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PART ONE

“Hey, mom!” Danny hugged his mother. “Hey Dad,” his father came down the stairs and shook his hand.

“Thanks, Danny. I know it’s not a great way to spend your summer vacation, but…thanks.”

“Heck, you guys have been talking about Europe for years. And I don’t mind spending my summer house sitting.”

His mother latched onto his arm and smiled at him. “Now you be a good boy.”

“Always.” ‘Never,’ he mouthed at his father, who chuckled.

“Grab a suitcase, Danny.”

Danny did, and the two men sauntered out to the curb. The airport shuttle was due any minute. His mother followed along, checking her purse, checking things off in her mind, trying to remember all the things she’d forgotten.

“You’ll have to clean the pool, and cut the lawn. I let the service go for the summer. And, uh…oh, there’s lots of beer in the basement, and if you don’t drink it all…” His father winked and Danny laughed.

“I’ll do my best, Dad. Security code is the same?”

“Yep. 3141. The outside key is still under the potted plant at the corner of the house, let’s see, what else…” Then he grinned. “Try not to look through the hedge on the Johnson’s side of the yard.”

“Oh?”

“They moved out and a divorcee moved in, and…” he looked around to make sure they were alone. “Woo!” He shook his hand.

Danny grinned. “I may catch a bad case of peeping eyeball this summer. Is that what you’re saying?”

His dad whispered, “Don’t be surprised if your eyeballs pop out. Just put them back in and keep looking.”

They both chuckled, and Danny was intrigued. A good looking babe on the other side of the hedge? Heck, between peeping and porn this might turn out to be a great summer.

“Here comes the bus, Harold.”

Danny and his father turned, and here came the blue shuttle.

The bus pulled up and they loaded luggage on it, and his father said, “Call if you need anything, and keep your eyes open.”

That last remark went right over Danny’s mother’s head and he grinned.

“Will do. And you and Mom say hi to the Pope for me.”

A minute later the shuttle was trucking away. Danny waved, then turned back to the house.

The house was two stories and a basement. The fridge would be well stocked, and his father had already told him about the beer. He smiled. A summer in luxury. Just what the doctor ordered. He thought he was going to have to stay in the dorm for the summer, but then this house sitting offer came through, and they even offered to pay his gas across the country and back.

Good, old Mom and Dad.

He sauntered up the walk, a worm was on the side of the walk and he stepped around it.

Live and let live.

It was cool inside the house, and the drapes were all closed. He walked through the sunken living room, up a step to the dining room, and a hard left into the kitchen. He opened the fridge and bent down to see what was what.

Lots of food. But the food was mostly shoved back, and in the front of the main shelf was a single can with a note on it. He picked up the note and looked at the can. It was a picture of a monkey with too many hands and an eyeball in the middle of its belly. ‘Golden Monkey.’ Belgian Triple. With the triple spelled tripel.

He opened the note, “Take two cans and call me in the morning.” A picture of two eyes and a smile, one of the eyes winking.

Danny smiled and opened the can. Might just as well figure out what the deal was.

He sucked the suds. It was good. More fruity than he liked, but…it had a kick to it. He wondered what he was going to feel like after a can, let alone two cans.

He sauntered down to the basement. The basement ran the length and width of the house. It had been rebuilt a couple of summers ago, and the house was now supported by metal poles and metal girders. No earthquake was going to shake this baby down.

He went to the end of the basement, past the door that was always locked, and looked into the room reserved for beer and wine.

Racks of wine stood attention, and a whole pallet of beer was in a corner. Golden Monkey.

A whole pallet! that was 100 cases.

Of course it was minus two cases, but…that was a lot of beer for the summer.

He picked up a case and brought it back to the kitchen. He tossed out the broccoli and squeezed the case into the fridge.

There! No warm beer for him!

He walked out of the sliding doors and inspected the pool. His dad must have let the service go within the last couple of days, because the pool was clean and sparkling.

He finished his beer and put the can down. He kicked off his shoes and doffed his pants and socks. He staggered a bit at one point, that Golden Monkey did have a little kick in it. Then, tossing his shirt to the side, he jumped into the pool.

Oh, heaven!

He sliced through the water, and his cock stood up and enjoyed the rush of water. He rolled on to his back and put his feet on the side ledge. He floated, watched the palm trees waving high above. He could make out the shape of a monkey with big biceps in the towering clouds. His cock was busy trying to get a suntan.

He heard splashing.

He raised his head and looked towards the hedge.

He could see flashes of flesh through the hedge as the person, hopefully the babe his father had warned him about, dove off the diving board.

Not making a sound, he moved through the water. At the side of the pool, right above the water outlet, he could see through the bottom of the hedge. He propped himself on his forearms on the side of the pool and stared through the little triangular hole.

A woman came into view, and Danny caught his breath.

She was statuesque, perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Big cups on the 36. She was stacked.

Forcing himself to take his eyes off her sexy frame Danny studied her face. Full lips, green eyes, even, happy features.

Oh, man. Boner city!

She toweled off and sat down on a lounge chair. She was naked and he could see every inch of her. And she was kind enough to spread her legs, giving him a full view of her pussy.

Oh, God! He hadn’t had any for a month. Not since his girlfriend at the Triple Pi sorority house had dumped him.

And with finals he hadn’t had the time to jerk off.

He had a full load, and this woman was stimulating him like no other.

He sighed softly, and watched as she lay back, her large breasts thrusting up into the air. He could even see that her nipples were erect.

