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ERher

Niece’s Weekly Punishment Sessions

The first time she did not know.  Now she did as she laid out the instruments her Uncle would use on her.  It had become a weekly ritual, every Friday after dinner.  It had started shortly after her mother and she had moved in with Uncle Bill.  Melissa was happy growing up, she had just graduated from High School.  While not extremely smart, she did manage to get into the state university, though she would have to pay for most of the school tuition.  Then the unexpected, Melissa’s father had died. e HHe had very little life insurance and with no job skills, there was not much hope for her mother being able to support them.  Her brother, a very successful businessman had offered to let them live with him, with her mother taking care of the house and meals as payment.  In addition, he agreed to pay for Melissa’s college education as long as she lived with them and kept up her grades.  While he was successful in business, he was not with women.  He wasn’t ugly, but he just wasn’t attractive.  He was the type of person that you saw but did not notice. 

Her mother noticed the leering glances and knew what was going to happen.  She knew because the same thing had happened to her when she was young.  Her Uncle had punished her weekly for over a year until she moved out.  She knew it was Melissa’s turn and she could not do anything about it.  It was her brother’s turn now to carry on the family tradition.

Melissa did not like confrontation, avoiding all conflicts by giving in quickly.  It was a trait she learned from her mother.  She had long blonde hair, blue eyes, big innocent blue eyes and a pale complexion.  She wasn’t beautiful, just average with a modest figure.  Her breasts were smallish, but were capped by large brown nipples.  Her ass was rounded and firm, with a nice pair of legs.

After a month at her Uncles house her mother sat her down to discuss their new life.  “Melissa, since your father died, things have been bad.  If it wasn’t for your Uncle Bill we would be out on the street.  I know it isn’t like it was before, but we must make the best of the situation.  Maybe in a year I will have enough experience to be able to get a better job and we can move, but until then we must do whatever Uncle Bill wants.  It is important that you go to college, otherwise you will end up with no skills like me.”

“I’m doing well in school, Momma and I’m a good girl, Momma.  It will be all right,” she said naively.

“I don’t think you understand, Melissa.  You don’t know much about boys and men yet.  They have some strange ways about them.  Strange things that they like to do to girls.  It happened when I was a girl, and I am afraid that it will happen to you with Uncle Bill.”
“I don’t know what you mean Momma, what type of strange things?”  Melissa was perplexed.

“Uncle Bill is going to punish you every Friday after dinner.  That is the tradition in this family.  When I was growing up, my Uncle did the same to me.  There is nothing we can do about it, it is just the way it is.  Soon, we will be able to move and get away from all of this, but for now, you will just have to submit to it.”

Melissa’s eyes opened wide in shock, “punish me, why Momma, I’m a good girl, don’t let him do that, please Momma.”

“Hush, Melissa, it has nothing to do with you being good or bad, it is Uncle Bill.  Men like to punish girls, men especially like Uncle Bill.  It is the way they were brought up.  There is nothing I can do about it so you are just going to have to bear up to it.  Just remember, you are to do exactly what Uncle Bill wants.  Everything he says!  Do I make myself clear young lady?”

Her mother had never raised her voice to her before and she was now ordering her to obey her Uncle.  It didn’t make sense, why would she want Uncle Bill to punish her.  “But Momma…..”

“Enough Melissa!  That is enough, just do as I say or you will find us out on the street.  Now I don’t want to hear a thing about this again.  Whatever happens between your Uncle Bill and yourself is to be kept between the both of you.  I don’t want to ever hear about it.   Do you understand, I don’t want to hear about it again?”
“Yes Momma,” her eyes lowering to the ground, knowing that it was now her problem.  What was going to happen to her on Friday night?

The First Friday Night-Learning to Obey


“But Momma, why this clothing?”  Melissa was stumped, her mother had given her a white cashmere sweater, plaid skirt and a pair of black shoes with white socks to wear as well as a pair of black silk bra and panties.   The outer clothes were something a younger girl would wear and the bra and panties were definitely something for someone older.

“I’m not going to tell you again, I don’t want to hear anything about this.  Those are what your Uncle Bill requested.  Now hurry, you have to be downstairs in his library in ten minutes.  I don’t think you want to be late.  Don’t forget do everything he says and I don’t want to hear about anything that happens.  I am going out for a while so you will be alone with your Uncle.  Good luck Melissa and I love you,” running from the room, ashamed at her inability to stop what Bill was going to do to her little girl.


