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PART ONE

“I can’t wait for you to meet my mother!”

Donna pulled Owen by the hand through the fancy resort.

The floors were marble, the walls exotic wood, the servants were all decked out in fancy livery. They wore  red vests, slick, white pants, and white fezzes. They spoke in English accents and were scrupulously polite.

“Well, uh, okay.” Owen wasn’t fond of meeting mothers. Girls loved him, mothers didn’t. Something about seeing through to the heart of a horn dog.

“Don’t worry, she’ll love you!”

Donna was five foot four, tawny, blonde hair that shone in the sun. Red lips that looked redder when they were descending towards his mouth. A body that was stacked, slender, and never ending.

“Was this the real reason we’re down here?”

Donna just giggled.

Owen smiled, but he was groaning inside.

The honest to God truth was that he was a cad. He loved ‘em and left ‘em. And he didn’t want to meet the mother of a girl he was about to dump.

On the surface, he was a catch. He had honest, blue eyes, chestnut hair that that always seemed to stay in place, and he wasn’t too bad to look at.

Of course, it was his sly wit and endless compliments that really won the girls over.

Most guys were a little scared of the really pretty ones, but Owen wasn’t. The prettier the better.

And the fact that Donna had lots of money, be it in a trust fund, really sealed the deal.

It was her money that allowed them to vacation on this little Caribbean island. Not a tourist trap, but an island owned by a family.

Donna’s family had owned the property for hundreds of years,

It was a big island, banana plantations, coconuts and the like, and the natives all worked happily.

Pretty good for an old-blood, white family.

“Right through here, Owen.”

Donna led him through a huge hall, at the end of which a wall of doors opened on a huge patio, a massive pool. and a green sward that led down to sugar sand beaches.

Owen studied the expensive trappings in the hall, noted the pictures of white plantation owners being waited on by dark-skinned natives. All seemed happy in Utopia.

Donna led him through the doors and to the right, and Owen stopped in shock.

Donna stopped as his hand slid out of hers, and she turned back to him.

“You!”

Donna blinked in confusion. “You know my mother?”

Owen nodded, forced himself to speak. “Hi, Missy.”

Missy Sinclair smiled from her lounge chair.

She held a glass of some exotic rum in one hand. She wore a two piece which revealed her sumptuous mounds, her flaring hips, her tight waist.

Owen should have known. The family resemblance…but the personalities…they were different.

Donna loved him, adored him, wanted to dance the night away with him.

Missy wanted to own him. She wanted him to wait on her, to drool at her feet.

She had seemed very squint-eyed when he had chosen to go his own way.

“Owen and I are old friends. It was Miami, wasn’t it?”

“Uh, yes…”

“We met in a decadent, old hotel during a hurricane. People were taking refuge in that old structure, the wind was howling, and we shared a libation of some sort.”

“Oh, my gosh!”

Owen forced a smile to his face, he went to Missy and offered his hand. “How nice to see you.”

She was Donna’s mother? Holy shit! Now the only question was whether she would reveal the torrid affair they had had. And a second question, would he get off this island alive!”

Missy stood, a sultry movement of unfolding sex and body parts, and put her arms around him.

He felt his boner pop up right away. Missy had that effect on men. One touch of missy was an invitation to Stiff City.

Missy laughed, relinquished her hold on him, and sat back down. She eyed him with a laughing smile. She glanced at his pants when Donna couldn’t see.

Owen plunked himself down in a wrought iron chair. He pulled a chair over and Donna plopped her round bottom down next to him. She leaned forward and kissed his cheek.

“This is my big secret, mother. Owen and I have been seeing each other for a while.”

“Lovely, could you fetch a pair of Cuba Libres for Donna and her beau?”

A short, native woman, very dark skin, very plump, went to a wet bar behind Missy. She eyed Owen and mixed the delicate concoctions She presented the drinks on a tray.

“Light rum, with a splash of Coke, m zanmi.” Lovely said. The glasses had three thin lime wedges perched on the rims.

The drink was delicious, and Owen gulped, then controlled himself. Missy had said nothing, so his secret was safe.

Oddly, he could have admitted to the affair and Missy would have chuckled, and Donna wouldn’t have gotten past it.

But Owen was not that kind of a person. He played things close to the vest, what Donna didn’t know couldn’t hurt him.

“M zanmi?”

“My friend,” translated Missy. “Now tell me how you lovebirds met?”

Though he was nervous, afraid of being discovered, Owen told how they had met on a yacht where they had both been invited to party.

“We knew we were right for each other right from the start,” Donna chirped.

“We did feel a distinct draw. We seem to be compatible.”

Donna kissed his mouth quickly, then wiped her lipstick off his lips. “Sorry.”

But she wasn’t sorry, she was in thrall.

“It must be wonderful to be loved so passionately,” murmured Missy.

“Oh, mother, you know. You had father, you know.”

“Yes, Henry Sinclair. He’s been gone for many years now, and I shall never get over him. Sometimes, you know, there is only one person for one person.”

“Mummy loved daddy so much,” Donna whispered to Owen.

But Owen knew otherwise. He had met Missy during that hurricane, and the hurricane in her heart had near threatened to swamp him.

She older than him, but she latched on to his smiles and good manners like a gator latches onto a duck.

It wasn’t just a night of lust and giggles, it was the start of an obsession.

“I don’t give myself lightly,” whispered Missy as Owen plunged into her.

He kissed her mouth shut, screwed her again, and took advantage of her.

“You must not leave me,” Missy had cried, when the storm broke and Owen decided to move on.

“Sorry, Missy, but I’m young, and I have things to do.”

Translated, he meant she was too old for him, and he had many young things to explore before he was ready to settle down.

