossing red lines. He knelt, pulled the penis gag free of the ring forcing her jaw wide, and pulled her head up and back, then thrust his cock through the ring and straight up into her throat.

He pumped hard and fast, pounding his groin into her nose as he held her face up, ignoring the gurgling, gagging noises coming from around his cock as he jerked off in her mouth and throat. He came quickly, replaced the gag, then left her for a while to play with his recordings.

He returned an hour later with a new tape. This time her own voice was interspersed with her daughter’s, saying similar things, and making similar cries of pleasure and passion. He set it to repeat endlessly, and turned up the sound.

Then it was time for the ball game. He left her as she was and went upstairs, then sat down in his recliner and turned on the Yankees. Life was good, and it would be even better if the Yankees won tonight.

For the first hour Laurie had tried to disguise her braless breasts, turning aside awkwardly, covering herself as casually as she could with her arms, even holding videos and DVD cases before her. But it was a busy night, and there had been too many times when she’d turned aside from one person only to be facing another. She’d hoped that at least her stiff nipples would soften, but that hadn’t happened.

She was still hot, still aroused, aroused in no small part because of her braless breasts, because of some kind of hitherto unrecognized exhibitionist part of her psyche. Her mind squirmed whenever she was facing someone and she thought they might notice she had no bra, but her lower belly fluttered excitedly at the same time.

Enough people had seen her after an hour that it seemed pointless to try to hide, but she still flushed a bit whenever she thought someone was noticing, doing a double take, staring at her breasts.

One of her jobs was to return the DVD and VCR cases to the shelves, and whenever she squatted low she felt the butt plug’s thick girth inside her abdomen, felt the crotch of the jeans pulling in even tighter against her pussy lips. Once she let her pussy grind down against her heel as she squatted. Another time she slid her hand up under her T-shirt and squeezed and kneaded her bare breast, then pinched and rubbed at her stiff nipples.

Her uncle was right. She was a kinky slut!

At halftime Paul went down to the basement. He turned off the tape briefly, then re-adjusted his sister. He unlocked one of her ankle restraints from the chain above and let it fall downwards, then tied a leather cord to her big toe and fed the cord down to a ring set in the floor. He unclipped the long chains attached to her nipple rings, replacing with short chains. Then she fed the leather cord through a ring set in the floor and tied it to the ends of the chains, making sure there was plenty of tension – but not too much.

He removed Cheryl’s hood and produced a comb, roughly coming out her long hair, pulling more than a few free as the teeth of the comb snagged on the tangled, matted hair. He gathered it into two lengths, then laid a length of cord in between as he began to braid them together into a tight, thick braid.

He wrapped the entire thing in another leather cord, then pulled, forcing her head up tautly. He fed the thicker cord up through the ring in the ceiling, the same one her ankle restraint was bound to, and tied it tightly to a second ring on her the leather cuff. Then, bracing himself, holding her leg to help support her, he removed the chain which had been holding her aloft.

She squealed into the gag as the leather cord took some of her weight, for the cord, of course, was bound only to her braid. And as Paul eased his grip on her leg more and more of her weight was on her braid, pulling it upwards.

He released her completely and she hung in place, one ankle high, and the cord going through the ring in the ceiling to the braid behind her head. The other leg was low, her toe bound through the ring in the floor to her nipples.

He smiled and checked his watch. Half time would be over soon. He picked up a lighter, thinner flog, stepped into position, and began to whip his sister’s pussy.

After five minutes or so he started the tape again and dashed upstairs just as the second half began.

Most of the men did not stare at her breasts, but they all seemed – aware of them. The T-shirt was too tight to begin with, and she would have drawn stares even if she’d worn a bra, and even if her breasts weren’t so swollen and her nipples so stiff. Her jeans drew a lot of looks, too, and it made her almost breathless to know men were staring at her butt, when she had a butt-plug up inside her.

And there were a lot of men in the store. It was a Saturday night, and they were the bored, the dateless, the guys without girlfriends. She felt an incredible sense of being watched, of being lusted after, of being hungered for. It was probably just her own arrogance, she thought a bit nervously. Did she think she was some kind of sex goddess all of a sudden?

But she knew she was attractive, knew she was shapely, and knew the men who were looking for videos on Saturday night would have loved to have taken her home instead.

Slut!

Her pussy was wet, and she suddenly felt a paranoid fear that it was so wet it was going to make the crotch of her jeans darken. She had to worriedly check every now and then, though she knew she was being silly.