Melissa was stumped by her mother’s reluctance to discuss it and this made her frightened.  Would it be so bad that Momma did not want to even fathom that it could be happening, choosing to ignore it and let Melissa suffer her fate by herself?  She pulled off her clothes and slowly put on the silk bra and panties.  They felt so cool and sexy on her naked skin.  Why did Uncle Bill request them, she pondered?  The skirt was next.  It was wool, with a zipper up the back.  When she put it on and pulled up the zipper it clung to her ass like a second skin, the bottom of the skirt not even going down halfway down to her knees.  If she bent over her ass would show.  She pulled on the cashmere sweater, loving the luxurious texture against her skin.  Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad with Uncle Bill.  She looked in the mirror, surprised at her appearance.  She knew that she would never be the cheerleader type but her reflection showed her a side she never saw before.  She looked like a twelve year old girl.  And while her build was nothing spectacular, her breasts looked so nice in the sweater and her ass and naked legs were really accented by the short and tight skirt.  I better hurry and get to the study and get this over with, running from the room to get to the library before 7:00.  She heard the front door slamming, knowing that her mother had left, leaving her to solve her own problem with Uncle Bill.


The library door was open and Uncle Bill was sitting on one of the black leather chairs, situated around a coffee table and the leather couch. The chairs were massive, with large padded arms with wooden corners.   Melissa always hated them, they were always cold and clammy.  In the corner of the room was Uncle Bill’s desk, a large ornate desk with wooden legs.  Around the room were various other pieces of furniture including a couple of padded benches that seemed out of place.  They looked like they needed a piano to accompany them.


Bill looked up, hearing the clock chime seven, knowing that Melissa would not be late.  He had heard her mother going out the door and knew that he had won, his sister’s submissiveness giving him complete control over her beautiful young daughter.  He hoped that she showed some reluctance, liking a bit of challenge, liking to break the will and make her submit to what he had planned for her.  He would begin slowly, having every Friday for his own.  He would not hurry her, wanting to submit her to the humiliation as he slowly forced her to submit to him.  And he would so love the punishment he would inflict on her.


“Come in Melissa, come in, let me see what you look like.”  He watched as she walked in the room.  His cock instantly sprang to attention, straining his pants, the bulge clearly visible.  She looked even better then expected.  She looked just like a twelve year old girl, all the way down to the pigtails he required her mother to put in her hair.  His hand reached down to his crotch, grabbing his erect cock, making sure Melissa saw everything.  He saw her blush, turning quickly to avoid his gesture.  “You look very beautiful, do you feel that way, Melissa?”

She turned back to look at Uncle Bill, glad that his hand was not in his lap anymore, but her gaze did notice a large bulge in his pants.  “I look like a little girl,” she said.

“Yes, you do, like a very sexy little girl.  That is how I want you to act, can you do that?”


“I guess I could.  Are you going to punish me Uncle Bill?”


“Do you want me to punish you, Melissa, has my little girl been bad?”


“I’ve been good, Momma says I have to do everything you say, so I will, but if I do, will you not punish me?”


“I’m glad you will learn your place Melissa, but I will punish you.  Tonight and every Friday from now on.”

“How are you going to punish me, please don’t hurt me, please,” she begged.


He picked up a fly swatter, a leather fly swatter and slapped it sharply against his palm.  “With this and my hand, I am going to punish your lovely pink skin with this.  And each week we are going to progress on, with you submitting to more extreme punishment.  I am going to enjoy our little weekly punishment sessions.  And you are going to assist me in enjoying them.”


“Why, I’m a good girl?”


“No, Melissa, you are my bad little girl and you must be punished.  Now come over to me so I may see you better.  But first close the drapes, I want us to have some privacy.


Melissa became more frightened.  Her mother was gone and now the drapes were closed, nobody would know what would be happening in the room.  Here she was, dressed like a little schoolgirl, with her Uncle ready to punish her.  
"What are you going to do to me, Uncle Bill?"  Melissa waited for an answer, afraid of what she might hear.

"It all depends on how cooperative you are, Melissa.  If you show any reluctance to my demands, the punishment will get more severe.  Are you going to be a good little girl and obey your Uncle Bill?"

"Yes, Uncle Bill.  Momma told me to do whatever you say.  She would be mad if I disobeyed her."

“Good, you will only receive a light slapping with my hand and the fly swatter.  But I will find some nice tender spots to slap, your stomach and your thighs.  I will pay particular attention to your tender thighs.  I expect you to stay still and accept the punishment."

Melissa was scared, afraid of the pain that he would inflict on her, afraid that she would not be able to stand it.

"Now come here little girl, and let me see you.  You must have to chase the boys away from that lovely body," his finger beckoning her towards him seated in the chair.

"I don't have any boyfriends, I'm not as pretty as the other girls.  Do you think I am pretty, Uncle Bill?"  Her eyes lit up, no one had ever complimented her on her looks, even her mother.  She always said she was average and she better do well in school because she would probably not get a man that would support her.