She had tried to trace him, but he was wily. She tried to have him kidnapped, but he escaped.

Only to be brought into her clutches by her daughter.

He wondered if Donna knew anything of this, whether Missy had deliberately sent her daughter after him.

He thought not.

Donna was innocent. She was too young to entertain such Machiavellian plotting.

She was into him for love, and knew no better.

“What do you do, Owen?” Missy asked politely.

“I’ve done finances, shipping, a few other things.”

His work and wealth were difficult to trace, and he usually lived off the women he met.

“Ah, yes. You understand how wonderful it is to own the world.”

He smiled. Lovely made more drinks. The afternoon waned and dipped into the sunset, the dusk, and full night.

Time, a week of it, passed slowly. The days were spent imbibing, and Missy, for all her hidden passions, was a wonderful and cheerful host.

Of course she should be, for she had at least trapped the prey she most wished to entrap.

During the night Donna and Owen wandered on the beach, waded in the surf, and made love under sloping coconut trees. They could hear the sound of animals in the jungles, the screech of large cats, the rutting of wild boar, but they were safe.

A tall native named Nboko walked just beyond them and he carried a rifle.

Nboko faced the jungle, watching for dangerous wildlife. He undoubtedly saw the coupling of Owen and Donna, but he said nothing of what he saw.

Two weeks passed, and Owen was getting a little antsy.

The nuance laden conversations with Missy, the saccharine loving of Donna, he knew he was going to have to get off the island.

He was only fifty miles off the coast of Florida, but Donna didn’t want to consider the idea of leaving this island paradise.

He mentioned night clubs in Miami, places to visit and continue their romance, but she just smiled and changed the subject.

He couldn’t ask Missy.

And he couldn’t just steal a boat. Could he?

Well, he could, but he wasn’t that desperate, yet.

So the days passed, and Missy laughed with them, drank them cheerfully under the table, and Nboko guarded them, and Owen noticed something odd.

“The natives are always happy,” he observed to Donna and Missy.

Donna got a funny look on her face, but Missy took it in stride.

“And why not? We protect then, feed them, they have meaningful tasks to keep them happy.”

Yet Owen knew the natives weren’t always happy.

Nboko sometimes stared at them like he would like to use his rifle on them.

Lovely, when he wasn’t looking at her, glared at him.

It was subtle, behind his back, but Owen took advantage of the reflection of windows and caught her several times.

One night Owen woke up and couldn’t sleep. He lay, his eyes staring into the darkness for a while, then got up and walked out to the patio.

Owen went to the wet bar and stopped. Lovely stood in place, almost as if she had been waiting for him.

“I fix you drink.”

Owen considered the chubby woman. She had appeared her without being called, as if she had a weird sixth sense that told her when somebody wanted a drink.

She handed him a Planter’s Punch. It was a mysterious concoction of dark rum and tropical fruits, grenadine and bitters.

He sipped, and she retreated to the bar.

He moved closer to her, sat on a high stool and faced the ocean.

“Are you happy, Lovely?”

She said nothing.

“Did you grow up on this island?” he tried.

“No,” she murmured.

“You speak English perfectly. Where are you from?”

“New Jersey.”

Owen blinked. New Jersey?

“I lost my accent…” her voice was low, almost a bass.

“And you stay here. You must love it here.”

Owen spoke to speak, he couldn’t imagine how somebody could stay in one place, even a paradise like this.

Owen heard a sound, somebody was coming, a soft swishing as of legs in a robe.

“Leave,” Lovely whispered, the white in her eyes wide, and she glanced at the doors to the house.

“What?”

“Leave, before…before voodoo.”

“Voodoo?” Owen’s voice rose in surprise.

Voodoo was silly mysticism. An excuse for a belief system by ignorant savages.

If Lovely really was from New Jersey such a statement made no sense.

“Voodoo? What nonsense is Lovely spewing now?”

It was Missy. She was wearing a see through gown, even in the dark of night he could see the subtle reflections of light illuminating  through her gown, outlining her so perfect breasts, the nipples poking out so brazenly.

“Good evening,” Owen gulped, trying to ignore the blatant sexuality of the woman.

“You may retire, Lovely.”

Lovely bowed, more a nod of her head, a feat on her thick neck, and scuttled off the patio.

Missy took a high chair next to Owen and swiveled towards the ocean. Her arms rested on the wet bar and this caused her tits to protrude in a most sexual and even inviting manner.

“Lovely has such quaint beliefs.”

“She told me she was from New Jersey.”

Missy chuckled. “My husband was from New Jersey. It is doubtless the only geographical feature she knows of, outside of this island, of course.”

“Of course,” Owen agreed politically.

“I love you so much,” Missy whispered into the night.

“I’m sorry,” he said, simply.

She glanced at him, reached for his glass and sipped and smiled. “Delicious.” Then: “You know I had you followed.”

“I know.”

“I entertained the idea of having you kidnapped, brought to this island, teaching you lessons you could never learn elsewhere.”

He was silent.

She sighed. “Do you love my daughter?”

“Yes,” he lied.

She watched him in the dark then. Watched him closely. Measured him, measured his words and his sincerity. Or, rather, insincerity. Then she simply laughed.

“Now I understand you.”

He said nothing. In a way, he felt outnumbered, that she understood him in spite of his ways of prevaricating, dissembling, misrepresenting.

She stood up, went behind the wet bar and made herself a drink.

“This is called a Hurricane.”

She mixed light and dark rum. She added fruity juices, mixed the mess in a shaker and added wedges of orange and pineapple. She had made enough for two people, and she poured them each a glass. “You’ll find this more to your liking.”