As the evening wore on the place began to get much less busy. Mr. Cameron went home, leaving her and Jeremy alone. There were never more than two or three people in the big shop at a time now, so they had time to do chores, like cleaning and rewinding and putting stickers on new cases.

Jeremy was near the back replacing cases on a shelf when one of the men went to the cash, and Laurie nervously went up to join him. He had been in the shop for half an hour and had been eying her repeatedly. He’d also gone into the closed off “adult” section, and it always embarrassed her to rent out one of those to men. Of course, the men were often more embarrassed than she was.

But not this man. He stared boldly at her, and she flushed a little, reaching to take the cases from his hand.

“Excuse me, miss,” he said, holding one up. “Is this the letterbox version of Tight Teenage Twats?”

She flushed, even more aware of her braless breasts, her stiff nipples, unable to meet his eyes, but twisting her view off the near naked girl on the cover of the DVD box.

“Adult videos don’t come in letterbox, sir,” she said softly.

“Damn. I like letterbox. Don’t you?”

She nodded, reaching for the cases again.

“Can you do a search for me?”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

“Search for Big Titted Teen Bimbos.”

She typed the words into the computer, her pulse racing, and jerked her head.

“How about, Stiff Nippled Little Sluts?”

She felt a jolt to her chest, and typed the words in, shaking her head.

“Have you ever seen Stiff nippled little sluts?” he asked. “It’s a classic.”

“No,” she gulped.

“Nothing I like better than stiff nippled little sluts,” he said with a leer.

Red faced, Laurie looked past him at Jeremy, then took the cases from his hand and scanned them as quickly as she could, aware that he was staring unabashedly at her breasts.

“How about Tight Assed Little Bitches Fucked in the Ass?” he asked. “That’s a favorite of mine. Yes sir, nothing like tight assed bitches fucked in the ass. “

“That’s twelve ninety five,” she said, staring at the counter.

She saw him hand over a bill, and reached for it. He seized her wrist, and jerked her forward. She gasped, her eyes raising up to meet his as he reached out and cupped her breast, squeezing it roughly. She stared desperately past him at Jeremy, who had his back turned to them, and tried to pull away.

“Please,” she gasped.

“I’d love to fuck you, you hot little whore,” he whispered.

He released her and she stumbled back, turning to the cash. She had to fumble at the keys several times to get it to open and get his change. She placed it on the counter, but he caught her wrist again, and gripped her behind the head, pulling her forward to give her a bruising kiss. Then he pinched her nipple hard before releasing her.

He grinned and sauntered out, leaving her breathless, heart pounding, pulse racing, and her nipple stinging and sore.

After the game, Paul went back downstairs and whipped Cheryl again, this time concentrating on her breasts. Then he gave her pussy a light whipping before taking it into his mouth and soothing it with his tongue and lips. He was not surprised when she began to quiver and shake violently within seconds of his tongue touching her, or when she began to make high pitched noises through her gag as she came – and came again.

He let her down, at last, and laid her on the stone floor, clipping her ankles together, and pulling her wrists up behind her back to clip them together as well. He took a riding crop out of the cabinet and then had Cheryl crawl on her belly around the room, lashing the bottom of her feet or her buttocks whenever she slowed.

After she had sucked each of his toes and slid her tongue back and forth between them and over the bottom of his bare feet he took her on her back, shoving her ankles down behind her head and hammered her to another orgasm before spewing himself. Then he gagged her, hogtied her tightly and left her there for the night.

Now that he had taken Laurie – shown her what she was – there was going to be less pussy footing around. His slut sister and her whore daughter were going to be put in their proper places.

By the time Laurie got home she had been gripped by sexual tension for hours. She was both afraid her uncle would be around and want to – to do something – and afraid he wouldn’t be. She had not yet resolved the difficult problem of what to do about him, nor really been able to make any headway on it. She squirmed with discomfort at the thought of him touching her, doing things to her. It wasn’t right! She shouldn’t let him! Not only was he her uncle but even if he wasn’t he was an older man who she hadn’t even, well, dated. What kind of a slut let some old guy do stuff like that to her?

What she needed was a hot, studly guy around her own age, and she pondered how and where to find one, what clubs to visit, or which of the men she knew might be able to do the kind of things to her body that her uncle had done.

She was not a hot kinky slut! She wasn’t.

Her uncle just – knew what to do, that was all. But her mind shied away from why she had gone so crazy when he had tied her up and used her so roughly. She would have considered any other girl who’d reacted like that as a complete whore.

It was after midnight as she turned the key in the lock. She did it slowly, her heart beating louder as she listened for any sign he was awake. She couldn’t tell her mother, she just couldn’t! So she was going to have to figure out a way to deal with him somehow.

