
        
            
                
            
        

    
	I Changed My Nephew into a Girl! 

	 

	

 

	  

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	Lana is an idiot. 

	Lana is my sister, and we have never gotten along, and I couldn’t believe it when she called me up out of the blue. 

	“I’m going to Europe, but I need to find a summer home for Chuckie.” 

	Oh, great. My least favorite sister is going to saddle me with my least favorite nephew, and…and then I got an idea. 

	“Lana, is Charles still cross dressing?” 

	“What? Oh, I don’t know.” 

	“Don’t avoid the issue. Does Charles Cross dress?” 

	Silence. then: “Well, maybe a little. Just every once in a while.” 

	Huh. He probably wore gowns on the golf course. I said: “Well, I always liked his softer self, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will let Chuckie stay here for the summer as long as he does exactly what I say.” 

	“Well, of course he will. He’s a good boy and…” blah blah blah. 

	“No, Lana, you don’t understand. I said ‘anything.’ Like what you did for Charles twenty years ago. 

	Blah bla—what? I could hear her mind shrieking. “You want to what?” 

	“I want to do what you did to Charles 20 years ago.” 

	“But I don’t…no. You can’t—“ 

	“Good bye.” I hung up. And I grinned, and I chortled, and I poured myself a glass of sherry. I gave her 24 hours and she would come begging. 

	She didn’t have a lot of friends, her nephew, as I recalled from seeing him some 13 years previous, was a brat, and there was no way she was going to find a home for him for a summer. 

	To add to that, she wasn’t fond of the male of the species. 

	She met Charles, found out he was rich, and told him to marry her. When he wouldn’t, she spent a summer converting him into femininity. I hadn’t seen him for years, but I could still see him in my mind, prancing about in high heels and a bra, lipstick and red nails. His penis flopping about like it was big. Have I used the word ‘sheesh?’ Well, here it is again. Shee-eee-eesh. 

	The rest of the day I spent thinking over my plans. I wrote scenarios, I checked out the price of girly things in a male size, I imagined fixing up the bedroom, and the dungeon. 

	Ah, the dungeon. I hadn’t used it lately. But all my toys were still down there. A little dusting, a little polish, and Chuckie would have a fine place to play. Heh heh. 

	And, feeling a little horny, all that planning and thinking about what I was going to do to Chuckie, I ran upstairs to polish my dildo. And I think you know what I mean. 

	Then I swam in the pool, went for a run, and called Martha, my BFF. I just had to share the news 

	“Hello Daphne, you bitch.” 

	“Hello Martha, you cunt.” 

	Then we giggled. We always started our conversations out like this. For over two decades we had been bosom buddies. Emphasis on the word bosom. We were both stacked, the boys chased us, and we found we were particular suited to each other.  

	“Guess who’s coming to dinner?” 

	“You mean ‘cuming?’” 

	“Get your head out of the gutter, sister…” 

	“I’d rather keep it in the gutter, with you.” 

	“Hardy har har, now guess.” 

	“Jeffry Epstein?” 

	“Oh, you silly…my nephew!” 

	“Your nephew? I didn’t even know you had one.” 

	“My sister’s son!” 

	“Your sister? I didn’t even know you had one.” 

	“Argh! That did it! Get that stupendously fat rhino ass of yours over here right now!” 

	“Ooh, goodie, I’ll bring some refreshments.” 

	 

	 

	A half hour later the doorbell dinged and I strode to the door. Click. Click. Click. “Who’s there?” 

	“A handsome stud with a really big dick!” 

	“Oh, goodie!” I swung the door open. 

	“Oops, I lied,” Martha entered, air kissed and hugged me. Her big tits pressed against mine. She was carrying a bottle of champagne. 

	“Champagne?” 

	“They were out of Vodka.” 

	We giggled. We walked into the kitchen where I took out two flutes. Expertly, she popped her cork—not that way, at least not yet—and poured us a pair. 

	We leaned our butts against the island and sipped the ambrosia of the Gods. 

	“Champagne in the morning,” I chortled. “How evil.” 

	“It’s what the doctor ordered.” 

	“An evil doctor.” 

	We hugged each other again, then stood back and looked at each other. Then I turned us towards the side wall, which was a big mirror. 

	In body we could have been twins. We had started out with big boobs, and they had just gotten bigger.  

	We had the same shade lipstick, a metallic red. Her eyes were smoky grey, mine light blue. She had brunette locks that poured over her white skin. I had blonde curls that waved halfway down my back. 

	She sighed. 

	“What?” 

	“Look at us. Divorced, horny, and turning into fat cows.” 

	“Speak for yourself, Miss Double Ds.” 

	“I’m bigger than that.” 

	“No!” I looked at her. 

	“And you probably are, too.” 