It was, and Owen sipped liberally.

“Do you love this island?” she asked.

“I do.” In this he was honest, but he had omitted something.

She picked up his omission, “But you want to leave.”

He said nothing. The best lie is never stated.

“Well, I’ve spoken to Donna, and you know how I feel, so you won’t be leaving.”

He murmured, “False imprisonment. Kidnapping.”

“You came here of your own free will. You are free to leave whenever you want.”

“You’ll take me back to Miami tomorrow?”

“Oh, I have no interest in leaving the island. You’ll have to see to yourself.”

He frowned. He knew nothing of sailing.

Of course, there was a motorboat, perhaps he could just take that.

Suddenly Missy was closer to him.

“I pine for you. I want you. I need you to please me.”

She placed a hand in his lap.

He was hard. He had been hard nearly the whole time he had been on the island. He was hard not just for Donna, but Missy. Not even his lies could protect him from that sure knowledge.

“Kiss me,” she whispered in the night.

He couldn’t stop himself. There were things moving inside him. He was tired of Donna and her overly sweet nature. She was a fuck and a half, but a man like Owen needed more.

He needed to bend women to his will, use them, and discard them.

Like he had discarded Missy.

Except now she was with him again, and there was a pull emanating from her. He leaned forward, his hand caught a boob, and he mashed his mouth on hers.

They kissed for a long minute in the darkness.

He felt the hunger of her body.

She stroked his cock with both hands. Her tongue explored his mouth feverishly.

Then she was standing, crawling onto his lap.

He was sitting on the high stool, but she managed to impale herself on him. She rode him, and he found himself gasping.

He was tired of Donna because he was remembering her mother.

The nights of the hurricane loving. The days of flight in escaping her clutching grasp…it was exciting, and fucking her had been exciting. And it was especially exciting to be inside her, while her daughter was inside the house, sleeping sweet dreams while Owen pumped into her loins, bit her tits with his mouth, and finally squirted his white essence into her.

And when he was done, when Missy had cum, too, she held to him, gasped for breath as she clung to him. And she whispered, “I knew it. I knew it.”

Owen awoke early. The sun was shining through a tall window, the drapes deliberately drawn back to allow the harsh light to dash him in the face.

“Wha…wha…” he covered his eyes and sat up.

“You bastard!”

“What? Donna? What are you—“

“You use me to get to the island, you fuck my mother—my own mother—while I sleep just yards away.” She stood next to the drapes, one hand still on them, and her eyes were filled with virulence.

“Wait! You don’t understand! It was your mother! She came onto me and—“

“You bastard!” Her voice was as screechy as a parrot, and amplified to a painful level. “Well, you can have your wish! You can leave this island! Go back to the States and I’ll never see you again.”

He was out of bed now, his cock, though he had used it on Missy so recently, hard and stiff.

She stared down at it. She sniffed, “And to think that I loved you!”

“And I love you! Your mother…she won’t get to me again!”

“You bastard!” she screamed for the third time. “I talked to my mother, she was sobbing, crying over how you raped her!”

“I didn’t rape her! Look, I met her before I ever met you, and we had an affair!”

“That’s not what she says! She says you raped her then, and she was terrified to say anything about it when she saw you were on the island!”

“Lies!”

But to tell a girl her mother is a liar is not a good strategy. Not that Owen had a strategy. He was just fighting back without any clear plan at all.

“Well, it’s all over. Get off this island!”

“But…but…”

“NBOKO!”

Nboko must have been waiting in the hallway. He stepped into the room, and he was holding his rifle. As if being bigger and stronger than Owen wasn’t enough.

“Nboko, throw this bastard off the island.”

Nboko, who had shown little emotion before, suddenly flashed a big, white, evil grin.

“You come,” and he motioned with the rifle barrel towards the door.

“Donna!”

Nboko raised the rifle as if to shoot and Owen found himself scampering across the room.

“How do you like it now! You bastard! You raper!”

“But I didn’t do anything!”

Nboko moved aside and Owen was forced out of the room.

Nboko followed him, and Donna followed Nboko.

“I can’t believe you would rape a mother, and her daughter!”

“I never raped you!”

“You fucked me under false pretenses, telling me you loved me!”

“But I do love you!”

They entered the big, main room. Owen tried to stop and beg, but Nboko again raised the rifle.

“Missy! Missy!” Owen yelled. “Come tell her the truth?”

“The truth, Owen?” Missy was standing just inside the big wall of doors. “You wouldn’t know the truth if it bit you in the ass!”

“Missy! Tell her that I loved you in Miami, that…” he realized he was digging his grave deeper, but he didn’t know what else to say. “Tell her how you came onto me last night!” No, that wasn’t much better.

“Bastard!” snarled Donna. “Raper!” shouted Missy, be it with an evil smile.

Nboko cocked the rifle.

“Okay!” Owen finally yelled. “Have it your way.” He drew himself up and began the march to the front door. Having failed in all arguments he could at least act out his outrage. “I’ll leave here and never come back!”

Nboko followed him out the front door.

Owen marched down the steps and stopped. He blinked, and realized he didn’t know where he was going.

He turned to Nboko. “Where am I supposed to go.”

Missy and Donna stood in the doorway, holding hands and watching him with their angry eyes.

Nboko motioned with the rifle barrel again. Towards the water.

But…there was no boat down there! The boats were a 100 yards up the beach, sheltered by a little finger of land. All that was below the house was a stretch of lawn, a stretch of white sand, and…blue water. Little waves curling and slapping and receding into the Gulf of Mexico.

Owen, no choice, walked down the expanse of lawn and stepped onto the sand.