The downstairs seemed quiet, and she let out a little puff of relief as she closed and locked the door behind her. Yet there was an eerie little sense of disappointment, too. Her uncle did nasty, terrible things to her, yet a part of her loved it. And since he gave her little choice in the matter, well, he took her places she would never have dared go on her own.

The light snapped on and she gave a little squeak of shock and fear as her uncle looked across the room from his recliner. Laurie stared at him, wide eyed.

“Welcome home, Laurie. Have a good night at work?” he asked mildly.

“I-I – uhm, yes,” she said.

“Come over here.”

“I uh, I was going to bed and - .”

“You have no particular reason to get up early tomorrow. Come here. I think we need to talk.”

Well, that couldn’t be argued with, of course, but she would rather have talked somewhere – more public. Of course, that was silly, too, since they couldn’t possibly talk about stuff like that around anyone. Laurie walked into the living room slowly, warily, once again reminded that she was braless.

He stood up and she took a step back in alarm, but he smiled reassuringly.

“Uncle Paul I think - .”

“Take your clothes off, Laurie.”

Her heart skipped a beat.

“Uncle Paul, I don’t think - .”

“You don’t need to think, darling. You just need to take your clothes off.”

“I – we shouldn’t be - .”

“Now!” he said, his voice hardening. “Or do you want me to tan that pretty little bottom of yours?”

Without waiting for an answer he gripped the bottom of her t-shirt and jerked it up, forcing it up hard so that her arms lifted involuntarily, and yanking it over her head. Laurie stumbled back a bit, gaping, and started to cover her breasts, but he slapped her face lightly and she gasped and almost fell. He grabbed her arm and yanked her forward, then turned her and threw her into the leather arm chair.

She stared up at him, holding her cheek, panting.

“Always do what Uncle Paul says,” he said sternly. “That’s the first rule for hot little sluts like you.”

He bent over her and she shrank back into the big chair. He kissed her gently on the lips, then let his hands undo the catch of her jeans and pull the zipper down. He gripped the top and yanked, forcing them down, actually lifting her bottom off the chair as she tore the jeans over her hips and then up, lifting her legs high as he tore them up and off and tossed them away.

“Put your arms over the top of the chair,” he ordered.

Laurie stared at him, red faced, breathing ragged.

“Now, little slut.”

Laurie licked her lips and then put her arms up and back behind the top of the chair.

Her uncle smiled. “Good girl. Always obey Uncle Paul.”

He moved behind the chair, and Laurie felt something wrapped around her wrists, pinning them together, rope of some kind, soft, but firm as he put loop after loop around her wrists and then pulled down, tying the – she guessed rope – off somewhere behind her.

He came around to the side of the chair and she saw that he held a long length of dark rope in his hands. He looped it in two, then in four, then bent over and slid the loop around her arms just above her elbows, which were bent as her arms went over the top of the chair.

“Oww!” she gasped. “Oww! Uncle Paul!”

“Shhh, little slut.”

He was tightening the loop further and further, and her arms were aching as he bent them back together, jamming the elbows tightly together.

He looped more of the black rope into two, then four strands, and slid it under her right leg at the knee, then he drew her leg up across the arm of the chair, and then back, pulling the rope back behind the back of the chair, forcing her knee out and back hard. He went around the side of the chair and came out on her left.

“Give me your leg, slut,” he ordered.

Trembling, she put her left leg up across the arm of the chair, watching as he bound the rope around it and pulled it back hard, binding it back behind the chair somewhere.

She was tightly held now; her knees lifted up and out and back to reveal her pussy and buttocks quite clearly

Then he produced a much narrower black cord and winked at the wide eyed girl as he bent over her. He tied a small knot in the end and bent further, mouthing her left nipple, sucking and chewing lightly. She was already erect, and he slid the little loop around her half inch long nipple and then yanked it tight.

“Owww! Oww! It’s too tight!”

He pulled the cord out and then to the side, wrapping it around her right leg, then led the cord behind her neck and around her other leg before bringing it back to her chest. He led it to her other nipple, tugged especially hard so that her right nipple was yanked out hard, stretched painfully, then tied the loop around her other nipple and again yanked it tight.

He released it and the pressure eased on her other nipple, but now both nipples were tied together, the cord knotted painfully tightly.

Gulped and breathing raggedly, Laurie watched her uncle produced a fat black vibrator. It had a little stubby knob at its base, tilted forward, and her uncle slid the vibrator easily into her soaking pussy, pumping it in and out as he worked it deep. Laurie couldn’t help gasping as he all but buried it in her pussy, and the little knob at the base squeezed in against her clitoris.

