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PART ONE

It was eleven in the evening, and Andy should have been home in bed. But when you’re a peeping Tom sometimes your clock is a bit off.

On this particular night he was standing behind a tall bush, just feet from a house with an open window. Through the open window he watched a woman take off her clothes.

First, she unpinned her hair. Long, golden waves fell to her shoulders. She waggled her head, shook her hair out, and brushed it back with her red tipped fingers.

The light was good in the room, and Andy had a perfect look from behind the bush.

Second, she took off her jacket. This exposed her white blouse which bulged out with her mountainous boobs.

Andy reached down into his pants and began playing with himself. His dingus was quite eager to be played with, and he stroked merrily.

Third, she took off her blouse and stood revealed in her black bra. It was a shelf bra, and her nipples peeked over the edges.

Andy gasped. He reached his other hand into his pants and fondled his balls. He had not seen the woman before this, and she was truly incredible. A figure like an hourglass, she was the hottest peep he had ever had.

Fourth, she took off her bra, and she waggled her boobs. After hours in the harness they were begging to be let out.

Andy felt faint. The way she moved, taking a step across the room, turning almost so she could be sure she gave the best show, it was incredible.

Fifth, the skirt. It was a pencil skirt that highlighted her round derriere. She slipped out of it and kicked it up to her hand and draped it over her vanity chair.

Then she sat on the bed and took off her nylons. They rolled down  her sleek legs and she tossed them to a hamper.

That left her in nothing but panties, and Andy gulped and worked his dong harder.

At this point she was in no hurry. She was out of confining clothes and relaxed. Her muscles were unwinding, and she sat on the bed and brushed her hair out. She turned her head this way and that, and her breasts swayed with her motion.

Her hand went up and down, and her boobs jiggled.

All that kept her pussy from being first class peep material was her panties.

Andy stared at her groin. One leg was up on a thigh and the other leg dangled. It opened her up, exposed her, and he could see the outlines of her labia.

Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Andy thought the litany. He licked his lips and felt himself getting closer and closer.

He was almost ready to blast off when two things happened.

One, a bright light shone on him from the left. Shocked, he turned his head to the left and opened his mouth.

Two, from the right two prongs stuck in his back and ZZZZZ!

If had still been conscious he would have smelled the light aroma of skin toasting. But he wasn’t unconscious.

From the left, from the direction of the taser, a voice chortled. “Got him!”

Inside the room the woman stood up and put on a bathrobe. She sighed. Thank God, they had caught one. She hated exposing herself night after night. Still, the job she was doing was necessary.

She closed the window and turned off the lights.

Andy became aware. He was lying on his front on a mattress. It was dark. He jerked as memories flooded in, and then groaned.

He had been peeping. He had sworn not to do that anymore, but he just couldn’t help himself. Peeping beautiful bodies was his addiction. He lived for the view of the buxom babe with the shapely figure, the red lips, taking off clothes and giving him a treat.

In truth, he had no girlfriend, and had never had one, which might have alleviated his condition.

But catching glimpses of shapely flesh in the night time was all he needed. Seeing a beautiful woman, especially undressing, or dressing, was all he needed that. That fueled his masturbatory fantasies, and allowed him to get off. And not just for a single peeping, but for fantasy fuel for weeks. The memory of those lovely women exposing themselves for him made him cum again and again.

He groaned. It wasn’t quite pitch dark. He could see the outline of a door on the wall above him and twenty feet away.

He moved, and realized three things.

One, the mattress was thin. It was old and he could feel threads that had come loose.

Two, he was chained.

He pulled his arm and felt the cuffs, or manacles, or whatever they were, dig into his wrist. They weren’t tight, but they were tight enough that he had no hope of getting out of the cuffs.

He tried to wiggle out, to pull the cuffs off, but they were there to stay.

Then he gripped the chain to the cuffs, traced it to a wall where it was secured with a big eyebolt in what felt like old cement.

He pulled on it, just to make sure, and all he got was the solid clank of imprisonment.

Three, he was naked.

His dingus was limp, and he remembered that he had been about to squirt his load when…what somebody must have clonked him on the bean.

But when he felt his head he detected no bumps or sore places of bruises.

He did have a slight soreness on his back, where he couldn’t reach. It felt like a mosquito bite. And the mosquito must have been quite large.

He felt around on the bed. There was a thin blanket. It wasn’t that cold, whoever had put him here had left it folded up on the cement floor next to the mattress.

He also had a thin pillow. It was on top of the folded blanket.

The chain reached about three feet, and he stretched out and tried to touch something other than mattress and blanket. All he felt was the rough cement of an old floor.

He unfolded the blanket and wrapped it around himself, more for modesty than warmth.

He sat back against the wall and thought about his situation.

He was prisoner, naked, caught by persons unknown for peeping.

That was the sum of his immediate experience, and he sighed heavily. He didn’t bother yelling, or calling for help. Whoever had him would make themselves known when they felt like it.

In the meantime, he was warm enough, and it was best just to think, to figure a way out of this mess, to make a plan.

Sometime, somebody would come for him, and he had to be ready.

Sitting on the mattress, huddled in the blanket, he suddenly felt something.

His dick. It was starting to surge. He was getting a boner.

Well, why not. He had been super horny at seeing the woman through the bedroom window.