Nboko was still behind him, keeping his distance…and his finger on the trigger.

“Where do I go?” Owen beseeched the big native.

Nboko motioned with the gun.

Owen stepped into the warm water. It lapped at his ankles, washed over his knees, and he stopped.

There was simply no place left to go!

He had gone as far as he could go.

Nboko sat on the edge of grass, his feet in the sand, and watched Owen.

Owen started back onto the sand and Nboko lifted his rifle.

Owen back into the waves, and Nboko lowered the weapons.

So that was it. He was off the island. He couldn’t set foot on it, and yet, he couldn’t go anywhere.

Swim fifty miles to Miami?

Maybe he could swim for a ways, and maybe, if exhaustion and dehydration didn’t get to him, he could gain the attention of a passing boat.

Small bets on a big wheel.

And that didn’t even include the odds of one of the large sharks that populated the waters just off the island.

Frustrated, he sat down in the water, facing Nboko, watching the women of the house watch him.

Bitches.

The day was beautiful. A lazy saunter of clouds across deep, blue skies. Birds singing in the nearby jungle, fish occasionally breaching in the ocean.

Nboko sat, his head on his knees, but his eyes never leaving Owen. The rifle cradled and ready for use.

Missy and Donna sat on the patio and imbibed. He could hear wisps of their voices every once in a while, the high tinkle of their laughter.

A hundred yards up the beach was a small dock at which, on one side was a sail boat, and the other side a motorboat.

Both boats were capable of making the journey back to the States.

Owen would have tried for them, but he was afraid Nboko would stop him. But he intended to make an attempt when darkness fell.

But, for the moment, he sat in the water and waited.

He wasn’t uncomfortable, except for a gnawing in his belly. He hadn’t had anything to eat since dinner, and then he had mostly drunk his dinner.

The sun rose to overhead, and now he was hot. He kept ducking his head under the water to cool it off. Nboko would raise his head and watch him, then go back to that half slumber but always awake attitude of readiness.

The afternoon stretched, each minute an hour, and Owen shaded his eyes and inspected the terrain and made his plans.

The jungle was a couple of hundred yards to the right. The boats a hundred yards to the left. When light began to fade he would stand up and head for the jungle. But when the night had fallen he would reverse his path and make for the boats.

Nboko might suspect something, but…with luck, he could board one of the boats and make his way to the outer waters.

Late in the afternoon now. The sun was bouncing beams off the slant of little waves. A million sparkles blinded the eye.

Still, Owen waited.

Dusk.

He waded out a little bit, not far enough to lure the sharks, but enough so that even Nboko’s eagle eyes would have a difficult time picking his body out of the night.

Full night, and he reversed course.

It was difficult, for with night came currents. The little waves pushed at him, under currents attacked his legs, but he managed to put his weight into the walk and headed for the boats.

As he passed the big house he couldn’t see Nboko. He should have been visible against the bright lights of the house, but there was no sign of him.

Exulting, thinking he had fooled the big native, Owen closed in on the dock. He could hear rigging shifting, waves slapping against hulls.

The boats loomed over him.

Moving stealthily, he pulled himself up on the dock, Keeping a low profile, he crawled to a place between the boats.

He knew nothing about sailing. He felt he could figure it out, one just had to turn the sails to catch the wind, and he had a knowledge of what tacking was, but…he wanted the motorboat.

He slithered over the side of the big motorboat. It was not just a motorboat, but a power boat. It was a cruiser and it was just over 30 feet in length. It had a huge inboard car engine and it could go all day and night, and up to 80 MPH.

Not that he needed to go 80 MPH. He could just dawdle along, even go fishing, and make Miami in a couple of hours.

Of course they would probably report the boat as stolen, and then things could get sticky. He would have to counter charge them with kidnapping, and…better to just run the boat onto a beach and walk away.

He explored the boat by touch. He found a stash of candy bars in the cabin and ate them voraciously.

He put on a life vest. His safety was paramount.

Glory of glories! The key was in the ignition!

He checked the gas, the tank was full.

It was almost as if those bitches had outfitted the boat for him.

Hunh. Maybe they had! Maybe it was all an act. Maybe they still loved him.

He wondered which of the girls cared for him the most. Missy? With the slightly bigger breasts and the hunger for his cock? Or Donna, a bit more slender, but still, boobs to rival her mother’s?

Done with the pre-check, putting his musings aside, Owen picked up a paddle and pushed away from the dock. The boat drifted sideways a few feet, then he went to the bow and stirred the water on one side, then the other. Back and forth, and the boat moved slowly out towards the sea.

After a half hour he decided to give the motor a try.

He hadn’t made much progress, but he was tired, and the ocean was so close.

He turned the key and the engine turned over and caught.

It was a loud engine, and he kept it at a low idle. No need to wake up the suckers in the mansion before morning, right?

As the boat moved very slowly forward he turned the wheel and angled the cruiser towards the open seas. He pushed the throttle forward and the boat growled a little louder.

Odd, he didn’t seem to be going anywhere. The lights on the point, the fires in the native village, they held their position, and the boat just sort of wallowed.

He turned and looked back towards the house.

Lights were turning on, and he could see what looked like Nboko standing on the lawn, the rifle hanging from his long arms.

Then he saw the girls come out of the front door.

They were in no hurry. They sashayed down to where Nboko was standing, and it appeared that they were just talking with him.

But why wasn’t the boat moving?

He looked down at the stern, thinking perhaps there was a problem with the propellors, and realized: Oh shit! He hadn’t untied the boat from the dock. He had gone barely fifty feet, and there he hung, eternally moored, until he cut the line or somehow managed to officially cast off.

He throttled down, ran to the back of the boat.

