
Ginger’s Uncle

A Fantasy Exchange

You are my niece, a wayward late-teenage girl who's burned out her parents and been sent to live with a no-nonsense uncle. Of course, you have been sassy and defiant past my limits.
I call you to me. Stern talk. A reminder of the conditions and the free reign your parents gave me on disciplinary methods.
You are going to get a spanking.
You have to lie across my lap. The couch supports your head and legs, and your ass projects up nicely, right in front of me. I have to take my time to enjoy it all, and to warn you that you MUST hold still.
I spank. Again, and a few more times. I lift your skirt back and spank again, enough that you begin the slightest squirming.
No good.
Oh, well. This means that your panties must come down. It's the way it is.
More smacks, then a break. I stroke your reddened buns and feel free to part them.
Ginger - you're moist down there. Just look at this. I draw a finger up between your labia. I do it again, spreading your juices. I delve in, down and around.
Problem is, by this time you are quivering intolerably.
Hmm... I have some choices. I can use an open hand more aggressively, or I can make more use of this moistened finger.
I may or may not have to restrain you in addition.



I'm shocked that you are indeed spanking me. Over your knee, the skin of my back pulls tight and with every slap, my ass stings, at first hurting me deeply with disappointment. As you continue, my ass numbs and feels incredibly good--not like punishment as your hand lingers there, warmly rubbing my cheeks. My eyes widen when your fingers move under my panties and I'm consumed with confused thoughts of you touching me. I realize that I should not have come home late and that you are very serious. My heart races, I clear my throat. "Uncle Tom, what are you doing?" 

Ah, Ginger... while you're with me, spanking is on the bare bottom. 

Down come your panties. Don't be shy now. 

Now I am spanking you again, just a bit more sharply. 

The sound of the smacks sing as your buns redden. 

Hold STILL Ginger, if you don't want me to make you get the hairbrush.


Still I hold, and bite my lip. 

The sound of your hand slapping my ass is loud. 

I think about the hairbrush... and wiggle in protest. 


Your ass is beautiful, and jiggles appealingly. 

That's IT, Ginger. Now stand up. 

Now take your panties off completely so that you can walk. 

I want you to go bring me your hairbrush - AND, I want you to keep the hem of your skirt above your waist. Go now, and come right back.

Fine, I say getting up defiantly with a red face. 

I look at you and raise my skirt and tuck the hem under the waist before walking away. 

I walk into the bathroom and close the door. 

I think: should I stay here or should I return as he wishes? 

I pick up the hairbrush, and put it down. 

I open the door and walk back to you. "get the brush yourself"

Oh, you want it this way? Fine. 

I get up and walk with some power, straight to the brush, which goes in my pocket. 

I go towards you with some intensity in my stride and face. 

I grab your wrists and march you to the back of a chair, forcing you to lean sharply over it. 

Your ass is up and out, your face is down in the seat/back of the chair. You can hear me take out the brush and take stance for making a swing. 

One smack, two, and three. Short, but shockingly severe. 

My left hand keeps your upper body down. 

My right hand puts the brush back in my pocket, and begins stroking your ass. 

Your impudence has allowed me to feel free to have my way...

Your paternal power is intoxicating. I stand, look at you, and say: 

"Are you finished?" 

Thinking, you'll have to do more than that to break me. 

I look at you and I see for the first time the lines of your body. I smile.

We lock eyes, face-to-face, red and breathing hard with...is it fury, embarrassment, arousal of another kind? 

I strip my own shirt off. 

I take your nipples and I squeeze... how hard? 

Hard!

All the while, my stern gaze has you fixed in place. 

My hands go to the sides of your head, my fingers curl through your hair, and grip. 

I bring your face right to mine, and then - am I going to kiss you? 

I do, or seem to, briefly, but then I am to forcing you down to your knees, your face right at my crotch. 

You're going to learn how it is in my world. 

Now take it out.

When we lock eyes my heart races and I am filled with anger and arousal. I can only focus on your lips. I watch you remove your shirt, and study your chest. I'm standing rigidly. You squeeze my nipples HARD. I cringe, and whimper, but remain still; focused. 

Your hands, so large, cup my head and a deep hum passes through me and turns to a warming as I continue focusing on your nearing lips. A tremble comes over me, and I try to resist this natural response, but can't... I want you. 

You push me to my knees, I am wanting nothing more than to please you. I unzip your fly, reach in, and pull out the hard and hot and oh-so-wrong cock of yours, my uncle. I feel your hands pressing my head closer... I can only guess what to do.

That's it, baby. 

Look at it. That's my cock. Take your time. 

Now take it in your mouth. I believe you want it, Ginger... don't you? 

Now SUCK on it. Make me feel good, honey.

I watch as the head comes closer, and touches my wet parted lips. My tongue slides below, as your shaft pushes down to the back of my throat. I choke, but continue. My mouth fills with saliva as you stroke in and out. I take my right hand and follow my mouth down your cock, wet and twisting, tasting you. My eyes water. 