"Of course, you are a very beautiful girl, Melissa.  So you've never petted with a boy before, never let a boy touch your body?"

"Don't embarrass me, Uncle Bill, no I never have done anything like that, that’s yucky," she said with a scowl on her face.
“You would please a man very much with such a lovely body.  Your tits are not very big but some men like small tits.   Like me, I don’t like big titted woman.  You just have to learn how to please a man.”

“Don’t embarrass me, Uncle Bill,” cringing when she heard him call her breasts tits.

“What, you don’t like the word tits?”

“No, that sounds terrible.”

“Tell me you have small tits, Melissa, say the words to me.”

“No, I don’t want to.”

“Are you already beginning to disobey me, is that what you are doing?”  He raised his voice, emphasizing his displeasure with her.  This would be the test of her obedience.

Melissa looked at him, seeing the look in his eyes.  She had displeased him.  “I have small tits,” she said with a murmur.

“I didn’t hear you, Melissa, what did you say?”

She cleared her throat, he was going to make her say it aloud.  She could hear her own voice saying, “I have small tits.”

Bill smiled, he had won, she was his now, his to do anything he desires to do.  And he desired much.  But he would go slowly, making her cross the line of decency each time and do things that she would never consider doing.  All to please him.  Just like a little girl should do.

“I like your small tits, Melissa, I like they way they look in that nice cashmere sweater.  And you have lovely legs, especially in that nice short skirt.  And an adorable ass.  Your skirt is just molded over your tight ass cheeks.  I like that.  I like your ass.”

Melissa was confused.  Uncle Bill was going to punish her, but he kept complimenting her on her body.  It made her feel strange and also uncomfortable.  Why did he keep talking about her body?  “Thank you Uncle Bill,” not sure what to say, but he looked like he was expecting some kind of response.

He stood up and his hands grabbed her around the waist, pushing her back towards the big desk in the corner of the room.  It was usually cluttered, but this time the top was cleared off.  

Melissa jumped when his hands first grabbed her waist.  This was the first time that he had touched her.  She felt a sudden thrill and also the fear of the unknown.  She felt her ass hit the edge of the desk as she was pushed backwards.  She saw him put the leather fly swatter on the empty desk beside her.
“I will need that soon.  Raise your arms up, Melissa, above your head.   Hurry, now don’t make me repeat everything twice.  I expect your complete obedience.”  He watched as she first hesitated then her arms rose up, higher and higher until they were up over her head.  He saw the cashmere sweater rise up her stomach, a patch of naked flesh appearing.  She looked down and watched as his hands grabbed the bottom of the sweater and slowly drew it up, revealing more of her naked stomach to his gaze.  She wondered how far he would pull it up, afraid that he would uncover her breasts, leaving her half naked, a bra the only clothes from the waist up.
He stopped when he reached the bottom of her bra.  He wanted to give her a false sense of security.  His hand began to run over her flat, tight stomach, his cock straining in his pants, threatening to pop the zipper open if it got any harder.  Melissa would have to do something about his erection before she left.  He slowly let his hand rub her naked flesh, feeling her stomach muscles tighten as he did.  He let his hand lightly tap on the flesh, his cock twitching when he heard the smack, smack of flesh on flesh.

That’s not so bad, she thought as his hand lightly tapped her stomach.  Except for the uneasiness from having a strange hand touching her so intimately and Uncle Bill being so old, it was not as bad as she thought it would be.  His hand lightly slapped her flesh.

“I think I need you in a better position, Melissa.  I can’t use two hands when I have to hold your sweater up.   Ask me to pull it over your head, Melissa, ask me to remove your sweater.  You’re still be wearing a bra, so your tits will be covered.”  He watched her face, the look as she realized that he would be undressing her.
The realization came over her.  He would be undressing her, which is why he made so much talk over her body.  He wanted to see her.  He wanted to see her naked.  He had every intention of forcing her to undress in front of him.  She knew she had lost, she would have to do as he said.  A tear began to fall from her eye as she spoke, “please, pull off my sweater,” a look of resignation etched in her face.