He could hear the girls talking to Nboko now. They seemed to be laughing. Probably laughing at him and his stupid mooring.

He unhooked the line, let it sink into the brine, and scampered back to the wheel.

He sat in the pilot’s chair and reached for the throttle, then he stopped.

He turned back towards where Nboko and the girls were chatting.

“See ya later, bitches!” He yelled. then he shook his fist and laughed.

His insult didn’t seem to bother them, however. If anything they laughed louder.

Fuck ‘em.

He turned towards the open sea and pushed the throttle full open.

The boat tilted up and the propellor blades bit into the ocean water.

He sat there for a minute, enjoying the feeling of the boat bouncing, thinking about how he had won, how he had made those bitches look stupid.

Then he turned and looked back.

The boat was tilted up, the bow high in the water, the blades were throwing up a froth, but the boat wasn’t moving!

WTF?

He stood up and watched the figures on the shore. The girls were…it looked like…they were laughing!

But how could this be?

The props were working, he could see the stream of white water shooting back from the boat, but the boat wasn’t moving.

He jerked the throttle a few times, tried to get some kind of traction.

The boat just wallowed a bit.

He throttled down and looked over the sides. In the faint bit of moonlight he could see that the boat wasn’t hung up, hadn’t gone aground on some hidden sand bar.

It was just stopped.

He turned the key off and listened, and the only sound he heard was the girls shouting, “How you like that, bitch!”

And their howls of laughter.


PART TWO

Owen sat in the boat all night long. Every once in a while he would try the motor, he would try to paddle with the big oar, but the power boat refused to go further than fifty yards from the dock.

Dawn, a purpling of the skies, offset with orange streaks, then the sun rose.

Owen was hurting. He had eaten a few candy bars, and that was his only meal for two days.

His belly hurt and he could swear he could feel his backbone through it.

On the lawn Nboko stood, a grim smile on his face.

The girls came out for breakfast. One of them waved a waffle at him and yelled, “You should taste this! It’s delicious!”

Slowly, so slowly, the power boat began to drift backwards.

Owen was laying under the canopy when he felt it bump against the dock. It was in exactly the same position it had been before he had tried to use it to escape the island.

He raised his head, saw Nboko striding towards the dock, and he slipped over the side.

He swam for fifty feet, and wondered if he would make it, then his feet touched the sands under the water in front of the big house.

Exhausted, he turned and looked back at the dock.

Nboko knelt on the planks and watched him. He didn’t seem upset that Owen had escaped him, nor particularly vindictive, or even happy.

He just was. A force of nature.

A bully with a gun. And Owen wondered if there was a racist component in the big man’s make up.

Whatever.

Owen thought about sitting in front of the beach again, but there seemed to be no point to that.

He went waist deep and float walked along the beach. It was easier to motor along like this, and he made his way towards the jungle side of the island.

Maybe in the jungle he could find some food. He knew that natives lived there, and maybe he could sneak ashore and throw himself on their mercy. Maybe they even had a canoe or something he could use to brave the ocean and head for Miami.

Nboko followed along on the shore, but he was dropping back. He seemed more concerned with keeping Owen off the big property than he did with following him into the jungle. Shortly after he reached the jungle Owen found out why.

Cutting right through the mass of the island was a canal.

In some places it was natural, and in some places it seemed to have been widened, dug deeper.

Of course. The girls wouldn’t want the natives to visit their part of the island, so they had separated it.

And this meant that Owen could come ashore.

Owen struggled out of the surf and into the thick undergrowth. He could hear animals, but that didn’t bother him. He was more concerned with food.

He looked up and saw the evenness of the trees, and…bananas!

That’s right! This place had a banana plantation, and coconut trees!

A leopard screeched, and sounded like it was mere feet from him.

And, in the heavy undergrowth, it might be.

He picked up a stout branch and made his way deeper into the jungle.

He found a coconut, fresh fallen, and he bashed it on a rock and drank its milk.

Gah! He wasn’t fond of coconuts, but he drank anyway, and he could feel the strength leeching back into him.

He managed to climb a banana tree and pry a couple of the things loose from the clump. He sat on the ground and ate, and thought.

He was trapped on an island. It was virtually caveman here. Though he hadn’t seen the native village he felt sure he was right.

He was not allowed to cross the canal to the more modern settings. If he tried he knew that Nboko would be waiting.

Nboko, guardian of the passage, protector of the women, a bully with a rifle. A bully who outweighed him and had more muscles than a big time wrestler.

And how would Nboko know if he tried to get to the house? To a phone? To some form of protection? Even to take hostage the women who held him hostage?

The same way a motorboat couldn’t go more than fifty yards away from the dock.

Owen was sure that if the girls manned the helm that boat would roar into the ocean without a problem.

After all, it had carried him here.

But if he tried to take the motorboat he would be held by some invisible leash.

Lovely had said to leave before…before voodoo.

Was that what it was? Voodoo?

Sure, he had heard the tales, men possessed, ancient rituals in the night where old women drank blood from skulls and spat rum into the flames.

But…voodoo? In this modern day and age?

No matter how he tried to deny such a concept he couldn’t help but wonder at the boat that wouldn’t float into the ocean, the native with the rifle who knew when he tried to gain a foothold on modern land.

He sat on the earth and looked at himself.

His clothes were filthy. He showed the ravages of crawling into a greasy boat, clawing his way up a muddy beach.

He looked more savage, in spite of his western clothes, than the savages that he so detested.

Well, whatever, he was going to have to get off this island.

Getting off the island proved to be impossible.

He discovered the native village, and found that they had no modern tools of communication, no boats, not even pencil and paper.