Then he turned it on and stepped back, staring at her. Laurie stared back up, breathing heavily, raggedly, panting, anxious, nervous, embarrassed, excited, wary, and a little shocked.

He sat down in the other armchair, next to hers, and reached for the remote control. The TV flicked on, and he surfed through the channels, settling on a cowboy movie.

“U-Uncle Paul, please untie me,” Laurie asked in a small voice.

“You don’t want me to untie you, Laurie,” he replied.

“I-I do.”

‘No, you want me to fuck you – hard.”

“No I don’t!” she moaned.

“Of course you do.”

He smiled and reached over the edge of the chair, gripping the vibrator. He began to pump it in and out, and Laurie couldn’t prevent a gasp of pleasure from escaping her lips as the big dildo moved in and out of her steamy pussy, as the buzzing little knob ground against her swollen, overheated clitoris.

“You know you love it, slut. You know you’re a fuck hungry little whore. Go on, admit it. Admit you love cock. Admit you’re my little fuck toy.”

‘I-I’m not!” she panted, fighting against the burning sexual heat rolling through her body.

“Of course you are. You’re a whore, just like your mother.”

“I’m – Ungh – not! Oh! N-Not so h-hard!”

He was thrusting the vibrator deep, the nose grinding against her very cervix. Now he sheathed it and stood up. He bent over her, putting his knee on the seat of the chair as she stared up at him. His hand gripped the base of the butt-plug which had teased and frustrated her all night and slowly pried it out of her. Her anus gaped open briefly, and he grinned, jerking his trousers down and placing his own swollen cock at her entrance.

“You love being fucked in the ass, you little slut.”

He pushed the head into her open hole, and it began to close around it as his shaft followed, inch after inch sliding through her anal opening before the walls began to close in.

“No! No!” she moaned weakly.

He grinned and bent further over her, his lips seeking hers. Laurie tried to twist her head away but it was jammed back against her arms, and her uncle’s lips were both soft and demanding as he pushed more and more of his big cock into her.

“Unngh!” she moaned. “Ohhhh!”

“Whore slut,” he whispered. “Nasty little fuck hungry cocksucker. You’re going to be my little sex slave, aren’t you, Laurie? You’re going to be Uncle Paul’s little fuck toy.”

He began to work his hips up and down, his cock sliding in and out of her anus with greater force and authority. It took very little effort to work her open, and he began to ram himself down into her hard enough to produce gasps and grunts from the beleaguered girl with every thrust.

As he rode her his pubic bone was also jamming against the base of the vibrator, jamming and grinding it against both her cervix and her clitoris, and the sensations were becoming overwhelming for Laurie. She could only gasp and pant and moan as her uncle hammered his hips down into her upturned buttocks with hard, steady thrusts. Each time his hips slammed against her buttocks it rammed her down against the leather seat, which threw her up to meet the next thrust.

After her long evening of sexual frustration the climax, when it came, was overwhelming, and Laurie could do little to hide it. Her head jerked back spastically, slamming against her arms as her entire body was wracked by intensity sensations of sexual release. She let out a long hoarse gurgling sound which rose and fell again and again, her eyes rolling back in her head as the orgasm swept through her and buried her in an avalanche of sensual bliss.

He finished quickly, while she was still slack jawed and dazed with the languor in the afterglow of her monster climax. He pulled back casually, shoved the butt plug back into her, then took his seat again to continue watching the movie. Laurie, of course, didn’t move. She let her head stay back, her chest heaving as she regained her breath.

Of course, the vibrator was still jammed inside her, and, weary, she groaned against the tight bondage of the ropes and let the buzzing and vibrations wash over her, soon setting her pussy to burning once again.




Chapter 9

Laurie spent that night in her uncle’s bed. She pleaded with him – meekly – to go back go back to her own room, afraid her mother would notice she was missing, but he didn’t seem to care. He produced leather restraints for her wrists and ankles and a leather collar for her throat, and showed her herself in the mirror, wrists locked together behind her back, before putting her into the bed and spreading her legs.

He spent some time licking and sucking and chewing at her breasts, despite herself making them throb and ache and burn with excitement. Then he moved down between her legs, and Laurie could not resist the skill of his fingers and tongue as he drove her to orgasm after orgasm.

Then he pushed her ankles back behind her head and rode her powerfully, relentlessly, hammering his hips against her buttocks, ramming his cock deep into her belly, forcing her to submit to his sexual skills and power as she climaxed again. He flipped her over, lifted her bottom, and then rammed himself into her pussy from behind, riding her to yet another orgasm before finally spending himself.