He wondered what had happened to her.

Did she known he had been outside peeping? Did she know he was caught?

Well, he couldn’t expect much help from her, even if she did know about him.

He sighed, then slid down and tried to make himself comfortable He watched the lights int he outline of the door above him. He thought he might be hearing voices, but couldn’t be sure.

Oh, well. He pulled the edges of the blanket over him and closed his eyes.

The second time Andy awoke he heard voices. It was still gloomy where he was, but he cold see blacked out windows above him and ringing the room he was in. The room he was in was a basement. He didn’t bother trying to yell because he suspected he either wasn’t in town, or the place had been sound proofed, or both.

The door at the other end of the basement opened and he could make out legs descended the stairs, becoming visible as whole bodies, then, as they approached him,, he could make out features.

Four women.

Four women dressed in good clothes: pencil skirts, blouses, jackets.

Four women whose clothes didn’t disguise how good looking they were. Two brunettes, a blonde, auburn. Hair well kept, two past their shoulders, two their hair curled on their shoulders.

One of them was the woman he had been peeping at!

Four women that were well built, very well built, took pride in their appearance, probably even worked out, pilates, yoga, or whatever.

They stopped in front of Andy and studied him. They towered over him in their high heels, they wore make up. While they didn’t glower at him, they didn’t give off a friendly feeling. For all their beauty they stood in a line, no nonsense, and judged him silently.

“What’s your name, young man?”

It was the blonde. The women’s eyes were all dark in the basement, but he suspected hers might be blue.

Andy said nothing.

“Best answer,” stated one of the brunettes.

“Kidnapping is illegal,” Andy spoke, keeping his voice low, trying not to appear frightened.

“So is peeping. Doesn’t seem to have stopped you.”

“I never peeped.”

“We caught you.”

“Your word against mine.”

The brunette was doing the speaking, and the others were starting to smile. The blonde was outright smirking.

When nobody said anything for a moment, Andy asked, “What’s so funny?”

The ladies looked at each other, there were a couple of subtle nods. Then the blonde said, “It looks like we have our subject.”

There was something in the tone of her words that worried Andy.

“What do you mean subject?”

The auburn hair beauty began asking questions. “Do you feel any guilt?

“For what?” he protested.

“Are you aware that what you were doing was wrong?”

“Come on,” he scoffed.

“Have you ever been arrested?”

He stared, not willing to give any information.”

“Have you ever received counseling for mental disorders?”

“What?”

“Do you have a girlfriend?…do you have sexual thoughts for your mother?…How often do you masturbate?…”

And so on.

After a while Andy stopped answering, just stared at the woman, but she didn’t seem to care that he was non-responsive. Maybe she was reading his reactions. Hell, she could have been reading his mind for that matter.

But the one thing she missed, or perhaps she didn’t, was that during this whole time he had a raging hard on. Just a stellar boner, a stiffie that would not quit.

He was naked under the blanket, in the presence of four incredibly beautiful women, and…his cock was in high response.

But, in the end, they found out.

The blonde leaned down, grabbed a corner of the blanket and, before he could react, jerked the whole blanket off him.

He was caught, slowly stroking his weenie. His hand was going up and down.

His face turned a brilliant shade of red.

“Hey!”

He went from stroking to trying to cover himself up.

But the ladies didn’t laugh or go ‘ah ha!’ They simply pursed their lips, tilted their heads, and looked at his raging dong.

“Well, it’s a good size,” said the auburn haired lady.

“Maybe too big?”

On the other girls chuckled at that. “Big is better, honey.”

“I’ll say.”

“But how long can we keep him?”

That brought a thoughtful silence.

Andy was sort of panicked now. He had been caught stroking, and now they were talking about how long they could keep him? But keep him for what?

“What are you guys going to do?” He tried to be forceful, but it came out weak.

The ladies ignored him. They turned to each other.

“Okay, if we’re agreed, I’ll start building the furniture.”

“I’ll do a background check. We’ll find out who he is, and maybe then we can figure out how long we can keep him.”

“Once you know who he is. I’ll do an in depth on his family.”

The ladies nodded.

“Hey!”

They glanced at him, then turned back to their discussion. Still talking, they began to move towards the far stairs.

Andy stared, not sure what was happening, and they moved up the stairs, closed the door, and he was left alone.

Alone in the gloom. Naked, and now his blanket was out of reach.

But, still, his dick was rigid.

He slid back against the wall, then realized it was too cold, too hard.

He lay on his back on the mattress, his penis pointing up, and he just lay there, and felt himself, and wondered what the hell was happening.

An hour later the door opened again and one of the brunette ladies came down the stairs. She was holding a bowl, and she crossed the basement and placed the bowl on the floor and pushed it towards him.

Andy raised his head and examined the contents of the bowl. Breakfast. Eggs and sausages and a piece of toast with butter and honey on it.

He picked up the bowl and sat on the edge of the mattress. His penis poked out over the edge of the mattress and he began eating. there was no spoon or fork, so he was forced to use his hands.

He was hungry, and the food was good, be it mushed together a bit, and he shoveled it into his mouth.

The woman went to the far corner of the basement, under the stairs, and there was a slop sink there. She filled a bucket with water and brought it back to him. She placed it so he could reach it, then she went back to the slop sink, picked up a chair that was next to it, and came back and sat in it.