Down below the jet of water was shooting into the pool, and it was striking him right in the groin.

God. She was hot, and the water sluicing his manhood was getting him extra hard.

He started pushing his dick into the stream of water. It was a gentle stream of water, like a blow job from a girl with a tooth ache. It felt so good.

The woman picked up a magazine and started reading it.

Danny was in heaven. He could spend all summer just staring at this lush beauty.

Now his cock was close. He pushed it closer to the jet of water, and felt his tip actually touch the water outlet.

He pushed against it a few times, he was going to cum. He was going to…his cock slipped into the hole.

His eyes opened, and suddenly the pressure on his cock died. Of course. It was stopped up and the flow would go to other water outlets.

He eased back, then stopped. His cock wasn’t coming out!

He pushed back a little and stared through the clear water.

Just the tip of his cock, and maybe an inch, were all that were in the outlet, but…he couldn’t get out.

He wiggled his hips, tried to loosen the connection. Nothing. He reached down with his hand and pulled. He pressed on the side of his cock and tried to edge his finger into the hole.

Nothing.

That was the moment he started to panic. How the fuck had this happened! How could he get loose? What was he going to do?

Okay…okay. Calm down. The solution is simple. His dick just had to go limp. It was stuck because it was too big, so make it small.

He put his head down and breathed. He tried to think of other things. He tried to forget that his cock was caught as if in a bear trap.             

Baseball. He should think of baseball.

Except that baseball had balls in it. And a bat. And his cock just wouldn’t take a hint and relax.

He struggled some more. Pulled until he thought the roots of his cock were going to snap and he would be left without a dick.

Nothing.

His dick was lodged in the outlet so firmly it might as well have been glued!

What could he do?

He had images of himself being found in the fall. His parents would come out and see his skeleton floating in the pool.

Then, staring at nothing while his imagination ran riot, he saw the solution. It was right on the other side of the hedge. It was that gorgeous babe with no clothes on.

He opened his mouth to yell, then stopped.

If he yelled at her when she had no clothes on she might bolt.

Okay. Just yell help. Don’t scare her. Just yell help, and when she came to see what he needed he could talk to her. Okay. Great.

“Help!” he yelled.

The lady ignored him. Kept reading her magazine.

“HELP!”

She read, and one hand went up to adjust her…earplugs! She was listening to music.

“HELP!” He screamed.

She took one ear plug out and looked around.

“Please, lady! Help me!”

The woman on the other side of the hedge looked at the hedge, but she couldn’t see through the little triangular opening. “Who are you? Where are you?

“I’m on the other side of the hedge! I’m your neighbor.”

She peered at the hedge, took the other ear bud out and stood up.

She was incredible. Her breasts pointed at him, jutting out, the tips like eyes.

“Yes! You’re look at me! I’m in my parent’s pool on the other side of the hedge. I…I need help!”

She had no expression on her beautiful face as she rounded the pool. She walked along the hedge and when she passed the little peephole Danny yelled, in a lower voice, “Yes. Right here. I’m stuck in the pool.”

She went up on tip toes and tried to look through the leaves.

“No, look through the bottom.”

She lowered herself, squatted, and he could see, for a moment, the gape of her hole. She was shaved bare, her lips spread a bit and he could see the pink of her. Then she was looking at him.

She had the most amazing green eyes. Sparkling, scintillating, perceptive.

“Well, well.” She smiled, her lush, red lips curving to show a slice of even, white teeth. “Are you a peeping Tom?”

“No! No! But I’m stuck. I can’t get out.”

Danny was holding himself up with his arms folded on the cement, he couldn’t move up or down.

She tilted her head slightly. “I’ve heard of people so fat they couldn’t get out of a bath tub…but a pool? And you don’t look all that fat.”

“Look, look…” his voice was sounding a bit ragged now, having to explain his situation. “I was swimming and I rested here for a moment, and…and I got stuck in the water outlet on the side of the pool.

“You got stuck.” Her perfectly plucked eyebrows raised up in disbelief.

“Yes! I swear, I’m not making this up. I’m Danny, Harold’s son. I’m watching the house while they’re in Europe. I’m really stuck and I don’t know what to do.”

She studied him, her tongue flicked out to lick her lips quickly. She said, “What part of you, exactly, is stuck?”

Talk about red faces, Danny could have put a tomato to shame. “My…my….it’s…my penis.”

“Your penis is stuck in the water outlet,” her voice was even.

“Yes, oh, God. Please, I’m sorry…I don’t know how to get it out.”

For a long minute she studied his torture face.

“Well, Danny, son of Harold, I don’t know if I believe you. I mean, here I am, all naked, and a strange man is trying to get me into his yard.”

“Please! I’m sorry! I know it sounds crazy, but…” he blathered on and on, and little tears appeared at the corner of his eyes.

She sighed. “I should call the fire department.”

“No! No!” That was too embarrassing to think about.

“Well, what do you want me to do?”

“I…there’s got to be something. Please.”

“Well…I suppose I could at least inspect the situation, but if you’re just trying to get me within reach, you better know that I’m bringing a baseball bat.”

“Okay. Okay.” He sobbed openly.

She rose up and he heard her walking away. She was wearing cork high heeled sandals, no click, but he could still hear the padding sound she made.

A minute passed, then he heard the side gate opening. She came up the side yard. She was wearing a robe that looked more like a chemise and carrying a short Louisville Slugger. He looked at her and gulped. Up close she was even more gorgeous. Her skin was fine and slightly tanned, her hair sparkled in the sunlight. Her red lips looked moist and…and kissable!