Laurie lay with her collar chained to the headboard, her wrists bound behind her, her ankles locked together, staring in the darkness at the wall across from her, wondering, dazed, not quite able to understand it all.

In the morning, her uncle pinned her ankles back behind her head and rode her again, hammering himself down, spearing her with his big cock, and spending himself inside her again. Then he unclipped her restraints, and attached a leash to her collar.

“Get on all fours,” he ordered, both of them naked.

Groaning, Laurie knelt on all fours beside the bed, gasping as he tugged on the leash.

“Crawl, bitch,” he ordered.

It was so – so – outrageous! Yet her insides were hot and her mind numb with stunned excitement, and so she obeyed, and yelped as her bottom stung. She looked up to see him carrying a thin switch.

“Crawl, slut.”

She crawled as he led her around the big room, holding her leash as if she was a dog. He snapped the switch across her bottom with stinging effect whenever she slowed or hesitated.

“Uncle Paul, please!” she cried softly. “Mom will hear! She’ll find us!”

“I’m not worried. She won’t see anything I don’t want her to. Now crawl, slut.”

When he opened the door she shrank back with a cry of fear, but a sharp snap of the switch across her bottom made her yelp and jerk forward again.

“Crawl, slut toy.”

Her mother’s door was closed, but Laurie scurried quickly past it, wondering what time it was, and then her uncle made her crawl down the stairs, and through the living room to the kitchen, and then kneel there, with her knees spread wide.

“What should we have for breakfast, little slut?” he asked.

“Uncle Paul, mom will come down!” she whined.

“No, I don’t think that’s likely.”

He put bacon and eggs on, then locked her wrists behind her back and sat down next to her, holding out a small microphone.

“Tell me what a whore slut bitch you are,” he said.

Laurie stared at the microphone anxiously, hot, aroused, but fearful and uncertain.

“Uncle Paul!” she moaned.

He slapped her face lightly. “Want a spanking?”

She dropped her eyes. “No,” she said.

“Then let’s hear you.

And so, coaxing her, he got Laurie to speak into the microphone, voicing lewd, disgusting fantasies, bragging about all the boys she had fucked and sucked, the gang bangs she had initiated, the many men and women and girls she had spread her legs for, and how she was addicted to cock, and especially her uncle’s cock. She was her uncle’s slut beast, his bitch, his dog, his whore, his slave slut, she said, nervously, but excitedly.

With breakfast cooked he put a big plate on the tale and began to eat, occasionally cutting off a piece and letting her lean in and lick it from his hand. Then he sat a bowl of milk on the floor and let her drink it like a dog. It was a wild, kinky, exotic thrill for Laurie by now, and she couldn’t help feel the heat of the sensual scene her uncle was setting around her.

He unclipped her wrists, and she crawled before him back through the living room and up the stairs, then into the bathroom. They had a bath together; her wrists bound behind her, her uncle washing her, lathering her hair. Then he sodomised her soapy body with her bent over the edge of the tub… He dried her body and hair, even brushing her teeth. He also carefully shaved away all her pubic hair, which embarrassed and thrilled her as it revealed her tight little slit in all its sensual glory.

Then she crawled out of the bathroom on the end of a leash again, her mind and body still crackling with sexual electricity.

In the wide hall he mounted her, taking her violently on all fours, pulling at her leash, pulling at her hair, slapping at her bottom, roughly groping her breasts as he took her like an animal. Then she was taken downstairs and he locked her wrist restraints together in front of her.

He attached a rope, stood on a chair, and led the rope up to the ceiling, through a ring she hadn’t noticed set them, and down to the wall, and pulled on it until Laurie was dangling by her wrists, an inch above the rug. Gasping, moaning, gulping ragged breaths of air, she hung there as he read the morning newspaper and had his coffee.

It was – sensual, exotic, erotic, exciting, and wearying. She hung heavily, her wrists aching, her arms and shoulders aching, her body stretched out below her. Occasionally her uncle would get up and go past her into the kitchen, and would never fail to grope her breasts and slap her bottom so that she yelped and kicked and swung.

After a while it started to become very, very tiring, and her head hung forward, or else pulled back behind her arms. She was sweating now, her upper body aching, yet she was still charged with sexual heat. Her uncle came over and rubbed at her clitoris for a bit, making her squirm and moan and twist, but he didn’t bring her off, stopping before she could climax.