There were only a score of the savages, and they went to work in the plantation every day. Men, women and children, they walked to the fields and were issued machetes, and they harvested big bundles. The bundles were taken across a rickety bridge to the modern side of the island, the girl’s side of the island. There they were loaded on a boat, but there was no way Owen could get to the boat. It was surrounded by natives armed as Nboko was.

It came close to shore and the natives took the bundles of bananas out to the end of a shabby pier and loaded them onto the boat.

Nobody was allowed on the pier except for a couple of natives who did the loading. They were watched closely, and even the water was inspected for a stray swimmer. Then the pier was gated and the guards went to the boat, got on, and sailed away.

Even as the boat trudged through the waters guards looked over the sides.

No hitchhikers allowed.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, when the boat set sail either Missy or Donna would stand on the shore and watch it.

What the guards wouldn’t see they would, with this…this…voodoo crap they possessed.

Well, it had to be! The boat, the control they had over Nboko and Lovely…they were the ones using voodoo. Or whatever it was.

A month passed, and Owen’s clothes were falling off him.

He ate bananas and coconuts, and his western chub melted off him.

Sometimes he stood on the edge of the canal, looked across the island to the pier.

Sometimes Missy, or Donna, saw him.

Once, one of them, he wasn’t sure who it was, waved to him.

And laughed?

He couldn’t be sure from the distance he was at, but it looked like whoever it was was chuckling.

Whoever they were.

Sometimes the natives saw him.

At first they fled from him, maybe considering him some kind of white devil.

But as the days passed, and his clothes fell off him and his skin turned brown under the Caribbean sun, they natives showed less and less fear.

He watched as they supplemented their diet with fishing. They would wade into the shallow waters, cast a net, and drag a bunch of wiggling fish onto the sand.

They would take the fish into the village where they would cook them.

Owen would watch from the outskirts of the village as they cut them up and fried them. The smell was devastating. Owen’s mouth watered and his stomach growled.

Then, one day, a native took pity on him.

He was standing on the edge of the beach and several brawnies were preparing to drag the net through the surf, and a black-skinned native saw him, motioned to him, bid him to help.

Owen moved into the water as if in a daze. He had watched enough, and he knew what to do. He took his place, pulled on the net, and, for the first time in. months, enjoyed community.

He sat at their fire that night, and he ate little strips of fish. The fish had been rubbed in some kind of oil, rolled in some kind of crumbs, and was the most delicious meal Owen had ever tasted.

Truth, he didn’t remember western cooking so much these days. He had vague memories of McDonalds, and Burger King, but…those were just hazy, paper thin memories.

His desire and need for the native cooking outweighed his ability to remember.

Still, he wasn’t hopeless; he wasn’t reduced to a Paleolithic existence. He remembered speech, and had a vague desire for clothes, and it was this that prompted him to learn the language.

He fished, he ate, he talked to the natives, learning their phrases and hand motions…and he watched the banana boat load up and trudge off to…a land of dreams. A land of memories that seemed to be fading.

It was months, nearly a year, before Owen found out what he needed to know. The truth about the island.

He sat in the circle around the campfire.

The rare cigarette made its appearance, and Owen was given a puff on the exotic favor.

He was naked. His clothes had worn off in the tropical weather.

But the natives had clothes. They had shorts, tee shirts, and some of them even had shoes!

Owen had left the mansion without shoes, and he wanted that reminder of civilization badly.

He had tried to trade with the other natives for a pair of shoes, but he had nothing to offer, and they seemed particularly attached to their shoes, anyway.

Then Samuel, one of his ‘friends’ in the village, suggested: “Why don’t you go big house?”

“I not allowed,’ responded Owen.

Samuel laughed.

“You not allowed then, now you allowed. You buy the magic…you allowed.”

This was an odd thing to say. ‘You buy the magic?’

“What you mean?”

Samuel smiled, showed his even, white teeth. “Once a month we allowed to cross bridge to Missy side of island. They give us pants, shirts, shoes. Sometimes a new machete if we wear one out.”

“How they know when you wear machete out?”

“They know…they know.”

The natives all nodded, ate their fish fillets, and glanced knowingly at each other.

“How they know?”

Samuel rocked back and forth and thought about his words. Or, perhaps he just needed to remember the words that went with the concepts he had in his mind.

“Once,” Samuel muttered, struggling to put it together, “We have voodoo. We fight the white man. But white man steal. White man more powerful than Mambo. White man voodoo stronger. Now…we work, we play, and the white man…the white man…”

His words failed at that point, but Owen got the concepts.

These savages (of which he was starting to recognize himself as one) believed in magic, ancient voodoo, and Missy and Donna had western weapons, so they were in charge. They defeated the voodoo culture and enslaved it.

That didn’t explain why boats couldn’t sail without the white man’s blessing, or how Nboko knew where he was, or when he tried to cross to the modern side of the island, but…he didn’t think about that.

There were certain memories that Owen was allowed, and certain memories that he wasn’t.

On a day Owen awoke, and knew that he could cross the bridge to get clothes. He didn’t know how he knew, he just knew.

He rose, exited his hut, as did others, and the village as a whole walked towards the canal.

They crossed the bridge between the old and the new and ascended the slight slope to the mansion.

Missy and Donna, and Nboko, were waiting for them.

As was a pallet loaded with shorts and shoes, tee shirts and the occasional pan, or machete, or other trinket that the village needed to survive.

Owen held back a little, but not for long. The glitter of goods, the idea of wearing pants after all this time, he couldn’t resist.

He stepped onto the patio and looked longingly at the pallet. Other natives were already picking through the material.

“Come, Owen, find yourself a pair of pants. And make sure you get a belt.”