Bill smiled as he slowly let the sweater slip up her body, her black silk bra revealed for the first time to his eyes.  They were not very big, her tits, but they would be his to do as he please.  And he had some many ideas, some of them very painful.  He pulled it up her arms until it pulled from her body and threw it over onto the leather couch.  He marveled at her body, his body to do as he pleased.  “Good girl, now we need to get you into a better position.  A position that would make your stomach very prominent.  Sit on the edge of the desk, from the side, I want you to be able to stretch out.”  He grabbed a large pillow from the couch.  First put this beneath you back as you lie back,” taking the large pillow and positioning it in the center of the desk.
With resignation, Melissa sat on the edge of the desk, pulling her skirt down as far as she could, the material insufficient to cover much, most of her naked legs showing.  She felt Uncle Bills hand push down on her naked stomach, pressing her back onto the desk until her lower back hit the plush pillow.  She could feel the strain in her shoulders and back as her head and shoulders bent further back, arching her stomach up into the air.  She could feel the cool air on her legs, knowing that the short skirt was not hiding much.
“Good girl,” moving to the desk behind her, “now pull your hands over your head again, yes, like that.  Stretch out,” watching as her tight body strained, her stomach pushed out, her tits arched up to the ceiling.  He grabbed both of her small hands, would she be able to get them around his cock, they were so tiny.  “Grab these handles in the desk,” pushing each hand into the corner posts, black iron circles rising up from the desk.  She had never noticed them before, though they must have been there.  “Both of them, grab them tightly and whatever you do, don’t let go.  Do you understand, Melissa, under any circumstances are you to let them go.”
She stretched her arms back and grabbed the hard, unyielding metal rings, her small hands clamped tightly around them.  Her back already began to ache, the pillow forcing it to bow.  She shut her eyes, not wanting to see Uncle Bills face, afraid of what she would see in his eyes.  She heard him moving around, and then felt his hands on her naked knees at the foot of the desk.
“So lovely, your naked legs, Melissa.  Your short skirt has ridden up a considerable distance, showing me a lot of naked flesh.  As soon as I finish with your stomach, I will be working on your inner thighs.  I am going to enjoy that,” his hands running up from her knees, running over the naked flesh on the tops of her legs until it reached the hem of her dress, only inches from her panties.

Melissa squirmed on the desk as she felt his hands taking liberties with your young body.  Her eyes tightened as she imagined him leering at her exposed body, his clammy hands running up and down her naked legs, his eyes trying to look up under her short skirt.

“I need to get closer, open up your legs so I may stand between them,” his hands pushing out on her knees, bending her legs outward, watching as his continued pressure finally forced her to relent, the gap between them widening.  He caught a quick glimpse of black silk panties.

Her hands gripped the handles until they were white as she allowed his hands to open her legs, her body trembling as she imagined how exposed her sex was to his gaze.  She felt his hands continued to explore her naked legs and now she felt her legs graze his hips as he stood between them.
Bill stood between her white thighs, his hips keeping her spread open for him.  Her skirt had ridden up so high, he could catch a glimpse of the black panties tucked up beneath.  His cock twitched in anticipation.  He grabbed the leather fly swatter.  “Now don’t let go,” watching as her mouth clenched tightly.  He let the fly swatter hit her taut stomach, a rush of air shooting from her mouth, her eyes opening wide in surprise as she felt the sudden rush of pain emanating from her stomach.  
“God,” she yelled out, her hands fighting to let loose from their self imposed bondage.  She sucked in another breath before the fly swatter came crashing down again, a sharp pain rushing to her brain.  
Bill let his hand rub her stomach slowly, then the fly swatter would return again to inflict its pain, alternating between soft, caressing rubs to painful splats to her reddening skin.  He stopped with the fly swatter, but commenced with the slapping with the flat plane of his hand, feeling the heat the slaps were generating.  Melissa was squirming on the table, her thighs rubbing sensuously against his hips, not in pleasure, but to escape the pain he was inflicting.

“MMMm, Ooooh,” groaning and moaning in pain as the painful slapping continued.  Finally there was silence.  She waited and waited until she finally opened her eyes, Uncle Bills face staring intently at her.  She felt his hands still on her stomach.

“So hot, your skin.  You were a good girl, Melissa.  Keep up the good work.  Hold still for a minute, then you can get up and we can continue.”  His hands moved up her stomach, her eyes on them as they moved up to her bra.  They quickly moved over the top of them, grasping her tits in the palm of his hand.  “Hold still,” he commanded her, his hands grasping and grasping on her youthful breasts.
“Why are you doing that, please, please, stop,” she begged, but her hands continued to grab the posts tightly while Uncle Bill mauled her unprotected breasts.

He released his grip on her tits, and helped to pull her up.  “You will have to get used to having boys grabbing your tits.  I’m just helping you out.  Now stand up, quickly now.  We still have more to go, this time it will be your thighs.”  He made her stand up, her skirt falling back down to cover her thighs.  He pushed a button near the desk and a bar came down from the ceiling, it was like a trapeze bar except this had thick leather cuffs on each end, the bar over five feet long.  “If you hold the bar tightly and do not let go of it, I will not use the cuffs on you.  Can you do that, Melissa?”