	I checked myself out again. I still had a good waist, not a 23, like in college, but probably not over 28. “We’re going to have to measure.” 

	“So what’s this stuff about a nephew.” 

	“Chuckie. My sister is going to Europe for a few months, she’s trying to palm the boy off on me.” 

	“Oh, goodie. A slave boy!” 

	We giggled. 

	“You’re reading my mind, sister.” 

	“So what does he look like?” 

	“I don’t know.” 

	“What?” 

	“Oh, they send me family pictures every Christmas, but I just throw them in a drawer.” 

	“Well, where’s the drawer?” 

	“Upstairs.” 

	  

	 

	In my bedroom Martha opened a drawer, pawed through scissors and papers, a tape measure, a dildo—she held it up and winked at me—and a stack of Xmas cards. Quickly we looked through the cards. 

	Pictures through the years. Lana looking like a bubble brained blonde. Charles, looking so manly. “He’s a cross dresser,” I explained, “and an idiot. I told Lana that if she palmed her idiot son off on me I would make him into a cross dresser.” 

	“And she’s okay with that?” 

	“She’s okay with anything that diddles her pussy and makes her money. I’m sure her nephew doesn’t diddle, and he’s probably a lazy snowflake. So she won’t care.” 

	“Ah, this generation…” Martha commiserated, then she found last year’s card and held it up. 

	They stood in front of a tree weighted down with lights and tinsel. A tomountain of packages surrounding their feet. 

	Lana on the left, holding a glass of cheer and looking a little wasted. Charles on the right, holding a flute up with one hand, and tipping Chuckie’s Santa hat down over his eyes. Chuckie didn’t look too happy, and Martha and I weren’t too happy. Sort of ruined the picture. A guy in garish PJs, a stupid hat on in his head, squeezed between two drunks. Hmm. 

	“Doesn’t look promising.” 

	“Well, at least he’s not fat.” 

	“No.” I turned to Martha. “I’m going to make him a cross dresser.” 

	She stared me and waited. 

	“I have been wanting to get back at Lana for 20 years.” 

	“For what.” 

	“Charles was my boyfriend.” 

	“Aha,” she nodded. “I thought I detected an extra bit of vitriol.” 

	If I can send him back to her a prancing fop it will serve her right. 

	Daphne stared at me. Hard. 

	I slumped. “I know.” 

	“He’s an innocent.” 

	“So what do we do? We use him for a slave boy, let him jack off a lot, and that’s it?” 

	“Well, it is cruel to hurt somebody else to get back at another person.” 

	“Oh, damn. You rain on my parade.” 

	She sat down on the side of my bed and sipped. She watched me. 

	I straightened up. “Okay. Slave boy only.” 

	“And I get to help?” 

	“Yes.” 

	We clinked glasses, and, at that moment, the phone rang. 

	I grinned. “She broke. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours.” 

	“Well answer the phone, girl friend.” 

	I picked up my cell, put it on speaker, and spoke in my haughtiest voice, “Yes…who is this?” 

	Martha laughed silently. 

	“I don’t want you to abuse Chuck.” 

	Daphne nodded. She was right. 

	I sighed. “Well, I don’t know why I’m so kind, but I’ll tell you what. I won’t do anything he doesn’t want. Any abuse that occurs will be self abuse.” 

	“Don’t try to be funny about this.” 

	“I’m saddled with your bonehead offspring for a summer. Yeah, I guess it isn’t funny.” 

	She was silent at that, but only for a moment. Then: “We just put him on a plane. And listen, I warned him about you.” 

	“Warned him what?” 

	“I told him you were strange and that he should be very careful around you.” 

	I soughed. “Well, okay, sister mine. Text me the data and I’ll pick him up at the airport.” 

	“No need. He’ll Uber.” 

	“Excellent. Have a great Europe.” 

	“I will.” 

	Click. 

	No thank you. Just…click. I turned to Daphne. “On his way.” 

	“Goodie. Let’s measure your boobs, then have a swim.” 

	We measured, and that was fun. 

	“Take off your blouse.” 

	“You just want to get your hands on my boobers.” 

	“Accurate measurements in the name of science,” she reprimanded me. 

	She held up the tape measure and circled my chest. I felt the cold material slide across my flesh and it gave me a shiver. 

	“Getting horny?” 

	“Be serious.” I was. 

	“Okay, 58 Z.” 

	I laughed. “Now you be serious.” 

	“Okay. 40 EE. You cow!” 

	“You’re just jealous.”  

	She put the Xmas cards back into the drawer and took out the dildo. She said. “Lay down and I’ll get you off.” Her voice was throaty. 

	Now, we weren’t Lesbians. We were just efficient. We didn’t want to kiss, we just wanted a quick bang, relieve the pressure, get on with life. 

	I lay back, pulled up my skirt and lifted my legs. 