He ate, slowed down a little as she watched him so avidly, then sped up when it was obvious she wasn’t going to do or say anything. She just sat back, one nylon clad leg crossed over the other, and perused him.

He finished, pushed the bowl back to her. She ignored it, kept watching him.

Then: “You realize that if you get violent, if you try to harm any of us in any way, we’ll leave you down here to rot.”

“Where is here?”

“It’s a cabin in the woods. It’s used maybe once a year, other than that nobody comes up here.”

A moment of silence that stretched out.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Whatever we want.”

She smiled. Her leg bobbed. One of her high heels hung from her instep by a strap, and it started bouncing.

Her lips were red. Her chest was a bit pointy, and he realized that she was one of these women who liked the 1950s look. Bullet bra.

“People are going to be looking for me.”

“Fifty miles from here,” she said, standing up, picking up his bowl. “If you behave yourself you’ll get out of here alive. It’s your choice.”

She turned and walked across the basement, up the stairs, and through the high door.

Andy sighed. He was nervous, that was a sure thing. He had been made prisoner, and these ladies, while they looked good, didn’t seem to be working on all eight cylinders.

All those questions.

Being kept nude.

He reached out to the bucket and looked into it.

Water.

His hands were dirty, but this was the only water he had. And what was he supposed to do when he had to pee? Or go number two?

He licked his fingers thoroughly. Then he dipped the tips into the water and scrubbed his fingers.

And was thirsty.

He scooped his hands into the water and drank.

Then he sat back, lay down, and closed his eyes. He wasn’t tired, but there was nothing else to do.

Bang. Not loud, but he opened his eyes.

The brunette, same lady, had closed the door and was coming down the stairs. She was now wearing overalls and a long sleeve shirt and work boots.

She was carrying what looked like a tool kit. She placed the tool kit in the center of the basement, turned and went back up the stairs.

And came back down a minute later carrying a Skilsaw.

Then she began bringing lumber down the stairs.

Andy watched, and realized she was very fit.

She brought down lengths of planks, thick beams, what looked like cushions, chains, and all sorts of construction material.

Andy sat cross legged, his cock hard, and watched.

She put a couple of pieces of wood into a small joint thing and made a standing triangle.

Then another one, and she connected the two together.

A saw horse. Hunh!

Another sawhorse.

She brought down a big piece of plywood, arranged it on the two sawhorses, and had a table.

She was not only strong, she was smart. She maneuvered the material by balancing it and walking it and levering it.

She brought down a coil of extension cord and a a couple of clamp lamps. She clamped the lamps to beams, connected them, and flicked a switch.

The basement was flooded with light.

She smiled at him and said, “Let there be light.”

She was the carpenter of the bunch, and she made another sawhorse type thing, but smaller, with handcuffs attached to the legs.

Then she brought down a motor, fastened it to the floor with masonry screws, and laid out lengths of chains.

She brought two smaller motors down and put them on opposite sides of the basement, and a little bit in front of the third saw horse. He realized the third sawhorse was more of a bench as she fastened cushions to the thing, sanded edges, and attached chains.

But what the fuck was it for?

Lunch time, and she had done an amazing amount of work. He could see how the bench thing worked, but…but why?

She brought down an igloo cooler, placed it next to her chair and sat down. She opened up the cooler, brought out a sandwich, took it out of the wrapper and tossed it to Andy.

“Catch.”

Andy caught it. It was tuna fish, and it was one of the better tuna fish sandwiches he had ever eaten. It had good mayo, the right amount of little bits of celery and onions, and….it was delicious.

She ate her own sandwich. Took out a can of Coke and rolled it across the floor to him.

He opened it, and never had a can of Coke tasted so wonderful. The bubbles wafted up his nose, the sweet syrupy taste had just the right amount of tang, and…he had to be careful he didn’t just guzzle the whole thing.

“The drain is over there,” she pointed to a floor drain, painted black, about three feet south of the mattress. I suggest you be very careful. Make sure you pee without splashing. We’ll be pouring bleach down the drain, but it might get stinky if you aren’t neat.”

He nodded.

“We’ll bring a bucket down if you need to go number two.”

He finished his Coke and crushed the can with one hand.

She stared at him, leaned forward slightly, and crushed her own Coke can with one hand. “Ha!” She grinned.

And she went back to work.

The afternoon passed, and about four o’clock he heard a car door slam. It sounded like it was far away, but it was probably right outside the house.

The brunette, who he had come to think of as ‘Brunette number One,’ paused, tilted her head to listen, then continued with her work.

Andy had figured out how the thing she had built worked now.

Two chains went from the motor, through some rings on the floor next to the bench, to his hands.

The other two chains came in from the sides, and they were going to be for his feet.

They were going to pull him onto the bench.

But what for? What were they planning?

At five o’clock Brunette One put down her tools and walked up the stairs. Andy heard her talking to somebody.

He sat and stared at the bench. Why? What were they planning for him?

He went to the drain, he could kneel right in front of it, they had measured this out, and he aimed his stream at the grate. He did pretty good, no undue splashes, no mess.

He returned to the mattress and sat down.

The door at the top of the stairs opened and Blondie came down. Brunette One followed her.