“Thank you,” he blurted.

She sidled up along the edge of the pool, eyes watching everywhere.

“So how are you stuck?”

He straightened his arms out, holding on with his hands and she moved forward and looked down.

“You weren’t kidding.” She sounded a little awed, yet there was a bit of humor at the corners of her plump mouth.

“No! I’m sorry…I…”

“So how did a healthy looking young man manage to put his dick in a hole?”

Yes. She was laughing. Not obviously, but he caught her attitude.

“I just…I…”

She got down on her hands and knees and looked back through the hedge. She nodded and grinned. “So you are a peeping Tom.” She looked at him. “Admit it. You were looking at me.”

He had to admit it, the proof was there. “I…just for a second. I happened to notice and…and I just got too close to the side of the pool.”

“I’ll bet you did.” She sat on the side of the pool, her legs in the water, the edges of her robe getting wet. He could see right through the front of the robe and gulped again. Her tits were astounding. So perfectly shaped.

She didn’t seem to care that he was looking. In fact, she grinned wider when she saw him noticing.

“So what am I supposed to do?”

“I don’t know. Pull me out?”

She chuckled. “Trying to get a hand job. That’s lame.”

“No! How about getting some sort of oil and trying to get it in there?”

“Well, I suppose that’s a possibility. But I’d still have to touch your cock.”

“Oh, God!”

“Well, I can see that you’re a bit worried. Maybe your cock will have to be amputated. How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

“So young. Too young to have his cock taken off.” She sighed. “Do you have some sort of oil?”

“I don’t know. Maybe kitchen oil will work? Olive oil?”

She rose up. “Don’t go away.” She sashayed around the pool. He watched her walk and groaned. Her ass was so lush and perfect and it swayed so suggestively.

She tossed a grin at him, as if knowing what he was seeing.

It made his cock even harder, and that meant he was lodged even firmer. Fuck!

She disappeared into the house, then came out a minute later She was holding a bottle of cooking oil. As she walked along the side of the pool she didn’t even seem to care that her robe hung open. He had a full view of her pussy and her tits, and she just grinned.

He realized, at that moment, that she was a cock teaser.

But, cock teaser or not, she was his sole hope.

She knelt down, opened the bottle and held it out. “Open your hand.”

He did, and she poured a glob of oil into his palm.

He reached down and tried to push oil into the outlet. His dick, of course, was in the way, and the water rinsed the oil off. He got almost nothing into the outlet.

He looked up at her, the expression on his face like a hurt puppy dog’s.

“Oh, stuff,” she muttered. She slipped the robe off her shoulders and let it fall on the cement. She stepped into the pool, went down quickly and rose up.

She shook her head and blinked. “Well, I always wondered if this waterproof make up worked.”

She reached for the side of the pool, hoisted herself half up. She was next to him, and his cock was harder than ever. She was breathtakingly beautiful.

She poured a glop of the cooking oil in her hand, grinned at him, and dunked down.

He felt her hands on his legs, holding herself in position. She tried to get her hand in from the side, but that wouldn’t work.

Thirty seconds of trying and she surfaced. She held on to the pool and poured another bit of oil into her palm. She smiled at him. “You’re much too big to be playing around with small holes.”

He started to say something, but she gulped in air and descended.

She went between his legs this time. She hooked one arm around his leg and he felt her tits on his flesh. Her other hand went under his balls, and he gasped, then he felt her trying to push a slender finger between his cock and the wall on the inside of the outlet.

She was careful, but it pinched and he tried not to yelp.

After thirty seconds of trying she rose up again. This time she held onto his shoulder, and now her large breasts were pressed against his arm and side.

“Lordy. Either that hole is too tight, or you’re too big. Which is it?”

He stumbled over words and she laughed.

She hung onto him then, and just took in air.

Suddenly she ducked down again. She didn’t get any more oil, she just ducked down, and he suddenly felt her handling his balls, feeling the base of his cock, the shaft of his cock.

He whimpered. It felt so good, but it was probably just sticking him in the hole harder.

She rose up, held on to him. Her face was close to him and he could feel her nipples brushing against his body. “I’ve got an idea.”

He looked at her hopefully.

“It may seem a bit odd, maybe even uncomfortable, but I think it will work.”

“Okay.”

She transferred her hands to the side of the pool, and he instantly missed the warmth and feel of her hot flesh.

She poured the oil all over her fingers, grinned, “Here goes nothing,” and ducked down.

Again she slithered down his body. Again she examined his balls, then he realized she was just getting them out of the way. She grabbed his cock with one hand, and put the other hand to his crack, and…SHE STUCK HER FINGER UP HIS ASS!

Danny cried out. It didn’t hurt. It actually felt good. But to be invaded like that, without any warning.

Then he felt her finger moving around inside him, and she began pressing on something. Rhythmically. And he felt the sudden urge to pee.

“Oh, fuck!” His voice sounded very alone in the backyard.

She rose up, gasped for air, but managed to keep her finger in his anus.

“What are you…”

Too late. She ducked down again.

And moved her finger around and found that little bump inside. She pressed it and pressed it and pressed it. And Danny suddenly felt a goofy lassitude assail him.

She surfaced, breathed, went down again. And pressed into his ass harder. That spot. Pressing. And he felt lazy and sort of good, and everything was right. Didn’t matter that he was stuck in a hole in—his penis popped out.