	She pulled my panties down with one hand, then began massaging my cooch.  

	“Oh, that feels good.” 

	“It’ll feel better in a minute. You have any lube?” 

	“I’m wet enough.” 

	“Oh, she likes it rough.” 

	“In the bathroom.” 

	She went for the lube, brought back a jar and placed it on the night table. She coated the dildo, then put a finger glob onto my snatch. 

	“Ooh,” I gasped. 

	She smiled and pushed the dildo into me, and I really gasped. 

	“Geez Louise! You ever hear of foreplay.” 

	“We don’t need no stinkin’ foreplay,” she giggled, and she began ramming it back and forth. 

	“Oh…oh!” my hips responded with jerks.  

	“I think she likes it,” she quipped. 

	Being penetrated in such hard fashion, it was so caveman, it just woke up the survival senses. The only way to survive was to fight back, and fighting back with a pussy is  always fun. 

	“You bitch!” I moaned, trying to hold her wrist with my hands. 

	She swiped my hands away and kept jamming into me. “Take it like a cunt, you cunt!” She laughed. 

	Within a minute I was spasming, twitching, my pussy muscles gripping frantically and losing to the lube. 

	“Ha,” she said, as I went over the edge. 

	“AHHH!” My back arched like I was getting electrocuted. My mouth opened wide and I felt the white heat consume me, lift me up, and deposit me on the sheets, a puddle of sweat and happiness. 

	“Ah, God,” I said, after a minute. “You really got me.” 

	“Well,” she said, licking the dildo, “You could always return the favor.” 

	“Grrr,” I said. I reached up and pulled her arm. She fell to the bed as I stood up. I took the dildo and stood over her. “Vee haf Vays of deallink vith cunts!” 

	“Oh, mine fuhrer!” she threw a hand across her big chest in a mockery of fear. “Please…not the cock!” 

	I held up the dildo. “You are takiink it all!” 

	“Noooo!” she wailed, as she pulled up her skirt.  

	I pulled her panties down and spread lubricant over her hot, little honeypot. 

	“Oh, that does feel good.” 

	“How about this?” I growled, and I jammed…my little finger into her. 

	“Oh, come on!” 

	“What’s the matter, is it too big?” 

	“Use the dildo!” 

	“I am, it’s just that…you’ve grown.” 

	She tried to sit up but I pushed her back. 

	“This big, giant dildo, I remember when it could at least touch the walls. But now…what have you…been fucking elephants?” 

	She finally managed to reach a hand down and grabbed my wrist. So I pulled out my finger and stuck the dildo in. Hard. 

	“Gah!” And she let go of my wrist and sank back on the bed. 

	“You want turn about? Here you go!” I used both hands and began jackhammering the thing into her slit. 

	“Fu…fu…fu…!” she writhed on the bed. It looked like she was trying to escape, but I knew the truth, she wanted more. I gave it to her. 

	I pushed her back on the bed using nothing but the dildo and my well toned muscles. I shoved that dildo as far as I could, and she humped back in little half inches, trying to get traction, but she couldn’t. 

	“Oh…oh…!” 

	Her eyes were glazing and her boobs were shivering with the impact of my fucking. 

	Finally, I tired, my arm muscles gave out, so I used one hand to push on her mons, which included squashing her poor, little clit, and circled the dildo in her. 

	I fucked her, I scooped her innards, I excavated her lust. 

	“AHHHH!” she almost screamed when she came. I have never seen a body lock up so hard. And it lasted long. For a full 30 seconds she was locked in spasm, and I knew she was having a REALLY good cum. I kept worming the dildo into her, making it last longer. 

	She finally broke, and collapsed. For a long minute she just lay there, trying to regain her breath. 

	I grinned as I cleaned the dildo off and placed it in the drawer. 

	“Come on down to the pool when you recover. Don’t forget to make us a couple of drinks. Make mine bourbon and Coke.” 

	The last thing I heard, as I walked out of the bedroom, was her wheezing, “Oh, you fucking bitch.” 

	I laughed all the way downstairs. 

	  

	 

	I swam laps in the nude. I always swim in the nude. If God had wanted me to wear a bathing suit I would have been born with one. Right? 

	Finally, I got out, walked around the pool and lay on a lounger. At that moment Daphne came out of the house with a couple of frosty ones. She handed me one and sprawled on the lounger next to me. 

	We sighed. The sun warmed us, we were fucked out, but feeling that delightful tingle of having just cum. 

	“What a life,” murmured Daphne. 

	“I’ll drink to that.” 

	We sipped our drinks, chatted, and before we knew it, we were ready for our second. And then our third. 

	“It looks like a lost weekend for us,” commented Daphne. 

	“Just in time,” I answered. 

	DING DONG! 

	We looked at each other. 