Missy stood next to him, held his arm.

His arm which had once been puny and white, but now was muscular and dark.

He smiled at Missy, showing his strong, white teeth.

No Coca Cola on his side of the island, no way of drowning his teeth in unhealthy acids. No way of harming his organs with processed foods.

“Me?” He touched his chest with a strong finger.

“Of course. You need to hide that big schlong, don’t you?”

Owen looked down. His penis had been fair limp these last months, but now, in the presence of white women, it was big, huge, stood out like a shovel handle.

Missy touched it, smiled, “Still works, doesn’t it?”

Owen nodded, then shook his head. He was confused by this white woman who seemed to know him so well.

Better than he knew himself.

She helped him picked out shorts, and a shirt with a bright pattern of tropical trees on it. She helped him tie his shoes. That seemed like something he should know, but he couldn't quite recall, and he was grateful for her help.

In the end, he walked back across the bridge. He was dressed now, and his clothes would last until the next market. And he even held a new machete to help him with the harvesting.

He waved happily to the kind white ladies, the Donna and the Missy, and they smiled and waved to him.

And all was right with Owen.

Except he didn’t notice the chubby black woman standing on the patio, by the wet bar. He didn’t see Missy as she called to Lovely and pointed after him.

Life was play.

Owen fished and harvested. He wore nice, new clothes and he had the sharpest machete in the jungle.

He sat around the fire and ate baked banana and fried fillet.

He sat in a hut and watched the hurricanes blow by, and they barely touched his island, which was a blessed island.

He played with the men of the island, and the women, and he didn’t know the difference between.

His penis, though big, hung slack. It no longer worked, except when he went to market and was blessed by the presence of the white ladies.

Instead, it just hung to his knees and got in his way when he wanted to climb a banana tree.

One night he entered his hut. It was late and he was tired from his long day in paradise. He lay down on the sheaf of fronds that served as a mattress.

Innocent, none of the big spiders of the island bit him.

He, as property of the white Mambos, the high priestesses of the white voodoo, was untouchable.

He lay down, closed his eyes, and slept the sleep of the innocent.

An hour passed. The moon fell. Darkness was over all, and he awoke.

“Hello, Owen.”

He sat up. Owen. That was his name. But he never used it anymore. Now he had no name, and that was as it should be.

Wasn’t it?

“No.”

A shadow sat in the corner of his hut. A squat, chubby shadow.

Lovely.

Memories tumbled through his mind. He was Owen. Missy and Donna had done this to him. They had stolen his memories and made him…a native.

He wondered if he could even scrub his skin back to white.

“Maybe. Maybe if you fight back.”

He sat up, faced Lovely. Her round cheeks shone in the darkness. The whites of her eyes seemed to give off an illumination. “What do you mean?”

“Many years ago we had voodoo. We, the people of the island. We were strong, happy, and the island belonged to us. Then the white people came. We kill them, they have no voodoo, but they still come. Then they steal our Mambo. They find our secrets. they find our voodoo, and they take it. Now white man voodoo stronger than native voodoo. They use white man voodoo against you.”

Owen sat up straighter. Things made sense, and his cock even seemed to grow in strength. At least it was standing straight out as Lovely made her points.

Hours later, in the wee hours of the morning, Owen was recovered to himself. He understood what had been done to him. He even understood something of how a boat could be stilled in the water.

Most of all, he understood what had been done to him.

And he understood what he had to do.

As the sky purpled and lightened Owen made his way across the bridge.

He was a shadow in the vestiges of night, creeping from plant to plant, slithering through slight depressions in the sward.

He held his sharp machete, and he crawled towards the big house.

Towards Donna and Missy.

They had enslaved him, changed him, and he needed to end them, then the boat could go into the deep waters. Then he could return to civilization. He might even be able to be a white man again.

He crawled onto the porch, and Lovely smiled from the wet bar.

He slithered over the threshold, and Nboko was nowhere to be seen.

In Nboko’s mind he was still just an ignorant savage. A native who picked bananas for the powers that be.

He bellied across the big room, moving under sofa and into corner and finally into the hallway that led to the sleeping quarters.

No sign of Nboko.

He pushed the door open to Donna’s room.

She slumbered in a big, canopied bed. There were nets around her bed to protect her from insects. She lay, arms akimbo, breasts sighing in the night.

Owen came closer. The lip of the bed rose above him.

Then, in a swift motion he stood up and raised his machete.

He began to swing the weapon down, slicing through the air, aimed at her pale throat.

And stopped.

Like a boat in the surf.

Frozen.

The sound of feet behind him.

Donna stirring, then opening her eyes.

“Hello, Owen,” Missy said, coming into his frozen view.

Donna stretched, showing her wonderful bosom, and said, “Good morning, mother. Good morning, Owen.”

Owen was trembling. His muscles tried to move, but the voodoo kept him paralyzed.

Missy sat on the edge of the bed and kissed Donna on the lips. “Good morning, daughter.”

Donna grinned. “Mama? Is it time for us to…?”

“Absolutely. He has been a wonderful slave, but we have more need of him. And, vile though he may be, he is strong and can be used.”

“Then let us be about it.”

The two women stood up and looked at Owen.

“Lay down, Owen.” Missy pushed him, and he fell, a tall oak into a swamp of white sheets.

“Lovely! Nboko! Come! Attend!”

Lovely and Nboko entered the room. They shuffled to the side and watched as Owen tried to move, looked at them, tried to speak.

“Attend, my faithful servants, and let the villagers know the power of the white voodoo.”

The two servants said nothing, just watched with glittering eyes. They were about to observe a lesson, and they needed to absorb it so as to best relay it to the slaves of the island.