She surfaced, laughing. “I knew it!”

She climbed up the side of the pool and reached a hand down for him.

He felt so lazy, he just wanted to lay there and float, but he took her hand and she lifted, and he helped, and he came out of the pool.

His cock was slack now.

He was yawning, like after a good masturbatory session, and he said, “What did you…how did you do that?”

“I’ll tell you in a second. First, let’s look at this poor abused member of yours.”

She knelt down and looked directly at his cock. He gasped as she grabbed his balls with one hand and touched his half soft cock with the other.

“Yes. It is big. And it looks bruised.”

She looked up at him, and he was struck by how she looked like she was about to suck his cock. But she didn’t. She just said, “Let’s get you over to my house and see about some first aid.”

He blubbered something, he wasn’t sure what, but she grabbed his arm and walked him along the side of the pool. He would have resisted, but who in their right mind would resist the most beautiful naked woman in the world leading him somewhere?

“I suppose I should consider it a compliment, that you would get so excited you would try to get your penis in such a tight hole.”

They went through the side gate, two steps behind a front hedge, and into her yard.

“But it was very foolish. You really should take better care of your cock.”

Cock. Like it was dirty, but beautifully dirty.

“I know…I, uh…”

They walked up the side of her house. Her breasts moved back and forth on his arm.

“Don’t you want your robe?”

Stupid, Danny, he chastised himself. She’s naked and you want her to get dressed?

I can get it any time. What’s important is to take care of your poor, bruised penis.

Actually, it didn’t feel all that bruised. Maybe a little sore, but…

She led him across her patio and through her sliding doors.

It was cool in her house. And it was nice. She had a comfy pair of sofas longwise, so two people could lay on them and watch the big screen over the fireplace.

“You know,” she said, as she led him up the stairs, “A young man should always take care of his dick.”

Penis, dick, cock. She used different words in different ways and it kept him off balance. Was she being crude? Medical? Polite?

She led him into her bedroom. It was large with a four poster bed and a pink canopy. It smelled of her gentle feminine products. Perfumes particular to shampoos, to make up, that made him think of his cock.

His cock was fully limp now. In spite of what had happened.

“How did you get me loose?”

“Here, sit on the bed.”

He sat on the bed, and gloried in sitting on the place where she slept, where her bare body wrapped itself in sheets and slumbered. It felt similar to feeling her underwear, smelling her delicate aroma on her dainty underthings.

She kept talking as she went into the bathroom and brought back a bottle. “I know it was invasive, but I pushed on your prostate. That releases semen, and then you got smaller.”

“Oh.” That was a new one on him.

“I hope it didn’t hurt. It’s supposed to feel good when a woman does that to a man, but considering your situation…”

“Oh, it was…yeah.”

She smiled at him and lifted up his cock. “Then it felt good?”

“Uh, well…”

“It’s supposed to feel good. Did it feel good?” She sprayed his cock with something and looked up at him.

“Well, uh…yeah. It did feel pretty good. Especially at the end.”

“That was when you leaked your sperm out. But I warn you. Losing your sperm like that…it will make you very excited…let’s call it what it is—horny. For the next few days you’re going to be feeling very frisky. Lay back.”

He lay back on the bed, and his cock was limp, and…it felt numb.

“I don’t feel anything down there.”

“You’re not supposed to. That’s a numbing spray. Now hold still.”

He held still, and though his dick was numb, he knew she was handling it. He felt something stiff bump against his balls, then it felt like she was holding his package in the ring of her fingers. She did a couple of more things and he heard…CLICK!”

“There we go. You can sit up.”

He sat, and looked down, and his mouth opened.

“It’s a chastity cage. It will stop you from getting erect. We certainly don’t want you getting erect after hurting your poor, little ding a ling.”

He looked up at her. “But…this…”

“Oh, it’s okay. I’ve got the key around here somewhere. When the bruising goes down we can take the cage off. Until then, it may be frustrating, but at least you won’t be able to get hard.”

He was flabbergasted, stunned.

“Now then, we do need to give you some medicine. And it may be a bitter pill to swallow, but you really need it.”

“Medicine?”

“Old medicine, like they had in the pioneer days. Come on.”

She took his hand and they walked out of the room.

She pulled him along, giggling, and he kept staring down at his penis. It was locked away. In prison. No way to touch it.

His balls hung free below it, but…it was weird walking.

He looked at her, completely naked, and now in no danger. He couldn’t fuck her if he wanted to.

Oddly, though he had just cum in the pool, and though his cock was locked away, he wanted to. Her body was just so unbelievably perfect.

She led him down stairs and across the big room to a small wet bar. She opened an upper cabinet and got down a bottle with a red label. It read ‘Weller Antique 107 Bourbon.’

“You ever have hundred buck bourbon?”

He shook his head. “That’s the medicine?”

“Yep. And it’s good medicine. $129 a bottle. Let’s try a straight sip, first, to loosen up your throat.”

She poured a finger in a shot glass and handed it to him, then poured her own shot glass.

“Here’s how,” she murmured, and put the shot glass to her lips.

He watched, fascinated, as the amber liquid passed over her sexy lips. She held it in her mouth for a second, then swished it around, then swallowed. “Woo!” she shivered in appreciation. “Well?”

He raised the shot glass and, like she had done, poured it into his mouth. He closed his lips and felt a prickly, stingy hot sensation in his mouth. His eyes watered and he swished, then gulped. It burned all the way down his throat. Yet…it burned good. It didn’t hurt, but woke him up, and his stomach suddenly felt happy.