Her body shuddered in fear, it kept getting worse.  Her arms reached up and her small hands gripped the bars, holding it tightly.  “Don’t tie me up, I don’t want you to do that, I wouldn’t let go.”  She felt the bar start moving up, drawing her body up.  
“Hold tightly, while I inspect your thighs.  I’m going to slip my hands under your skirt.  Has any of the boys ever done that to you, Melissa, try to feel up under your skirt?”  
“No, do you have to do that, please, nobody has ever touched my like you are doing,” but she saw him move a chair before her, sitting on it, his eyes staring at her body.  She felt the hands slipping under her skirt, moving up her hips, over her naked flesh.   They moved up higher, moving behind her, almost grasping her panty covered ass cheeks.

She started sobbing when she heard his next words.

“Your skirt is in the way this time, turn around so I can take it off.  You want me to take off your skirt, don’t you?  Ask me to strip you down to your bra and panties,” he taunted her.

Melissa’s mother sat in the bar, a fresh drink in front of her, the music blaring loudly, her friends talking to her, but she was ignoring them.  She was thinking of Melissa.  She’s all right.  She can take care of herself, she is a big girl.  And it is not so bad, I went through it.  Bill will just probably spank her and let her go.  She went back to her friends, drinking and talking.
Her crying became louder, her sobs choking back the words.  “Strip me,” she loudly said, knowing that were the words that would make Uncle Bill happy.  And with those words, she felt him turn her around, the bar circling, allowing her to continue to grasp it tightly as she was positioned to be stripped of her skirt.  She felt his hands, they did not seem to care, moving over her plump ass cheeks, making no attempt to conceal their purpose.  She felt the fumbling of his fingers on the button.  The sound of the zipper pulling down sounded so loud.  And then she felt the material slipping down her naked legs, falling to the floor beneath her.  She could feel his breath on her ass as she continued to sob.
His fingers traced up the inside of her thighs, barely able to enter, her thighs clenched tightly together.  He teased her, his finger tracing up and down the divide of her legs, almost touching her panties before running back down again.  He watched her clenching her thighs together, stopping him from having his way with her.
“I need access to your thighs, relax your leg,” reaching down to her ankle.  “Relax, it will not hurt,” grabbing her slender ankle in his hand and slowly raising it up towards the desk.

Melissa balanced precariously, her arms holding the bar preventing her from falling over as she was balanced on one leg, Uncle Bill bending her leg and placing her ankle on the top of the desk.  Her legs were now at a right ankle, one pulled out straight onto the desktop.  Her crotch felt so exposed and open.

“A little higher, I think,” grabbing the pillow still on the desk and pushing it under her ankle.  “This will be more comfortable for your ankle.”

The pillow was softer, but her leg was now arched up higher, her thighs straining from the unnatural spread of her legs.  She looked down and was humiliated at how she looked, her crotch was so open, her panties just barely covering her sex, a few stray strands of hair peeking out from beneath them.  Her naked thigh was now completely exposed.  She heard the sound of a motor, the bar again rising up higher, Melissa having to stand on her toes to continue to grip it tightly.
Bill liked how she looked, her sex so openly display.  He imagined how she would look if her panties were gone, how her sex would be opened up.  Soon, he thought, soon I will have her naked, maybe next week.  “Good girl, Melissa, your mother would be proud of you.  Such nice thighs, such smooth skin,” his hands beginning to run over the pink flesh exposed.  He felt her body trembling, partially from holding such a taut position, partly in fear as his hands continued to rub her skin within inches of her panty covered sex.  He moved closer to her, his hip banging into her panty covered pussy on purpose, pressed hard against it.  He could feel her pussy lips beneath the scanty garment.

She had never felt anything like it.  His body was rubbing against her sex.  The thin, silk panties did little to cover her vagina.  She felt one hand grip her leg at the knee.

“SSSLAAP,” the noise rang out in the room.

“OOOOW, god, that hurts,” she cried out as his hand slapped hard against her tender thighs.

He rubbed the spot he had hit, feeling the heat already, seeing the pink skin already turning redder.  “SSSLLAAP, SSSSLLLAAAP,” again, this time twice in succession, feeling her body shudder in pain.  His hands returned to caress the hot flesh.  He continued to rain down slaps to her sensitive inner thighs, her body shuddering in pain as he did.  But she maintained the position, held the bar tightly, making no attempt to stop the punishment.  Her thigh was turning a dark red.  He switched to the leather fly swatter, the intensity of the slapping increasing.
After a few minutes, he stopped, turned Melissa the other way and put her other leg up high on the desk.  He now had fresh, pale skin to work on.  He immediately began to strike her untouched flesh with the fly swatter, the splats ringing out in the room.  She had begged him not to do the other leg, laughing as he rejected her pleas.  