The feeling is very very good. You seem to be a natural. 

I settle back and enjoy the moment. 

I cannot help but thrust too aggressively, though I know it hurts a bit. 

Ahh, that's nice. 

I like the sight of my cock going straight in, of your mixed distress, bewilderment and pleasure, of your innocent face as you sometimes blink up at me for the approval that does not come. 

I will spare you my squirting for now. 

Stand up. That was good, baby. You did good. 

Now I showed you mine. You're going to show me yours.

I stand, nervously. My skirt hem is still tucked under the waist. I slowly look down, and see a tuft of hair, and I quickly look at you for approval. Nothing. I feel like a child, not a brat with a sense of self, and I'm not sure where my smartass remarks went. All I know is that you are hard, and desiring me, but I'm not certain for what. 

I stand, waiting. 

I sit in the armchair. 

Ginger, take everything off now for me. Everything. 

That's it. 

Turn around. 

You have a lovely body. Lovely. 

The blushing, trembling and - is it pouting? - all the better. 

Now go to the couch and sit down low, with your bottom out on the edge, and bring your knees to your chest. 

Do as I say.

Thank you, I say quietly. Scared. 

I sit on the edge of the couch. 

Turn to see if you're watching. 

Slowly lift my left leg and then my right up. 

I hold them with my hands, which are shaking. 

"Should we be doing this?" I ask meekly.

“Yes, Ginger, we should, because I want to do this with you.”

No response. 

I notice the meek compliance. No sass. I wonder if or when it will arise again, but we'll make good use of this submission. 

I bring a chair and sit right in front of you. 

You've grown into a beautiful woman, Ginger. 

I trace a finger idly around your thighs, butt and belly, going close to but never quite touching the most private spots. 

I see you’r all kind of poofy and moist here, aren't you Ginger? 

What do you understand this to mean, dear? 

I am mortified.

The poofy and moist means… it means, uhm the female is receptive – I blurt.

I chuckle.  I guess that would be correct.

Ginger, this will happen with a girl your age.  When it does, she will begin to play with herself. It's natural of course. I want you to show me what you do. 

I want you to masturbate for me now.

I am SO humiliated.  And electrified.  I move my fingers slowly over my vagina and clitoris.  I cannot believe my uncle is watching me do this.  I hope I can please him this way.

I lean far back to watch my niece’s innocence disappear.

That’s it, honey.  I want you to keep your eyes right on mine, right here.

Don’t take them off.

We hold eye contact and I point my cock straight up, not far below our line of sight.  I begin to move my fingers slowly up and down.

You’re a good girl, Ginger.  And you’re a sexy girl, aren’t you, aren’t you?  You’re a nasty girl.  A horny girl. 

What kind of girl are you, Ginger?

She is unable to answer and my glare lets her know that this has irritated me.

Soon, my own diddling has the desired effect as Ginger’s curiosity gets the better of her and she looks down at my cock.

I startle her by getting up quickly.  She realizes there is trouble again.

I lean against the couch, my face just in front of hers.

Is it so hard to follow instructions, Ginger?  Are you that interested in my cock?

Meanwhile, my cock dangles just at her gaping pussy, and I allow it to touch.

Do you want my cock?  Tell me.

This angry intensity again.  It scares me to death.  

OH… Oh… That’s his dick.  Ohmygod.

I can barely stammer the words.

Yes.  Uncle Tom.

I want it.

I thrust just enough to get the head halfway in.  I didn’t know her eyes could get any bigger.  Beautiful.

But first, the rule of law.

Get up Ginger.  Step to the desk.  Lean over.  Grab the far edge.  I want your ass out and up, and your feet apart.

That’s it.

I see him pick up his ruler.

There is no mistaking his intent.

After an eternity of waiting…

Snap!

Snap!

Snap!

This pain is different.   Much less deep, but sharp, and radiating a tingle right there, to…

Oh God.

I bring my chair up and sit facing this girl’s lovely derriere.

I use my thumbs to spread the cheeks wide, and I hear her gasp.

I plant a deep, lingering kiss at the center of her pussy.

As a parting gift, I give her clit a slow, lingering lap with my tongue.

I begin fingering her, and I bring a dollop of juice to her anus.  I see her tense up, so I give a feathery tickle.

I can’t believe he’s touching me there.  Gross!  That’s so weird.  And… I can’t believe it feels good.  I never thought this could happen to me.

Ginger, reach back now, and hold my wrist.  That’s it.  Firmly.

Now I want you to push, my finger.

Push it into your anus, Ginger.

That’s it.

In and out.  Like that.

Relax there, Ginger, and it will feel better.

I stand and whisper to her.

Do you know what men like to do there, Ginger?

Do you want to remain virgin?

Do you know what I’m getting you ready for?

I’m as shocked by my own desire as I am by his depravity.

My frustrated arousal spirals out of control.  It’s what drives me to say,

You want to fuck me in the ass, don’t you, you pervert?

I turn my head and look straight at him.

I consider my options.

 ~~ To be continued.