He sat down and watched TV for a bit, coming back to her every twenty or thirty minutes. Laurie wondered what had happened to her mother. She suspected she had gone somewhere and her uncle knew they would not be disturbed.

After a while he thrust the butt plug up her bottom and the vibrator up her pussy and turned the latter on, then left the room for some time.

Laurie was getting more and more weary from hanging by her wrists, but the vibrator renewed her excitement, and she moaned and twisted, trying to rub her thighs together as she neared climax.

An orgasm arrived, swirling through her so that the helpless teenager kicked and thrashed and twisted wildly. Then she went limp, gasping for breath. Minutes later the vibrations were rousing her once more, and another orgasm hit her, so that she swung and danced like a fish on the end of a line.

That evening there was a party, but Laurie wasn’t invited. She was placed in her bed, spreadeagled and bound to the corners. Her uncle told her that he was inviting a horde of men to come over and use her. She didn’t believe him of course, but the idea was horribly exciting.

He blindfolded her, and put a ring gag in her mouth, thrusting a penis plug in place, and left her. She heard music coming from downstairs, but could hear little else through the closed door. Then the door opened and closed, and her heart beat. She almost giggled, knowing it was her uncle pretending to be some stranger. Yet the idea of a stranger coming in and seeing her like she was made her pussy throb and burn.

Then there was weight on the bed, between her legs, and hands moving over her body. She writhed and twisted and moaned, arching her back as fingers dug into her breasts and rolled and twisted her nipples. A tongue lapped at her naked sex, nearly driving her wild with lust, and then a heavy male body lay atop her, thrusting himself into her.

It was her uncle, of course. But the thought it might not be was devastatingly exciting, and she climaxed again and again, especially when she thought she detected differences between the body above her and her uncle – more chest hair perhaps, or a smaller cock, or less weight.

What rocked her, though, was when he finished, and she heard him gasp “Nice,” in a voice which was distinctly not her uncle’s.

It couldn’t be!

She heard her door open and close, and stared sightlessly into her gag. No, it had probably been him playing with that tape recorder, she thought in shaky self assurance.

The door opened and closed, and she felt weight on the bed again. Now she was a little tense, yet she was also aroused. Hands moved over her body, and her face flamed. No, it had to be him! Didn’t it?! Surely it was!

She felt him thrusting into her, and moaned into the gag. The cock was too small, wasn’t it? Her uncle was bigger, longer, thicker. He was heavier. A hand gripped her hair and yanked her head back. That was like him, wasn’t it!? But then lips chewed at the bottom of her ear, and a groan sounded too light to be him.

And then he began to grunt with his thrusts, to grunt “Yeah! Ungh Yeah! Yeah!” And that didn’t sound like him at all, nor did it sound like a tape record. “Fuck, you’re a gorgeous little slut,” he panted.

It was her uncle’s words, but that was not his voice!

She was being fucked by a complete stranger! Laurie was stunned, electrified at this absolute proof as the man continued to thrust himself into her, continued to lick and suckle at her breasts, to fondle her.

She was too numb through the remainder of his use to even notice what he did. He was gone, and she was alone, and she twisted and struggled against the restraints to no avail. What was her uncle doing!?

The door opened and closed, and she froze. “Hey, baby,” a strange voice said. “Got a fresh cock for you.”

And another man climbed between her legs and began to thrust into her.

Again Laurie was numbed and shocked, mortified as the stranger mouthed her nipples and rode her, as he told her what a sexy little slut she was and how tight her pussy was around his cock.

The next man came, and the next, and now the shock began to wear off, the numbness to fade. She felt angry, but also, for some reason, aroused once more.

Her uncle had said that tonight she would be gang banged, gang fucked, pounded and used like the whore she was. The words had been incredibly arousing, exciting, thrilling, though she hadn’t believed them for a second. Now the worst shock had passed and she was beginning to realize that she was indeed being gang banged, and her mind and body were beginning to feel the awed sexual electricity they had when he’d told her what he was planning.

She wondered where her mother was, and what she would think if she knew her daughter was being gang banged now by her uncle’s arrangement. She had no idea, of course, that her mother was in her own room, similarly spreadeagled, also being visited again and again by strange men.

The next man who visited her plunged into her pussy, and she began to revel in his hot, hard ride, excited despite her embarrassment. Like the last one, this man spoke to her, telling her how gorgeous and sexy and beautiful she was, calling her a slut and a whore and a fuck toy.

She didn’t climax until the one after that, however. But after that climax her body seemed to catch fire, and she began to come more and more often.