“What are you doing, don’t touch me there, please,” she begged.  She felt his large hand grip her panty covered sex, his finger slipped between her pussy lips.

“I just want to make sure I don’t accidentally hit your pussy with the fly swatter.  You’re not ready for that yet.  You want me to protect you, don’t you Melissa.  I’m only watching out for your best interests.  You want my hand on your pussy don’t you?”

Melissa squirmed as she felt the pulsating hand on her pussy.  
This was the first time any boy or man had ever touched her there.  She could feel the heat from it, it moving slowly, wedging itself between her pussy lips.  She could not move away from it, only able to jerk her hips back a little, but having to return or losing her balance.  It looked like she was trying to rub up and down against it.  She tried to hold still, pushing against the hand, forcing it further between her pussy lips as she did.
He could feel the heat and wetness on his fingers as he gripped her sex.  He continued on with the slapping of the fly swatter, letting his finger move slowly, rubbing around her pussy as he continued to abuse her thigh.

“Oh, god, that hurts, please, aren’t you finished yet, it burns so bad,” she cried, tears running down her cheeks as she stood there, spread and open and submit to his spanking and fondling of her flesh.

Bill stopped, moving his hard cock against her leg, both of his hands reaching down between her legs, one in front, the other grabbing at her spread ass cheeks, gripping them tightly, making her feel his hard cock on her flesh.

“No, please, no, don’t touch me like that,” she cried out, but was unable and unwilling to stop him.  She felt his hands touch her, not accidentally but gripping her from the front and rear in his large hands, clenching and unclenching on her almost naked sex.  She stood there, subjecting herself to his fondling, feeling his fingers running over her almost naked flesh. 

Finally he released her, stepping back to admire her body.  Her face was flushed, her thighs and stomach a dark red, the black panties and bra in sharp contrast, standing still in her shoes and socks, now seemingly out of place.  He walked over to the couch and sat down.  
Melissa picked up her sweater and skirt, and began to pull the sweater over her head.

“Not yet, Melissa.  I want you still in your underwear.  Come over here and sit next to me.”

“Please, let me get dressed first, please,” begging, feeling more naked and vulnerable then ever before.

“No, over here now,” patting the couch besides him.

She sat down next to him, her legs clenched tightly together.  

“Closer,” putting his arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer to him.  He felt her scoot closer, unable to prevent him from having his way.  He moved his head closer to hers, his face only inches from her cheek.  “You’ve been a good girl, Melissa.  You’re almost done now.  Just obey a little more and you can go.”

Melissa felt revulsion as he cuddled her as if she was his girlfriend.  His face was only inches from hers.  “What, what do you want now?”  She felt him grab one of her hands and place it in his lap.  She felt something hard, his penis and pulled her hand back quickly.  “No, not that.”

“Now, now, Melissa, obey, you don’t want me to slap your thighs again.  I have a riding crop I could use on them.”  He pulled her hand back, feeling her resistance, then her muscles relaxed and he dragged his hand over to his crotch again.  His cock twitched as he felt her hand touch his pants.  “Do you know what that is?”

She felt him rubbing her hand on his pants, feeling the rock hard member beneath it.  “It’s, it’s your penis,” she stammered, ashamed at what he was forcing her to do.

Bill laughed, “no Melissa, it’s my cock or prick, a penis is something soft and limp.  A cock or prick is hard.  You may call it my prick.  Can you say that?”

His hand continued to manipulate hers, feeling the penis beneath her fingers twitching.  He was making her say and do things again.  “Your prick,” she said, her face turning red in embarrassment.  Here she was, still half naked on the couch, rubbing his prick and saying the word to him.  God, would it ever end.

“I want you to rub my prick, I want you to rub it up and down like this,” forcing her hand to stroke his hard prick.  “Yes, that is good, Melissa, do you know what you are doing, you are going to masturbate me, rub my prick until I cum.  I know you can make me cum, your hands are so soft and gentle.”  He moved closer to her face again, whispering in her ear, “I’m going to release your hand, I want you to do it yourself, OK?”  He let go of her hand and waited.  Her hand stopped rubbing, then began to rub again.  “Good girl, such a good girl.”

Melissa could not believe what she was doing, sitting half naked on the couch while rubbing her Uncle’s prick, rubbing it until she would make him cum.  God, what was her mother making her become.

“Use your other hand, and move it lower.  I want you to cup my balls.  They are full of hot cum waiting for your hands to coax out,” his lips only an inch from her ear.  He felt her other hand reach down and tentatively grab his balls.  “GGGoddd,” feeling her squeeze his balls rather hard beneath his pants, but still enjoying her stimulation of his swollen balls.  “Use your other hand that is rubbing my prick and find the end of it and squeeze the head of it hard.”  He let his lips run lightly over her cheek, planting tiny kisses on her face.  "God, your good, Melissa, have you ever done this before?”