“Fuck,” he croaked.

She laughed. “That’s a toast I like.”

“Now, we could take shots like this, or we can ruin a perfectly good blast of the tonsils by mixing it with Coke, or some other disgusting additive.”

“Coke,” he suggested.

“Wise.” She brought out a couple of tall glasses, scooped ice out of a small box in the refrigerator under the counter and filled the glasses. Then she filled half the glass with bourbon, took a couple of cans of Coke out of the fridge, and topped the glasses off.

“Here’s when,” she held a glass up.

He took his glass from her hands, and he felt the brush of her long fingernails on his skin. They clinked and sipped.

“Oh, man, that’s the best of both worlds.”

“Both worlds? Are you speaking of heaven and hell? Come on over here. Sit down next to me.” She crossed the room and plopped down on one of the sofas.

Danny followed her, suddenly a bit self conscious. He was naked, but that damned thing between his legs…he sat down, and left a space between them.

She grinned, noting the distance between them.

“Well? Are you speaking of heaven and hell as the worlds we are between?”

“I guess.” He took another sip.

“I’m a fan of both of those worlds, and I really think they need to be joined.”

“What?”

“What if heaven and hell were the same?”


PART TWO

Danny sort of blinked on the inside. From medical emergency to first aid to talking about heaven and hell. And the thought percolated through his cranium. Is she nuts?

But she didn’t act nuts. She acted happy, and she moved an inch closer to him.

“What if heaven was hell, and hell was heaven?”

“That’s…I don’t see how that is possible.”

“Isn’t that the fun of it?”

He looked blank.

“You don’t think something is possible, and then it dawns on you, and suddenly the world is totally different.’

She sipped, he sipped, and he was unaware that she was taking smaller sips than him. He was also unaware that it was like yawning. One person yawns, then the next person…and she was sipping, and he was glugging.

She moved an inch closer to him.

“You know, Danny, your father told me you would be house sitting this summer, and I wondered when I would finally meet you. Isn’t it propitious that you stuck your cock in a hole for me?”

“Well, it’s sort of embarrassing.”

“But you’re not embarrassed now, are you?”

“Well, no.” And the thought crossed his mind that she was trying to get him drunk.

She moved an inch closer to him, was close enough to put a hand on his thigh. “I’m glad you’re not embarrassed.”

Danny finished his drink, then said the stupidest thing he had ever said in his whole life. “Well, I should be going.”

She didn’t remark on how stupid it was. She just smiled, and when he started to rise she reached right between his legs, grabbed his packaged package, and pulled him back down.

“”Thee’s no hurry. We’ve got all summer, and…would you like a another drink?”

Then he said the smartest thing he had ever said in his life. “Sure.”

She stood up, turned to him and leaned to take his glass. Her breasts hung down, mesmerizing him.

He watched her walk over to the bar. Her ass would take second place to none. It was so round and perfect. It was a globe of heaven.

She hummed as she mixed another bourbon and Coke.

She turned, held the drink in one hand and swayed back across the room towards him.

Now it was obvious. The sex in the room was like a fog, slanting all light, and Danny found himself staring at her breasts.

She handed him the drink. “Do you like my breasts, Danny?”

He nodded, gulped.

“Would you like to touch them?” She sat down on him. Right on him. Facing him. His caged cock touching her ass.

He started to nod, but she didn’t wait for him. She grabbed his head and pulled it forward. His mouth opened instinctively and suddenly he had a big mouthful of the most delicious boob in the world.

She held him, enjoyed him as he pulled on her nipple, slapped it with his tongue.

Then she stood up, took her own drink in hand, and sat down a foot away from him in the cross legged position.

He gulped, and the room spun a bit. Her legs were spread so wide he stared straight at her vagina.

“Face me, Danny. Sit like this and face me.”

He pulled his legs up, swiveled, and crossed his legs Indian style.

They were now inches apart. Their knees touching, their faces could touch with the slightest of leans.

“I’m going to tell you a story, Danny. Would you like to hear a story?”

He nodded.

“Once upon a time there was a beautiful girl. She was just a girl, young and impressionable, and she actually met a Prince charming. He was lithe, slender, and had the most powerful joie de vivre. He was famous and rich and the world loved him, but he had love only for this innocent, young girl. Do you think that’s nice, Danny? That he would love only one girl, forever? Do you think people can be soul mates?”

There was a gleam in the corner of her eye that might have been a tear.

He nodded. He was hypnotized. He could only watch her eyes as they sparkled, see her lips as she talked, and listen to her tale.

“They married. This Prince Charming and his young girl. They married and life was the blossom of a tree on the sweetest day of the year. They lived and loved, and he taught her so many things. So many nasty, nasty things. Things like how to make a man cum by sticking a finger in his butt, only to arouse him even more. Do you think you’ll like being aroused even more?”

Again, he nodded, was confused, then nodded more.

“That’s good. That’s very good, because her comes the sad part.”

She stopped and took a drink. Not a sip, but a big glug, a glug to stop pain and hurt and the torments of life.

He sipped this time, and watched, and listened.

She considered him. She leaned closer, put her hand around his neck and pulled him closer, and she kissed him. She kissed him lightly, but it went deep. She touched his lips with her own, and he felt himself trembling, and his nipples actually burned with want.

She moved back, her eyes wet. She said. “Prince Charming died. A stupid accident. He was sober and hurrying home to me. A drunk T boned him, crushed the life out of him. That’s his chastity tube you’re wearing.”