She didn’t know how many men had used her; perhaps ten, when she heard more than one voice speaking in the room. Hands unchained her, but held her tightly. Her arms were forced behind her back and shackled, and the plug was removed from her ring gag, a cock sliding in through the opening.

The two men took her in several different positions, and she marveled at being used by two men at once. Her body crackled with sexual electricity, her pussy burned with steam. Then there were more than two men, and she was positioned over one, sliding her pussy down over his cock, and bent forward so that another man could drive his cock into her anus.

The men, at least four or five, talked about her, calling her a slut and a skank and a whore, laughing and jeering. Her hair was pulled, her head twisting to one side, as another cock was fed through the ring gag, plunging into her throat. Male hands were all over her, pawing and fondling and groping and pinching and squeezing and kneading as the men rotated and she was shifted, repositioned, and turned again and again.

She had no idea how long it went on. She lost track. She lived in a dark sexual fog surrounded by laughter and coarse words, her body touched and squeezed, slapped and groped, cocks sliding into her. She was utterly exhausted by the time it was over.

Her uncle came for her, leashed her, and led her down the stairs, crawling. She just wanted to sleep, but he stood her up and locked her wrists to opposite ends of a wide bar he hung from the ring in the ceiling. She was blindfolded again, and stood slack jawed in silence, gasping, moaning, smelling of sex and sweat.

“Crawl, slut!” she heard her uncle say.

She wondered why he was telling her this, as she couldn’t move, and then he was before her – gasping? Panting? Groaning? But the voice wasn’t his…

She felt a hand against hers, a damp, small, slight hand, then another against her other hand at the opposite side of the bar overhead, and then – then a female body, naked, pressed against her own, breasts pillowing out against breasts, a hot, gasping breath in her ear.

“Spread your legs, bitches,” her uncle said.

A slap to her bottom and Laurie moaned, shifting her feet apart. She felt something pressing against her pussy, thrusting up inside her, something hard and yet not hard, a dildo of sorts. She hard a gasp in front of her, and stared sightlessly, shocked, wondering. Another girl here? What other girl could it be? Was she going to have to do something kind of lesbian thing…?

Then a hand in her hair, pushing her face forward, guiding it until her lips pressed against another pair of lips.

“Kiss, sluts. Kiss. Let me see tongue action, you filthy little crackwhores.”

Laurie and the other woman both moaned, but obeyed, their tongues pushing out into each other’s mouth as their breasts ground together. Her uncle’s hand eased off her hair, and then she felt a jerk, a tug, and she gasped as the pull grew stronger overhead. She was lifted up off her toes, dangling, belly to belly with the other woman.

“Oh fuck!” she heard the other woman groan.

A shockwave rippled through her, for she recognized the voice. Yet it couldn’t be! Yes he had said that – but she hadn’t believed him and – and - .

The blindfold was yanked off and she could see her mother there as he yanked her blindfold off, and the two, hanging, pressed together, stared at each other, gasping, panting, moaning exhaustedly, smelling of sweat and sex, exhausted.

“My two little fuck hungry slave girls,” her uncle said proudly. “Dirty little sluts.”

He held a short flog in his hand, and grinned at the two, then stepped back and slashed it across his sister’s back. She squealed and twisted and kicked weakly, and the double headed dildo buried in her pussy – and Laurie’s – twisted and pulled. The next blow struck Laurie’s back, and she too squealed and kicked and writhed.

“Little slave whores, dirty little cock loving bitch dogs,” he growled, slashing the flog across Cheryl’s back, then Laurie’s, then Cheryl again.

“Dance, you filthy little sluts. Dance!”

The laces of the flog cut across their bottoms and the two girls twisted and yelped and ground against each other. He pulled his sister down, then, kneeling her before the girl.

“Show your slut daughter what you can do, Cheryl,” he ordered. “Show her what an experienced tongue you have.”

He pushed her face into Laurie’s shaven sex, and the panting, numbed women obediently began to lick, hardly caring it was Laurie’s pussy she was tonguing. And Laurie, as emotionally numbed and physically weary as her mother, was helpless to resist as her body began to respond. And even the renewed flogging of her back and buttocks couldn’t stop her from coming on her mother’s tongue.

Then it was her turn to be knelt in front of her mother, to push her tongue up into the first pussy she’d ever tasted, and lap at the engorged clitoris as her uncle flogged her mother’s back and buttocks.

Then she was hanging from the same bar, once more, this time back to back with her mother as her uncle flogged their breasts and bellies, then used his fingers and thumbs to make both climax simultaneously.