She listened to his commands and obeyed, stroking his prick up and down, grabbing it tightly through his pants.  Her other hand reached further down his pants, finding two round objects, her hand gripping them tightly and squeezing them.  She heard him groan, not sure if in pain or pleasure, so she did it again, this time harder.  She was rewarded with another grunt.  She ran her fingers up his shaft until she reached the end and then did as he said gripping the head with two fingers and digging them into it deeply.  It was hard, yet still soft, her fingers pushing into the yielding flesh.  She felt proud of herself as he continued to encourage her.

She was good, she might not know what she was doing, but she was doing it intuitively, her hands making his prick harder.  “Every Friday, you are going to have to make me cum, Melissa.  You make my prick so hard when I punish you, you will have to relieve me before you are finished.  I will teach you how to pleasure me.  He reached for her head and turned her towards him, his lips reaching out and touching hers, his tongue seeking entrance to her lips.
“MMMM,” her hands stopping, her head trying to break free of his kiss.  Why was he trying to kiss her?  She turned her head away, her hands returning to stroke his prick again.  He was getting too aggressive, treating her like she was his lover.  She had to get him off soon.  “OOW,” she yelped, his fingers pinching her thigh.

“Open your legs again, I want to feel those hot thighs,” his hands forcefully pushing between her legs until she relaxed them, letting them spread open.  “Stroke my prick.”  He looked down at her, slightly slumped in the couch next to him, her hands urgently stroking his cock, the other hand either playing with his balls or pinching the head of his prick.  Her legs were spread in a wide V, the black panties outlined by her pale, white skin.  His hand began to run up and down her thighs, each time moving closer to her panty covered pussy.  His other hand reached up to her naked belly, running over the hot, red skin.  
She could feel his fingers becoming more urgent, the one on her belly sliding lower, down over her abdomen, slipping cautiously into her silk panties, sliding down over her naked flesh.  The other continued to rub her thighs, his knuckles moving against her panty covered pussy, each time with more force until he started to grind them into her pussy lips.  “OOOUUCH,” he had pulled her pubic hair, yanking out a few of the hairs.  It was time to end it, she begin to masturbate his prick faster, her other hand massaging his balls gently as she felt him begin to shudder.

“Oh, God Melissa, you are so good, I’m going to cum.”  His hand dug down into her panties, cupping her naked pussy, a fat finger slipping between her wet pussy lips as he began to shoot inside his pants.

“Ahhhhww,” startled as she felt his hand on her naked pussy, fingers playing up and down her slit.  “Sttooop,” she yelled, her other hand yanking his hand out of her panties, feeling the prick beneath her fingers begin to spasm, feeling it shudder and shake.  So that is what it felt like when it came.  Her fingers continued to rub the member, fingers pinching the head, hearing his groans when she did.  His hand rested on top of hers, slowing her movements to a clenching and unclenching on the spewing prick inside his pants.  He could feel the wetness as he shot a load of cum inside his shorts.  
“You were good, Melissa, your hand was really good, did you enjoy making me cum?”

“Can I go now, Uncle Bill?  Can I get dressed and leave?”

Bill nodded, satisfied.  “I will see you next Friday for another punishment session, Melissa.  I look forward to another enjoyable evening with your beautiful body.  I have so much to teach you.”  He watched as she quickly slipped her sweater over her head and pulled on her skirt, attaching it quickly so she could leave.  The door slammed shut, leaving Bill slumped in the chair, his shorts wet, filled with the cum she coaxed from his balls, satisfied.

To be Continued.
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Awarded Five Cups!  The Highest Rating!  That's how Coffee Time Review raves over the award-winning erotica of Powerone.  

In Taught to Submit, Powerone's most insightful and probing novel yet, Lisa and her twin daughters are grounded on the small island of Bocus Del Toro in Panama, when their plane suffers a mechanical failure.  It's a different culture where the men are still the Masters and the women submit, where girls are taught the pleasures of sex by older men, where three beautiful blonde American females stand out among the dark haired local girls. Forced to submit to the island's most powerful men to survive, Lisa and her daughters earn their way with their bodies, submitting themselves to virtual sexual slavery to survive, only to, as Coffee Time Romance puts it, discover "the confidence and maturity hidden dormant within themselves."  