“It is?” he blurted.

She nodded. Everything about him was broken, but somehow that symbol of our love survived. The people in the hospital gave it to me. One nurse, she seemed to understand, said, ‘he must have loved you very much.’ She made me cry, did that nurse. But…sometimes you’re supposed to cry. Sometimes when it hurts, when there’s no heaven, you cry and you cry, and you look at the symbol of your lost, pure love.”

She was crying opening now. Not body wracking sobs, just a stream of tears emitting from those beautiful, green eyes. Eyes that had held so much life, and now held so much pain.

She took another drink.

He was drunk, but not too drunk.

She was hurting so much that it wouldn’t have mattered how expensive the bourbon…she was sober.

“Did you really not know that was a chastity tube I was putting on you?”

“No,” he said, suddenly feeling curiously emboldened. “You were very clever.”

“I had to be. I’ve been searching for love, and I hurt so much. And when I saw you, hurting yourself, so scared, with your dick caught in that stupid, water outlet…” she started laughing, and he had to chuckle, it was funny, now that he was on the other side of it.

She took another drink, but this time it was a sip.

“When I saw you I knew that I needed you. I needed somebody, even if I wasn’t in love, to wear my toy. To be my toy. I needed a man to remind me that I was a woman. Are you okay with that?”

What would he have answered if he wasn’t drunk? Probably the same. Maybe different. But Danny just nodded.

“Good. We’ll spend the summer loving. And even though we won’t be in love, we’ll be in like, and when you go back to school…it’ll be okay. And I’ll be ready to move on. To keep searching for that special man who can replace a once in a lifetime man. Is that okay with you?”

“Yes.”

“Even though I’m going to do things to you? Even though I will sometimes treat you harshly…can you stand that for the faux love we will have?”

“I can.” He was drunk, but he acted like he was sober. And he made decisions that would hurt him, come back to haunt him, but would make him a better man.

“Excellent. Another drink, then I’ll show you what I need.”

She made another drink, then, glasses in hands, she led him across the room to the kitchen. There was a side door, and just before the side door were a pair of doors. One led into the pantry. The other one led downstairs.

She flicked a light switch and led the way down the wooden steps.

She held his arm and they faced the basement.

It was dark and dingy. There were several posts down the center of the basement, and above them was a massive beam. This house hadn’t been retrofitted, but it didn’t need it. The beam was old wood and would last till judgement day.

The left side of the basement was empty, except for a stack of pallets at the far end. In the middle of the far wall was a series of wide steps that led up to a storm door. Along the right side of the basement was a series of rooms.

“I didn’t know this was here,” said Danny. “I should have, it’s just like our basement.”

“I dreamed of this day, of finding somebody to help me.” They walked down the left hand side of the basement, and Danny glanced into the rooms on the side. The first one had things like boxes and furniture. He couldn’t make out much in the gloom.

The second room held tools, bright and shiny. Saws and hammers, power tools, nails and screws. All the things one needed for building things.

“I can get any tools you want. I’m not familiar with tools, but I can help. I can learn.”

She was asking him. How weird.

The third room had nothing. No, there was something. It looked like a big, metal door leaning against a side wall.

In front of the third room, and at the bottom of the shallow steps, was a pile of lumber. Some of it was just stock two by fours. Other pieces of the lumber looked specialized. Treated wood and bits of hardware that he recognized…and sometimes didn’t.

“Your father said you were handy with your hands. Are you handy with your hands, Danny?”

“I’m okay,” he murmured, looking more closely at what was in the pile of lumber.

A couple of planks of treated and highly polished wood. One with what looked like padding on it. There were eyelets designed to be sunk in cement. A box of cement drill bits on the end of a two by four.

And chains. Bright and shiny. Some with small links, others with large links.

“I want to festoon the left wall with these big chains, and use the smaller chains to secure my lover. Lovers.”

“Lovers?”

“After the summer. After you go home. I received a lot of insurance money when my husband died, but that will run out, and then this will support me” She waved a hand to include the basement, which he now saw as a dungeon.

She turned to him, held her glass with one hand and kissed him. She pressed her massive chest against him, she opened her mouth and swallowed him whole.

He was breathing hard when she drew back.

“I’m good. My husband made me good, but I need practice. I’m going to need to practice on you. Will you let me practice on you, Danny?”

Once again he nodded.

If one had asked him, right then, if he loved her, he would have said yes. Even knowing he couldn’t be in love this fast, that he was responding to her manipulations, he would have claimed eternal love.

She whispered to him, “You must stay in chastity until the end of the summer. When you go back to school, that’s when I’ll unlock you, and then you can do anything you want to me. I’ll want you to do whatever you want. Okay?”

His head went up and down. He wanted to kiss her again. He was starting to feel his cock again. The numbing agent had worn off, and though he had been drained in the swimming pool, he felt his cock throbbing, trying to get hard.

He looked down, and so did she.

His penis struggled inside the cage. It pressed against the sides, tried to swell up, tried to elongate, but it was totally encased and had no options. It filled the cage, but that was all.

All except for the delicious hurt it provided.

She reached down between them and took his package in hand. They watched the struggles of the penis to erect. He groaned, and she laughed delightedly.

She looked up at him, her face alight with excitement. “This is going to be so much fun. Don’t you think? Is it going to be fun, Danny?”

“Yes,” he said simply, his heart surging as hard as his cock. He wanted to take this beautiful woman in his arms and lay her out, spread her out, put his penis in her and fuck her.