This would further cement Donna and Missy’s hold over the natives, over the island, over the ocean currents themselves that swaddled the island and stopped even mechanical things like boats from functioning.

Donna went to one side of the bed, and Missy to the other.

Again, they kissed, their mouths coming together right over Owen.

Then Donna reached down and spread Owen’s legs.

“Pity, such a wonderful dingus.”

“Yes, he has grown.”

“And he is ready.”

Missy took the head of his penis. His cock was erect, and she pulled the head of his peeny down.

It hurt. His cock was stuff, filled with blood so strong it felt like his boner was really constructed of bones.

Owen managed to verbalize his pain. He groaned, and then yelped, as Missy bent his penis further and further.

“Shush up now, Owen. Let the pain feel good.”

Sissy bent his penis even further, pointed it between his legs, then she began stroking it, shaping it, bending it further and further.

Owen tried to scream, but the pain, as Donna had commanded, was being transmuted into pleasure.

Sissy pulled harder, stroked and shaped. His penis lay flat against his scrotum and his balls were pushed to the sides.

Donna reached in then and pushed his balls under the flat of his cock.

He could feel them ascending into the little canal from which they had dropped when he had developed as a child. They fit perfectly, and held.

Sissy shaped his dick further, and it became longer and longer.

Donna licked her fingers and rubbed his asshole.

Oh, the pain/pleasure. His mouth opened in protest and delight.

Sissy pushed the head of his cock into his anus.

“No!” he burbled, trying to contort his body, but his body was not answering to his commands. It was following the directions of the white voodoo Mambos.

Sissy pushed his cock deeper, deeper, and he felt something change inside him. Something…’clicked.’ His cock began crawling, like a big snake, deeper and deeper inside of him.

His skin at his groin became a smooth front, and Sissy licked a finger and began stroking the front of his mons.

She stroked and stroked, and her finger went deeper, and her fingernail split the skin.

She folded and rolled, and the sides of his slit became puffier, became labia.

The tip of his dick, so deeply embedded, forced its way through the skin and the head, now shrunken and shriveled, poke through the skin at the top of the labia.

Owen was gasping now, lost in a swirling of pain and pleasure that was unendurable.

Yet…he was frozen, forced to endure.

Sissy moved up to his chest. On the other side of his chest Donna took a place.

They brought their hands together, shaping mountains out of his pectorals. They took their time, and enjoyed his inner struggles. His pain and pleasure fed their voodoo, and they became more powerful.

Finally, Owen passed out.

He slept for a day and a half, awakening late in the afternoon of the second day.

He knew what had happened, for the knowledge had been written on his bones.

His dick was gone, and now he had a vagina.

A deep vagina, and he knew it was deep because one of the things he had dreamed of, under the voodoo spell of Missy, was of her pushing something big and round into his vaginal canal, shaping so it could accommodate a penis.

A big penis.

He lay, stunned, thinking with a clarity he could not recall.

He was a woman. He had the breasts of a woman, and he felt them with his hands.

And he had a canal for love making. He cupped his mons, then inserted a finger. He groaned as he experienced the pleasure that a woman could experience.

The sounds of the house were faint.

But he was comfortable in bed.

He rose, and held to the poster of the bed. Swayed. Kept his footing.

His breasts were heavy, and when he walked his hips seemed to sway unnaturally. But they weren’t unnatural, not now.

He exited the bedroom and made his way to the patio.

Missy and Donna looked up as he stepped onto the patio.

“Hello, Owen,” said Donna.

Missy just smiled.

“What have you done to me?”

“Made you a fit vessel.”

He looked uncertain. He didn’t understand.

“A vessel for what?”

“For our pleasure.”

Owen looked down at his body. The fullness of his breasts, the invitation of his hole. He looked back up. “I don’t understand.”

“Nboko!”

Nboko stepped onto the patio.

Now, Owen’s body shrunken into femininity, Nboko towered over him.

And now, for the first time, the shape of Nboko’s tool pointed at him.

It was massive. Bigger than even Owen had been as a native.

And Nboko grinned.

But it wasn’t Nboko who was going to steal his virginity. It wasn’t Nboko who was going to sink his cock to the root in his virgin hole.

At least, not yet.

“What are you—“ Owen turned, and saw that Missy and Donna had stood up. They were both wearing robes, and they started untying the sashes.

“What are you…”

“Oh, Owen, I do so love this part,” said Missy.

Donna smiled, “If you had even a bit of honor, then this wouldn’t be happening. We would simply love you, and return you, eventually, to your kind.”

“My…what…what the fuck!”

They dropped their robes. From their groins hung large penises. Down to their knees. Fat and engorged with blood.

They smiled as one.

“You see, it wasn’t white Mambos that stole the voodoo, it was white Oungans. It was us.”

“But we stole Mambo voodoo, high priestess voodoo, and that transformed us.”

“We were men once, but now…” Donna shrugged and took a step towards Owen.

“Now we pick people like ourselves, people like you, and we transform them, and that is the only time we can manifest our cocks and do what we do best.”

“And what we do best,” explained Missy.

“Is fuck virgins,” finished Donna.

Behind him, stopping him from fleeing, Nboko laughed.

“By the way, meet my husband, Henry.”

At the wet bar, Lovely chuckled and polished her glasses.

“And my mother…” Nboko bowed slightly at the waist and grinned.

Owen’s eyes  went wide with each revelation. In front of him, two gorgeous creatures, creatures with large-boobed bodies and giant cocks moved forward.

“Throw him down, Nboko.”

“Spread his legs!”

“Face down! that’s it!”

“Hello, Owen!”

And Owen screamed as he was split open.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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