They inspected the bench Brunette One had been making in low voices. Andy couldn’t really hear much but an unconnected word or two.

Then they turned to him.

Blondie: “He’s got no criminal record. Not much of a family, either. Apparently he takes off whenever he feels like it. Neighbors say he’s a rude, little fuck. Is disrespectful to his father, who is his only close relative. Mother hasn’t been in touch for years.”

“Well, that explains him, somewhat, and it sounds like he is right for what we want.”

Brunette One said, “What do you say, Andy?”

He frowned. They knew his name, and they had found it out pretty darn fast.

“About what?”

“Would you like to have a little fun?”

“I’d like to get loose.”

Both girls snickered.

“I’ll bet.”

“Well, rest up. Tomorrow we’ll get started.”

“What happens tomorrow?”

But the girls were done with him. They turned and crossed the room, climbed the stairs, and went into the main living area of the house.

Later, they brought him dinner. Mashed potatoes, peas, a pork chop. No Coke. Damn.

He ate, and it was pretty good. Heck, he was eating better than normal.

After dinner the bowl was taken away, his blanket was kicked over to him, and his water was checked.

No word was spoken.

It got darker, the sun was apparently going down, and the gloom turned into pitch darkness.

He jacked off.

Heck, he was bored, there was nothing else to do. He positioned himself near the grate, jerked, and squirted his seed into the grate.

Then he lay under his blanket and thought about things.

Life.

His mother whom he hadn’t seen for years. His father, who was drunk and didn’t know whether he was coming or going.

Mostly he thought about girls he had peeped. He remembered their bodies, he fantasized about them, he built scenarios, and wished he could just walk into a house, Hi, I’m home! And walk into the bedroom and lay down and fuck.

He ignored the fact that he was a virgin.

And the night passed.

By morning he was ready to masturbate again. The sun had risen, the darkness had receded to gloom, and he was stroking himself again.

Well, what else did he have to do.

The door opened and the four women trooped downstairs.

They wore nothing.

Nothing but high heels and make up.

Their breasts pointed out, there was no excess flab, they were toned and sexy and…he stared so hard he thought his eyeballs would fall out and roll across the floor.

And his boner pounded so hard he thought he would squirt blood.

Auburn walked to one side. She stood next to one of the smaller motors and pulled on some thin gloves.

Brunette One and Two went to the motor in front of the bench.

Blondie stood in front of him. She pulled a chain towards him and said, “Put this on your right wrist.”

Andy thought about digging in then. Maybe telling these bitches off. Making demands. He wasn’t one for following directions.

But, oddly, he was scared. And it wasn’t the fact that he was chained and helpless, it was the fact that they had no clothes on.

“Or we’ll leave you here. Your choice.”

Andy still hesitated, but not for long. He wasn’t in any kind of a position to protest.

He attached the chain to his right wrist.

She moved one of the chains in from the side. “Your ankle.”

Staring at her, nervous, biting his lips, he attached the chain.

Then the chain to his other leg.

“Now listen,” she said, speaking very intently. “If you don’t do exactly as I say the girls will turn on their motors. You will be stretched out and I will undo your left wrist from the wall. At that point you will be dragged screaming and kicked, banging your elbows and knees on the hard, cement floor. You’ll probably scrape some skin off in the deal. Or…” she paused, held up a key, “You can loosen your left wrist and put the last chain on it. We will turn the motors on, but gently, and you will be slow walked to the bench. Your choice.”

She tossed him the key.

Andy fumbled the key, but managed to catch it in his hand.

He stared at the woman. He wanted to threaten her, to curse her, to jump up and run out of this place.

He loosened the cuff holding his left wrist and attached the chain to his left wrist.

Blondie nodded. “If you behave yourself this can be quite the treat. More of a treat than anything you’ve ever experienced.”

She stepped back, gripped one of the chains leading to his feet, and yelled out, “Okay. Go for it.”

The girls turned on the big motor in front of the bench. The slack took up, and Andy was forced to move forward. The girls on the sides kept his leg chains tight. He couldn’t leap or jump or attempt to get out of the situation.

Step by step he was pulled forward. His feet straddled the bench and he was aware of how hard his cock was.

The chains from the sides were fixed to trigger snaps connected to eye hooks screwed into the floor. He had a little room, his legs weren’t uncomfortable, but he was definitely caught.
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The girls at the sides moved to help the girls by the motors. The chains connected to his wrists went up to the roof and through eye hooks, then down to the ground and more trigger snaps. He ended up standing upright, his arms up and slightly out to the sides. His cock was pointing to the front, and it was quite hard.

The women relaxed, took off their gloves, pulled up chairs and began to chat.

“Well, that went easier than I thought.”

“Boner boy was quite amenable. Hey, Boner Boy, can we get you something?”

Andy stared at Brunette One. “A Coke.”

They all exchanged glances.

Auburn said, “He could have asked to get out, but he asked for a Coke.”

Andy pushed his luck. “And bourbon.”

The women all laughed.

Andy was quite nervous, standing spread eagled, his dick so vulnerable, but their laughter helped.

“Why didn’t you ask to get free,” asked Blondie.

“You went to this much trouble I figured you wouldn’t let me go. But a Coke…that’s easy.”

The women chuckled and nodded.