His mind said ‘savagely,’ even as it whimpered. He was already growing fearful of the cage gripping his poor cock.

“Wonderful. Let’s go upstairs. Let’s have lunch and talk about my dungeon, and maybe about what I’m going to do to you.”

She sauntered, holding his hand, her naked hip brushing against his, across the room and up the stairs.

They sat on the patio, just under the overhang. They drank up the heat of the day while avoiding the supposedly harmful rays of the sun. Danny doubted the sun was so bad, but she was careful with her unblemished and so perfect skin.

They talked of how he liked school, the similarities and differences between their houses, girlfriends he had had (very few), and boyfriends she had had (only the one), and life in general.

They talked about whether she should get permits to build her dungeon, and he said no.

“Keep the city out of it. They’ll never look, and if they know what you’re doing other departments are going to want to get involved.”

“But those are potential customers. In my understanding people in government want what I have to offer in the worst way.”

He chuckled, “So they tax people, then seek punishment. Is there a connection here? An irony?”

She smiled. “I think there is. My husband used to say there has never been an honest politician.”

“Heck, I’ve never voted, and I know he’s right. History teaches that, you know?”

“So I shouldn’t bother getting a permit to run a business from the city.”

“Ha! If they okay it it’ll just be so they can tax you.”

As he elucidated further she listened and marveled. “You know a lot for someone so young.”

“My father’s a contractor. I’ve been around this stuff all my life.”

She reached over and touched his cage. “How are you doing?”

“I’m desperate,” he answered honestly.

“It’s going to get a lot worse. Imagine doubling your horniness every day for another ninety days.”

“I won’t be able to stand it. My balls will explode and my dick will fall off.”

How fast they had become familiar in nasty language.

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll drain you every week. You’ll grow to love those days. Especially since you won’t be getting any. Won’t even be able to jack off.”

“Heysoos. I don’t think I’ll be able to stand it.”

“How often do you masturbate?”

“Every couple of days.”

She laughed. “Poor boy.”
They weren’t drunk now, just pleasantly high, drinking just enough to keep themselves high, and never sloppy.

She stood up and stepped over him, sat down on him.

He reached up and fondled her boobs.

She leaned down and kissed him. A long, slow, grinding kiss that stole his breath and left him in a puddle.

She fell against him, her breasts against his chest. They felt each others bodies, breathing, heart pounding. His dick moved the little cock cage and she smothered a laugh against his neck.

She whispered, I’ve been in you.”

“Just your finger.”

She ignored his remark. “You know what that means?”

He shook his head.

“It means that I’ve fucked you, if only with my finger. It means that I am the dominant and you’re the submissive. It means that I am the man and you are the woman.”

He tried to digest this datum, but his head was having a hard time.

“It means that I am in charge and that you are my slave.”

“Your willing slave,” he amended her.

“There’s no other kind,” she said. “If you make a person a slave against his will he is a prisoner. If he becomes your slave willingly…that is a true slave.”

“So I am your true slave?”

“Do you like it?”

He didn’t answer. He just thought about it. He was actually thinking about things like free will, and choice, and sovereignty.

She reached down between his legs and cupped his balls. “Tell me you love it.”

She didn’t even have to squeeze. The excitement of having his life in her hands was enough to convince him. “I like it.”

She kissed him again.

And again and again.

He finally said, “This is the point where I get so out of control that I carry you upstairs and ravage you.”

She bit his neck lightly. She nibbled on his ears. “And this is the point where I let you.”

He pushed her back. “Let me fuck you?”

“Of course.” Yet there was a hidden smile in those bewitching, green eyes.

He sat there, confused, not knowing what to do. He believed her, and yet…he didn’t believe her.

She laughed, watched him. “Do you feel it?”

“What?”

“Heaven and hell. Everything that you wanted, and yet…nothing.’

A glimmer of understanding shook him then. All her talk of heaven and hell wasn’t just bullshit. There was something to it, and…he felt a very slight, shiver of fear. So subtle he could ignore it. So pervasive he was actually scared.

She leaned into him, raped his mouth hers. Drank of him like a vampire drinks blood of his victim.

He, of course, didn’t fight it. He wanted it. He was willing.

“Come on,” she said, standing above him, looking down like a conquering hero. “Let’s go fuck.”

She stepped off the lounge and he sat up, then stood up.

She reached down and grabbed his package. “I said,” she mocked authority, “Come with me.”

She pulled, and he scrambled to get his feet over the lounge, to follow her.

She pulled him over the threshold and into the house, and he skittered after her, making his feet keep up with her rapid pace, careful not to trip over her feet and forced to take small footsteps.

Up the stairs was an adventure. She didn’t slacken her pull but insisted he keep pace.

Down the hall and into her bedroom.

She let him go then and said. “Before I fuck I’d like a nice, long body rub.

He was trembling, horny and wanting to cum, and he touched his hands to her soft skin.

“Sit on me. Let me feel your cage.” She lay down on the bed.

He straddled her and sank down. His cage was right on her buns, almost nestled in her crack.

He kneaded her skin slowly, lovingly. Her pressed his fingers into her flesh, seeking out the high and low points. She groaned in pleasure, and his cock was crammed ever harder into the cage.

He worked down her back, feeling ribs and her spine. He used his fingers to dig gently in to the little indentations of her backbone. And every touch, every turn of the knuckle, drag of the finger, turned him on.