Kneeling side by side, wrists locked behind their backs, they took turns swallowing his cock, his hands each holding each woman by the hair as he pumped his cock in and out of her face and throat, switching back and forth between them as he told them what whores they were and informed them they were now his sexual slaves, to be used by he and all his friends at his whim.

They belonged to him now, and their bodies were for his enjoyment and use.

They were too weary, too overwhelmed to disagree.

The next day, at the next big party, two naked sluts crawled into the room at the end of their leashes, with Paul proudly holding their leashes and basking in the male admiration which surrounded him.




Chapter 10

Laurie pulled the mustang into the driveway and parked. It had been a good night, an exciting night, too. Her sweet good looks, and tight young body were in high demand at the strip club. And the men had paid well for the opportunity to see her up close and personal.

The other women at the club were often on drugs or drunk, but not Laurie. They seemed to need the booze and drugs to cope with the humiliation. Laurie reveled in the humiliation. She wouldn’t have, once. She would have been petrified, mortified, horrified to be on a stage writhing and grinding her naked body while men looked up and stared. And the thought of grinding away in men’s laps would have been even more awful.

But now, all it did was arouse her, and frustrate her, for she hadn’t a proper source to relieve the sexual tension she built up during her shifts – not until she went home to uncle and he gave her release.

Her little purse had over a thousand dollars in bills given her by men for lap dances, and she had no hesitation in turning it all over to her Uncle. He had turned her dull, boring, miserable existence into a life of hot, kinky, wild, thrilling sex and partying.

She wasn’t a fearful, timid little girl now, but a creature of sex and lust, and as she swung out of the car she felt the heat flaming between her legs, knowing her uncle, no matter the hour, would give her a release for the sexual tension burning her body up.

Wearing a skin-tight micro mini skirt and a tight gold top, without a bra, she walked up to the door and unlocked it, then stepped inside and closed it behind her. She immediately stripped, kicking off her stiletto heels, peeling off her stockings, removing her top and skirt and panties, and then putting on the leather wrist and ankle restraints. She donned the collar, and snapped it closed, her breathing getting a little ragged with anticipation.

Her pierced nipples throbbed, and her hairless sex was wet with her juices as she climbed the stairs.

Her uncle had renovated in the last few months, eliminating one of the bedrooms, enlarging his own. It was enormous now, with a king sized bed that he often shared with both his family slaves.

Of course, sometimes he didn’t want them in bed with him. She was not surprised when she entered his room to find her mother kneeling against the wall to the left of the door. There were two pairs of thick, foot long, latex covered posts screwed to the floor, and it was not unusual for one or both of them to spend the night on them, staring at the bed where Uncle slept soundly.

Her mother, impaled on the twin posts, ankles strapped to her thighs, penis gagged, hair pulled up tight above her, arms forced up behind her back, stared at her as Laurie entered the room. Laurie glanced at her, then padded past to slide gently into the bed and slowly slide her hand over her uncle’s chest. He wakened and she kissed him softly and passionately.

“I’m all fucked out, slut girl,” he said in a soft voice. “But I’ve set your whore mother up for you. You can relieve that frustration of yours with her.”

“Thank you, Uncle,” she whispered, a little disappointed.

She had wondered when she’d noticed the type of gag her mother had been fitted with. It was a penis gag, long and fat, forcing her jaw wide, and going deep into her throat. But it was a double ended one, so that it appeared a good eight fat inches of black cock protruded from her straining lips.

She slid out of bed again and walked over to where her mother knelt. Her hair forced her head up and back a bit, arching her back. Her nipple rings pulled her nipples out tautly, lines leading to the post in front of her.

Laurie stepped carefully over one of those lines and moved before her, then spread her legs and seized her mother’s head. She fitted the dildo against her dripping pussy and, with a groan of relief and pleasure, yanked her mother’s head forward as she slid down the length of the dildo and jammed her dripping pussy against her mother’s face.

It didn’t take long. With her fists buried in her mother’s hair, she rode her mother’s face, gasping and moaning, legs spread, forcing her mother’s face up into her sex again and again as she bucked her hips down and forward. She came with a shuddering cry of release, fingers digging into her mother’s scalp, holding her face tight against her crotch, the dildo buried in her pussy.

God it was good!

She made her way back to the bed, locked her ankle restraints together, then locked one of the chains attached to the head post to her collar. She rolled onto her belly and brought her wrists together behind her back, then spent a minute or so maneuvering them so that the rings would push together at just the right spot to lock together. With that accomplished she rolled onto her side and snuggled in as close to Uncle as she could, and fell asleep.

Life was good. And she was content.

The End
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