“He’s learning to think,” observed Blondie.

“Well, shall we get him to sit down?”

“Better give him a little orientation, first.”

Blondie said, “We’re going to loosen your leg chains, let you sit down. Take a look at the bench.”

Andy looked down.

“That slit between your legs is for your cock. That’s when you lie on your belly. You’ll notice their is a padded loop for your face. We can make adjustments if the bench proves painful in any way. We actually want you to be comfortable.”

“What are you going to do to me.”

They all chuckled then.

“Whatever we want, when we want, and all that we want.”

“But…but…”

“Why you?”

He nodded.

“Because you’re a creep who nobody will miss. Nobody is going to come looking, no police reports, no stupid rules will apply to us.”

“But I didn’t do anything to you!”

“You’re a peeping Tom. That means you walk through life keeping your little secrets.”

“And that,” said Auburn, “means that you have low morals.”

Brunette Two piped up, “You’re perfect for what we plan to do.”

Andy was silent. For a second he felt like crying. They were all bigger and stronger than him. He wasn’t a tall person, and he was slender, and he had been bullied all his life, and he had become convinced that no woman would ever want him.

Thus, he had turned to peeping.

But now he was caught, and about to be punished for what had become his circumstance.

Blondie was astute enough to see his feelings. “Don’t cry, honey. It’s not going to be as bad as you might think. In fact, you behave yourself, do what we say, and it might just be the watershed of your life. It might end up being the most pleasurable life experience a guy can have.”

But Andy couldn’t help it. In truth, his attitude towards life was false bravado. He acted tough, but only in his own mind, and scratched enough the truth came out.

Tears.

The four women watched him for a moment.

Auburn One, “I didn’t expect that.”

“He’ll get over it.

The others nodded.

Then, as the tears leaked out of Andy’s eyes, the four women stood up and worked the motors and chains and sat him down on the padded bench.

When he was situated Blondie patted his cheek. “Don’t worry, honey. You’re in good hands.”

It was the most incongruous thing anybody had ever said to Andy.


PART TWO

The women all stood up and came to Andy.

He stared at them, and gulped. A big, loud gulp.

Blondie reached down and placed her hand around his prick.

He jerked, his whole body twitched, but there was no way he could get away.

And, did he want to?

This was a beautiful woman laying her soft hands on him.

He looked down and saw her red nails. He looked up, and her face was close to his. Real close. And getting closer. Those red lips, her breath, her breasts actually touching his chest.

“Hello, Andy,” she whispered, then she touched his lips to his.

He was terrified, but…in a good way. He was a virgin. No woman had ever touched him down there. No woman had placed her gentle, plump lips on his. No woman had kissed him. Never.

His heart did a rhumba in his chest. He couldn’t breath. His eyes actually fluttered.

Blondie chuckled.

Meanwhile, as if this sensation overload wasn’t enough, Brunette  One had a hand on his butt. She was stroking a finger up his crack, running it right over his brown button. A sort of a yelping bark erupted from his throat and his chains rattled.

Auburn was touching his nipple and kissed the back of his neck.

Brunette two had a hand under his balls. She patted them gently, and he started twitching every time her hand patted.

And they didn’t stop!

They changed positions. Brunette Two kissed him, put a hand around the back of his neck and Frenched him.

Blondie knelt down and took him in her mouth. She took over his balls, too, bouncing them and causing him to jump up and down. If it hadn’t been for the chains he would have jumped right through the roof.

Auburn hugged him from the rear, her face against his back, her breasts pressed against him, her hands rubbing his nipples.

Then Brunette One pushed a finger into him. He squeaked, and all the girls laughed, and went back to work.

And they played with his cock so that, even though he had jacked off the night before, he was ready to cum again.

But they stopped short and didn’t let him shoot.

After a half hour of this he was breathing hard, stunned like a donkey hit on the head with a two by four.

“What…what…” his eyes were bleary and he looked back and forth.

The ladies just chuckled, and stepped back.

“Okay, ladies, he understands some of what we need. Let’s lay him down and take advantage of him.”

Working the chains they laid him on his back on the bench. His arms dangled down a little uncomfortably, but his dingus was straight up in the air.

“Now that is a thing of beauty,” whispered Auburn, stroking him gently, squeezing his testicles and kissing his tip.

“Okay, back off. Let’s prep him.”

Andy raised his head and looked at the girls. They were each biting the end off little tinfoil type packets.

Rubbers!

Blondie put the first one on him. It was tight, but he could still feel through it. When Brunette Two put a condom on him, however, sensation was blunted quite a bit. When Brunette One rolled the tight thing down his prick he could feel almost nothing. And he noticed that, in addition to being lessened by the number of rubbers, sensation was growing…numb.

“I can’t feel anything!” he protested.

Blondie said, “That’s because there was numbing solution in the first rubber.

At that Auburn rolled the fourth sperm catcher onto his penis, and he truly couldn’t feel a thing.

Blondie threw a leg over his face. She lowered her pussy to his mouth and said, “Get it wet. Dry rubbers aren’t all that comfortable.”

Andy licked, and her vagina became quite moist.

“I’m putting some lubricant on him.”

He knew Brunette One was handling his cock, but he felt nothing.

“Wait a minute?” He looked around.