He wasn’t just massaging her, he was making love to her. Now if he could only get his cock free…

He worked down her legs. He tried touching her pussy, but she said, “Not yet. That’s last.”

So he ran his fingers down those smooth legs, felt the taut muscle of thigh, manipulated the curve of her calves, and down to her feet.

She demanded that he spend a long time on her feet. Every toe was its own kingdom and needed proper attention.

And, finally, finally, she turned over.

He was struck by her beauty all over again.

“Sit on me. Let me feel your prison.”

He sat, his cage nestled against her bare pussy. He massaged her chest, was given free rein on those magnificent mammaries. He felt them, fondled them, kneaded them. He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and all she did was moan with pleasure.

Then he moved to the belly. It was firm with muscle, slender, and he felt like he could squeeze it with all his might and she would just sigh.

Down to her thighs, correctly ignoring her pussy for the last.

Down the legs and…the toes again.

“When you do my toes properly it feels like somebody is massaging my scalp. Reaching right into my brain to pleasure me.

His cock was being reached, too.

Finally, he was ready for her pussy. He wanted to touch it, feel it, cup her mons and lick her slit, but she said, “Do my face.”

Her face? He had never even thought about massaging a face. He dutifully moved up held himself slightly above her belly and gently dug his fingers into her face. She had a million muscles in her face. She had whole organs. It required an understanding of depth and desire for precision.

She helped him, telling him how much, how little, when and where.

He could help but stare at her as he worked on her face. Her pert nose, her wide eyes, her mouth with the lips so full and moist looking.

At one point she opened her eyes and studied him.

“It hurts, doesn’t it.”

“What?”

“It hurts so good.”

And he understood; heaven is touching but not being allowed And so is hell.

“All right,” she finally sighed. “Are you ready to fuck me?”

He became instantly nervous. Here it was. She was going to unlock him, use him. Would he be up for it? Would he please her? Would his dick be big enough? Would she find his methods and manners appropriate to her pussy?

“Yes.” Trying to keep the tremble out of his voice, but failing.

She reached up, hand around his neck, and pulled him to her. She kissed him, gave him back some of the love he had just invested in her body. She whispered, “It’s in the bottom drawer.”

His brows twitched in puzzlement. What was in the bottom drawer?

He climbed off her, off the bed, and bent to the dresser. He opened the bottom drawer, and knew he should have known it.

He looked up to where she was lying on her side, her head supported by one arm. She was laughing. “What did you expect? I told you you were going to be locked up for the summer. Did you really think your little dick was going to be allowed access to my horny hole?”

Her language was designed to inflame him, and it did. He stood up, the strap on in hands. He looked down at the drawer and at the assortment of cocks.

He buckled the strap on around his hips. “Which dick did you prefer?”

It was hard to keep the resentment out of his voice. But it didn’t matter. She laughed again, enjoyed his frustration. “I’d like the big black one with the veins on it.”

Danny rummaged through the dozen dildos. He pushed aside the one shaped like a curlicue. He ignored the little ones, and the monster ones.

The black one with veins was eight inches long. It was thick. It was daunting.

He put the dildo to his harness and snapped it into the socket.

He was a white boy with a big, black dick now.

Even that simple thought turned him on. To have a dick again, any dick, and especially a big one…it was turning him on.

Not that being turned on did his real dick much good.

“Come on, lover.” She lay back, spread her legs.

He climbed over her leg and knelt between her thighs.

She smiled lazily up at him.

He fit the head of the big cock to her pussy, touched it, pressed lightly, and she moaned.

She was ready. She was juicy, and she reached up and grabbed his hips and pulled.

He slid into her like a crocodile into water. Smooth, feeling the grip of her pussy in resistance, but only imagining it in his mind.

“Fuck,” she whimpered happily. “I need this.”

He pushed deep, and she grunted. Then he pulled slowly out, the big, thick veins on the side of his black cock almost abrasive in their passage through. She just held on to him and groaned louder.

He pumped her, long, slick motions, sometimes with a twist on the end, and she held on as if for dear life.

Yes, she was ready. She had been deprived, but now she was jumping back in. Immersing herself in wonder and awe and sheer sexual sensation.

Danny didn’t require much instruction for this. Now he trusted his instincts, as every man should. He gloried in her flesh, even though it didn’t quite touch his cock. He reveled in the feel of her muscles as her body fought, and agreed, and climbed a high mountain.

Then, only a few minutes in, she exploded.

Like dynamite in the pocket. Like lightening in the sky. Like a woman’s womb filled to bursting, and then bursting.

Her hips moved up, her cunt muscles grabbed. She cried out. And froze. And gripped his arms with fingers of steel as the world ended.

Then, slowly, she relaxed, let go of her arching body, let go of his, lay on the bed once more.

Danny pulled out. Lay next to her. He was breathing hard, he had worked hard, and he had never experienced anything like this in his life. He was horny. God, he was horny. His whole body lusted for him to fuck. He felt like his body had been super charged, but had nowhere to go.

She turned to him, put her arm across his chest and snuggled against him. Her chest was heavy on his arm and he could feel her taut nipple against his body.

“Go to sleep.”

He lay there, but he couldn’t sleep. There was something he had to know.

“Uh…”

“Are you still awake?”

She sounded so relaxed.

“I need to know…”

Her eyes opened in the dark, scoped him, and she said, “What would you like to know?”

“Your name.”

She smiled, snuggled closer. And she whispered, “Call me Madam.”

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from
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