Reviewer Mila Bean warns that while Powerone's work is not intended for those faint of heart [and] the depictions are quite vivid and may make some readers uncomfortable--the pacing is perfect, the story is amazing, and the erotica not only appropriate for the theme of the story but very arousing.  The BDSM delves deep into the [characters'] psyches?  I not only impressed with the author's thorough knowledge of BDSM but the amazing imagery and heart-pounding erotica.  Outstanding!"  Power one is a Literotica.com award winning author.
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This is a truly cracking BDSM story and the illustrations are worthy collectors items.

Christy and her lovely, 18 year old, virginal daughter Angela are on a jeep ride into the Mexican jungle.  They don't know they will fall prey to evil, sex-driven rebels who will stop at nothing to turn the women into whores that will serve their every demand.

Then, after being lost in the jungle for over three hours the women's delight at being found by the rebels turns to pure horror as they are abused, tortured and punished until they comply- not just with the General and his Sergeant, but all the others in the team.

A truly great read with a fantastic plot and jam-packed with some very hard BDSM and sex action.

Volume 1:  This is the first volume of this story.  Containing Chapters 1 to 4 of the whole volume, this is complete with 20 fine illustrations (in the same style as the cover) by Aries.

Volume 2:  This is the second volume of this story. Containing Chapters 5 to 9 of the whole volume, this is complete with 25 fine illustrations (in the same style as the cover) by Aries.

Un-illustrated Version:  For the lovers of Powerone stories this is the complete text without the illustrations.  Over 60,000 words.
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THE HOLLISTER SCHOOL FOR GIRLS:  EDUCATION IN THE CLASSIC TRADITION OF ENGLISH PUNISHMENT  

From the Bestselling Author of Teaching the Au Pair to Submit!  The Hollister School for Girls is a private school for wayward daughters of the very wealthy and aristocratic.  New to the school from England is Headmaster Michael, who brings with him long abandoned yet successful methods for disciplining troublesome young ladies.  His expertise and knowledge of the ways of corporal punishment is precisely why he was hired on by Chancellor Meredith.  In this spellbinding novel you will follow the journey of some of the school's "scholarship girls" as they navigate their way through a maze of discipline and submission to emerge better citizens and model young women.  Come visit The Hollister School for Girls where pain and pleasure are one and the same, where humiliation by and submission to male authority is the only path to graduation.  Here is another unique excursion into the world of B&D from the award-winning author Powerone.
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On sale now at 
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“TALES OF BONDAGE AND SUBMISSION:  AWARD WINNING EROTICA” all follow a familiar theme of Powerone, the sexual submission and bondage of women at the hand of a powerful and older man.  All of them fight the arousal thrust upon their often naked and bound bodies, finally succumbing to his mastery, their bodies surrendering to the powerful orgasms that rip through them.  Winner of the prestigious Literotica’s Annual Authors Awards for Best Anal Story and Best Mature Story, finalist for the Golden Clitoride Awards for Best Serial Story, Powerone has been delighting readers for years and with the February 2005 release of his Best Seller, “Teaching The Au Pair To Submit”, his stories are a must read for the serious readers of erotica.
This collection brings together the finest works of Powerone all in one complete novel that will leave you dripping for more.
Novel includes Joanna’s First Gynecological Exam, Maiden Maid, Airport Search and Boarding School Sex Training.
“TEACHING THE AU PAIR TO SUBMIT”
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Twenty-three year old Jessica is the consummate full-time college student surviving on scholarships with little time or money for anything else, except her fantasies of the tall, dark stranger.  Facing a jobless summer and no family to fall back on, she begins to worry about her prospects.  

When her professor catches her having yet another of her blatantly sexual daydreams during one of his lectures, he realizes she is a suitable candidate in his hunt to help his very prominent, wealthy, long-time friend.  Michael Jergen seeks a beautiful, young, female Au-Pair for his four-year-old son while they spend the summer in his house in Haiti.  Knowing Michael’s insatiable appetite for beautiful, supple, young females and noting Jessica’s apparently unfulfilled needs displayed so brazenly in class, he realizes she’s the perfect choice.  

When her professor offers her the chance to apply for a lucrative Au-Pair position for a young child in Haiti, Jessica sees all of her prayers answered.  She jumps at the chance, seeking a summer of adventure in a new land and the opportunity to make some extra money and learn of another culture all at the same time.  Surely having the professor take advantage of her young body and touch her so intimately in order to get the job was a one-time deal; a small price to pay for a summer of wealth and luxury in a foreign land with a handsome and powerful man like Michael Jergen.

 Unbeknownst to Jessica, her sexual fantasies are about to take on a life of their own as her introduction into submission begins the moment she steps into Michael’s world of discipline, mastery and pleasures of the flesh.  So commences her journey into a whirlwind world of sex, submission, punishment and the mystique of Haiti’s legendary Voodoo rituals.  

M/f, B/D, reluctant, humil, D/s