“Nonsense,” said Blondie, and she moved up to his dingus and sank down on it.

Andy felt nothing. He knew he was screwing, it was his first screw, but he felt nothing!

Blondie went up and down, the look on her face was of supreme satisfaction. Her eyes were closed and she moaned.

Meanwhile, to pass the time until their turns, the other girls were playing with Andy. They teased his nips. Brunette One pushed her finger into him. Auburn kissed him mercilessly.

He loved it, but…but…but he was scared!

Scared or not, his cock knew no fear. It stayed erect and served the girls well. Blondie had a massive orgasm, so intense she had to be helped off him, then Brunette Two moved over his face, demanded he prepare her, then she sank onto his cock.

“Oh…Oh, God!” Andy moaned. He wanted to feel things. In his mind he knew he was getting fucked, and it was the horniest thing that could happen. But he couldn’t feel it! He couldn’t feel the velvet walls sliding over him. He couldn’t feel the pulse of vaginal muscle. He couldn’t feel the squeeze as they climaxed!

Brunette Two finished, and Auburn demanded his attentions, and his dingus.

Brunette One seemed obsessed with his heinie. She had two fingers in him now, and she was sliding them back and forth. Thank God she had used plenty of lube!

Andy found himself bucking in synch with the fingers up his bunghole, and rising up and giving a good plunge to the woman on top of him.

“Oh, yes!” Auburn yelped as he drove into her, then she pulled her nips and went over the edge.

Andy wanted to cum. He couldn’t cum. He just bucked automatically, and in reaction to his rear end reaming, and drooled.

He was, he knew, out of his mind, and…it didn’t matter.

If he died now, if his heart gave out and he exited his body, it wouldn’t matter.

He was no longer a virgin.

But, God, did he want to squirt.

Now he was sorry he had squirted the night before.

Finally, Brunette One took her fingers out of him and mounted him. She didn’t need to be lubricated. Reaming him had made her so wet she needed nothing but his big, pulsing, condom wrapped cock.

He stared up in wonder as she slowly rocked back and forth. He cried out in pleasure as the women twisted his nipples and his balls.

Then Brunette One was done. She sagged forward, her breasts touched his chest, and she smiled into his face.

She kissed him. A slow, languorous kiss that rocked his world.

Then climbed off him.

Breathing hard, the ladies sat down in a circle around Andy. Blondie and Brunette Two were gently rubbing their pussies. All were smiling.

“Well, ladies,” said Blondie. “Round one is done, are we ready for more fun?”

Light cheers erupted, but it was obvious they needed a bit of rest.

Auburn giggled. “Look, he’s still humping.”

It was true, Andy was moving his hips up and down, just as if he was still in pussy.

“Hey, Andy, are you ready to cum?”

“Unh…” he moaned.

Blondie moved forward and grabbed his rubber covered cock. She pressing down.

Andy pumped.

She frowned, then slapped his balls.

That stopped Andy. And he lay there, breathing hard, coming back to his senses.

“Somebody want to get him a Coke? He’s earned it.”

Brunette Two stood up, headed for the stairs. “I’ll get us all Cokes.”

Blondie let go of Andy then, and sat back. “I suppose, now that you’ve been christened, you’d like to know what this is all about.”

Andy gulped yet again, and nodded.

“We four ladies are without men. Two of us are divorced, and not about to marry. Two of us have mates that have passed. And how does one replace the love of their lives?”

Andy watched blondie. He was in love. She was so beautiful.

“So we are four, and very horny, and without recourse to honest, responsible men.”

“Hey, hey!” Brunette Two nodded.

“Do you know how hard it is for ladies like us? We’re all about thirty, we’re all pretty damned good looking, we’re all well off, and all we get is worn out men who failed at marriage, or horny young things that know no better.”

Brunette One came down the stairs. She didn’t just bring Cokes, she brought Cokes in glasses with ice and straws. Her breasts jiggled as she walked, and she passed out the drinks. When the girls had all taken their Cokes and were sipping, she held one to Andy. It had a bend over straw and she put it in his mouth.

He had been fucked to a fare thee well, and he had had no idea how thirsty and desperate he was for cold liquid. He felt the icy cold fluid soothe his throat, and the sugary syrup energized him and helped bring him back to reality.

Brunette One sitting next to him, feeding him his Coke, Blondie continued her story.

“So we four decided to do something about it. We decided to find somebody who could service us. But there are problems with that. We couldn’t just take out an ad, ‘Needed: a hard man to screw without consequences.’ No. That wouldn’t work. And do you know how many freaks would answer that ad? And then we might actually get arrested. So we decided to ‘interview’ prospects.”

She paused to sip, then continued.

“We needed somebody who was young enough to stay horny all the time, and who could recover quickly if he did happen to squirt. We needed somebody who wasn’t morally bound up, who didn’t have a wife,. We needed somebody who, even if he did tell the police, wouldn’t be believed. I mean, can you imagine? ‘Officers! I was kidnapped and fucked against my will!’”

The four ladies all chuckled at that scenario.

“So we set up a trap. We needed somebody young, low morals, inexperienced, maybe a little desperate. One of us is a psychologist, and she came up with the idea of a peeper. Another of us has access to law enforcement, she was able to find out who you were, what your situation was.”

Andy thought about it. It sounded logical, and it explained everything, and even why they had asked him so many questions.

“So you see, Andy, we were built for each other. We will give you as much sex as you can stand, maybe more, maybe too much, and you will satisfy us. Win win. Right?”

Andy stared at the four women. They had fucked him, but they seemed eager for some kind of answer from him.

He was a little hoarse when he said, “Right.”

The women relaxed, and Andy knew why. They weren’t going to get arrested for kidnapping. And, more, they were going to get their jollies on him.

And, for the first time since he had been captured, Andy relaxed.

Life became a series of drawn out sexual vignettes. Now that they had broken him in they took their time. Usually only one at a time. They would screw him until they were tired, then head upstairs and another would take their place.

Day after day. Into the night. Humping and pumping.

Blondie loved to be eaten, and she tired out his mouth with gusto.

Auburn loved to just ride him slow, teasing his nipples, torturing him with her appetite.

Brunette One liked his bunghole. She loosened him up, and she even brought down a strap on and showed him the fun in that.

And it was fun. It was a whole, new, sexual world.

“You’re not going to leave here and be gay from me doing this, are you?” she asked one night.

Andy shook his head. He liked anal, but…thanks to her again, he liked giving it to her anal, too.

Brunette Two liked to tease him. She liked to pull the rubbers off him and just suck and suck until he was ready to pop, and then back off.

Andy would be groaning and twisting and pulling on the chains, but she just laughed, waited, and did it again.

One day, while Brunette Two worked him, she miscalculated. He had an ‘accident,’ and filled her mouth with whiteness.

Surprisingly, she didn’t care. She filled her mouth, then kissed him. Kissed him until he was forced to take his own seed. When they were done, when their mouths were messy and empty, she whispered, “Are you going to be so willing to cum again? Or are you going to try extra hard not to squirt?”

He had no answer, but the look in his eyes made her laugh.

And the days passed.

It had been April when he was first captured.

From talking with the. ladies he learned that it was June. He had been there almost two months, living the dream, and…feeling antsy.

Yes, he was getting the dream, but…freedom.

He wanted to be free, able to walk about on his own.

He was tired of being on the bench. Sitting up, bending forward for the rear entry, or bending back and laying on his back.

Oddly, it didn’t bother him that they were so sparse in letting him cum. He knew they were trying to keep him hard for their pleasure. And though it was frustrating to be in condoms all the time, or to be edged mercilessly, when he did squirt it was amazingly intense, and…he didn’t mind all the build up.

But…freedom.

In the first week of June he was stretching. Nobody was about, and he realized that he could reach the trigger snaps. Blondie had worked him to a dozen cums, then gone upstairs to relax and recover a bit. The other women were also upstairs. It had been a long day, and they were all happy, dozing, watching a little TV.

But Blondie had neglected to pull the chains tight. They often had them loose so he could service them better, but now he could reach the trigger snap with his right hand.

A dim light occurred in the back of his mind.

He could get loose.

Freedom.

But…he realized, if he broke loose while they were still awake they might overpower him, and he would never get another chance. He decided to take the chance, to wait until they were all asleep.

Time dragged like an elephant with two broken legs. He listened, heard the murmur of TV, heard chatter as the girls walked back and forth, listened as the sounds became less and less.

Then the basement was totally black, and he knew all were asleep.

He reached up and, in the darkness, felt his way around the trigger snap and pressed, and lifted, and…the chain dropped!

It hit the floor and for a moment he was terrified that the sound had woken the girls.

But it hadn’t.

He now had a free hand, and the trigger snap on his left hand went easily.

He bent over and loosened the two snaps down there. He stood up and stretched, and exulted.

He was free!

Andy knew the basement well. He didn’t need lights. He walked to the stairs and crept up.

The door was unlocked and he entered a kitchen. There were lights from the stove, a night light in the hall, and he crept to the hall and listened. Four bedrooms, four light, snoring sounds.

He entered the living room, went to the front door, opened it, and stepped out.

He was free!

He was on a porch, the house was old, made of wood, and situated in a forest.

He walked down the steps into the moonlight. He realized his nakedness. His eternal boner pointed the way, and he wondered where he was.

But, no matter where he was…he was free!

Barefoot, he started walking down the driveway. Then stopped. Off to the side was a clothes line, and several dresses, and assorted female underthings, fluttered in the light, warm breeze.

He went over to the clothes line. Panties. He rubbed his face against a pair and wondered who they belonged to. Which delicious pussy was encased by these sexy things?

He took a bra off the line, and was totally excited. Which of the four sets of boobs filled these awesome cups?

He put the bra on. He didn’t have to, he wanted to. He wanted to feel something of them. He wanted to remember what they had done to him always.

He selected a dress. He couldn’t tell what color it was in the light, it just looked greyish, but with a swirly sort of a pattern going around it. He put it on.

Good. He was dressed. He wouldn’t be arrested for nakedness.

He started down the drive again, then stopped.

Next to the front door on the porch had been a line of shoes. He needed shoes if he was going to walk.

He mounted the steps and inspected the shoes.

The girls rarely wore shoes in the house, he never heard the click, click, click of high heels.

Except when they visited him.

He loved the sound of their heels clicking on the steps. The click, click, click…reminded him of them.

He tried several pairs on, and found one that fit him well.

Of course his toes stuck out a little, and he had ugly toes, but…they were okay.

He buckled them on, then descended the stairs. He started down the drive, and stopped.

Freedom!

But what was freedom?

The ability to go places and do things.

But what did he really want to do?

His dreams, ever since puberty, had been to have a woman love him. To have sex. To be happy.

Now he had four women loving him. He was nothing but a peeper, but they talked to him, treated him with kindness. And they made love to him like there was no tomorrow!

Where could he find a woman to suck him like Brunette two? Or a woman who wanted to just fuck without all the BS that people sometimes passed out?

Where could he find a woman, like Brunette one, who would please his asshole until he drizzled squirtem and just laugh. And drink from him. And share with him?

Wasn’t the four women a different kind of freedom? A freedom of dreams attained?

He took a few more steps down the drive, then he turned and looked back at the cabin in the woods.

Four women, dedicated to pleasing him.

And they were. They asked him what he liked, they brought him Cokes whenever he wanted.

He took a few more steps, then looked back again.

The cabin looked so lovely in the moonlight, and he felt a profound sense of loss. No more loving women treating him like a sex object.

What freedom was he running to?

What woman would do what these four did? And so happily?

He took a step back. It felt good. It felt like the house above him was a refuge, a place where he could be.

He backed away from the house, his feet going ‘click, click.’

Bad. No pleasure. His cock sagged.

He walked towards the house, halfway back to the house.

Good. Happy. His cock bonered up and pointed at the house.

He took more steps, and found himself at the bottom of the stairs.

And he knew: freedom is in there! Freedom is what those women give me.

And…Where am I going?

He mounted the steps. He tip toed across the living room floor, past couches and under a wall mounted set of antlers.

Where could he go? he wondered. Where is better than this?

He tiptoed down the stairs, across the basement, and looked at his prison.

But one man’s prison is another man’s freedom.

He sat down, fastened the snaps, and waited. Morning would come, and he would either sob at his stupidity, or rejoice in his wisdom. He suspected the latter, for as the night progressed he felt happier and happier.

Blondie brought him down his breakfast, and maybe wanted a little up and down. She froze at the bottom of the stairs and dropped his breakfast.

Andy had forgotten to take off the women’s clothes. He had gone for a walk, and he was back, and…Blondie’s mind stuttered to a stop.

She walked back up the steps, could be heard calling, then all four of the ladies walked down the stairs.

They stood in a semi circle, looking at Andy their faces were shocked.

They retreated to the bottom of the stairs and had a discussion. Andy could pick up bits and pieces.

“How’d he get out?”

“He’s wearing a dress!”

“That’s my dress!”

And: “Why’d he come back?”

After five minutes of astonished discussion the ladies came back to him.

Blondie released the snaps and helped him to his feet.

Andy was now scared. He was scared like when he was first captured. What if they made him leave?

“Come along,” Blondie said. She led him up the stairs, and the other three women followed.

They entered the kitchen and Blondie walked down the hallway to the bedrooms. There were six bedrooms total in the cabin, and four were taken. Blondie took Andy to the last bedroom on the right. It had a bed, a dresser, a writing table that could be a vanity.

“This can be your bedroom,” she said. then she turned to him. “”Do you want to be a girl?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, let’s try it. We all wanted daughters, and you’d be perfect. Mind, you’ll still have to wear male clothes sometimes, but mostly you’ll be naked, especially when one of us are hungry for you.”

“Okay.”

“Would you like to go to town and get some clothes? Or would you like for us to select clothes for you?”

“You can choose.”

Blondie nodded. She glanced at the other women, and they all were nodding. They all were pleased.

“Very well. Now, take off these clothes. Return them to where you found them. Then go downstairs and get ready. Taking an unauthorized walk, stealing clothes…you’ve been a bad boy.”

“He needs to be punished,” blurted Auburn.

The other two ladies nodded.

“Very well,” said Blondie. “Make sure you’re chained tight, and we’ll spank you today. Would you like to be spanked?”

If spanking was the cost of freedom, then so be it. He nodded.

Andy went outside and took off his dress. He hung it up on the clothesline and noticed that it was blue with a white swirly pattern.

He took off his panties and bra and hung them up. He was sorry he had worn them and gotten his male scent all over them.

He walked back to the porch and took off his high heels. That was a relief.

He walked back into the house, past the ladies who were discussing his antics in hushed voices, and down the stairway into the basement.

He sat down on the bench and once again put his wrist and ankles in chains.

Sitting in the gloom, he was happy. His cock bounced and little tears came to his eyes. He was home.

He was free.


EPILOGUE

It had been a long summer, but it had been worth it.

Andy had learned how to clean, and cook, and do the laundry, and a hundred other things.

He could take a strap on with the best of them, and loved every inch of penetration.

He was usually naked all day, but during the evening the ladies taught him how to be more feminine.

They really did want a daughter, and he was perfect. He was learning how to do his own make up, and he had a complete ward robe.

They were even talking about getting him his GED and sending him to college.

Of course he had a lot of work to do before then.

He had to learn how to walk and talk like a girl. And he had to learn about boys.

Not that he wanted to. He was quite happy servicing his four mothers. But, a daughter has to do what a daughter has to do.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!
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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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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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!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


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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