	“That can’t be…” 

	“Not yet!” 

	I looked at my cell phone. Only a couple of hours had passed. 

	“Well, whoever it is, you have to answer it.” 

	“We have to answer it.” Giggling, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet. I dragged her through the house. She protested, but she was drunk and laughing. 

	Tell the truth, it was something that only a drunk would do, and we were drunk, so we did it. 

	We stood in front of the door and I swung it open. 

	On retrospect, I wondered what we were doing. What if it had been an UPS delivery. Or a pizza driver with the wrong address?” 

	But it wasn’t. It was Chuckie. 

	His mouth opened, his jaw dropped, his eyes were as wide as pies. He dropped his suitcases and stared at us. 

	Two buxom, naked, drunks. Our tits flopping in the wind, our cheer exuding out the front door and into the great, wide world. 

	“Come on in!” I was slurring my words slightly. 

	“Yeah, put up or shut up!” drawled Daphne. 

	He blinked, but then, as we stood back and held the door for him, he picked up his suitcases and entered the house. 

	He was not a tall boy. He was actually a couple of inches shorter than me, and he had long, brown hair. It was in a pony tail, and I had the urge to pull it as he passed us. 

	He stopped in the foyer. He just stood there, looking at us.  

	We giggled and held each other up. 

	“You’re my Aunt Martha?” 

	“Ooh, you’re an Aunt,” Daphne laughed and poked me in the ribs. 

	“And you’re my nephew Chunkie. Chuckie. Whoever. Put your bags upstairs, last room on the left. Then come down and go swimming.” 

	“And don’t wear no stinkin’ clothes.” 

	“Clothes? Why would he wear clothes?” 

	“That’s what I’m saying!” 

	“Clothes?” 

	“Bathing suit,” Daphne figure it out and corrected herself. 

	We laughed and staggered back to the pool area. We laid down on our lounges and kept laughing and giggling. 

	A short while later Chuckie came down. 

	In the light he was slender, soft, sort of like a miniature of Charles. Except that Charles was studly, and Chunkie wasn’t. Chuckie. 

	He had soft brown eyes, full lips, his skin was beautiful, slightly olive with no blemishes. 

	The interesting thing was that he had little mounds for pecs. Not like muscle, but like actual tits, but small. That made me wonder. 

	“Ooh, he’s bootiful,” slurred Daphne. “Take off that stupid swim suit, Chunkie.” 

	She was having the same trouble I was with his name. 

	Blushing, Chuckie slid his trunks down over his thighs and stepped out of them. He had, of course, a boner. 

	For a skinny, little fart he was fairly well endowed. From perverted research I knew that average American men were 6.5 inches. Chuckie was at least 8. An inch and a half over average. Lucky boy. 

	“Go get a drink, Chunkie. Chuckie.” 

	Chuckie walked back into the house. Both Daphne and I, though drunk, were obsessed with staring at his ass. It was not big. But if his waist was a little skinnier…hmmm. Then I shook myself. I had told Lana I wouldn’t mess with him. Too much. 

	He returned with a drink. 

	“Wush that?” We stared at his drink. 

	“It’s called a Beggar’s Banquet. It’s got maple syrup and lemon and a splat of beer in it.” 

	Daphne and I stared at each other. Then I asked, “Can you make me one?” 

	“No.” 

	“What?” 

	“You’re too drunk. It would be wasted on you.” 

	“You can’t tell us what wasted is!” protested Daphne. 

	He smiled, a polite, little good boy smile. “Mother told me not to serve people too drunk to drive.” 

	“Mother?” 

	“Lana?” 

	“Mother insisted that I learn how to make and serve proper alcohol. She also warned me not to endanger drunks.” 

	“Drunks? Did he call me a drunk?” 

	“Listen, buster,” I started, and I stood up. 

	I wavered, he reached out to steady me, and we fell in the pool. Well, I actually fell, and I grabbed on to him and pulled him in with me. 

	I spluttered and gasped and then I felt his hand grip my biceps and lift me up. My head appeared above water and I gasped for air. 

	“WEE!” and Daphne cannonballed us. 

	Then Daphne and I were laughing, laughing so hard that Chunkie…Chuckie…started smiling. 

	“Thash it, sweet cheeks,” burbled Daphne. “Throw all hope aside.” 

	“You ladies are really…something else.” 

	We splashed for a while, then we climbed out of the pool. Chuckie put us in our loungers and we stared at the sun. We were at the end of our drunk, dazed, feeling great, and wondering what was next. The world was circling a bit, and I looked at Chuckie. 

	“So, it’s your summer. What you want to do?” 

	Chuck then said something which totally blew me out of the water. Even drunk I was gobsmacked by what he said. 

	“Mother said you’re going to feminize me.” 

	I blinked, and blinked, quite owlish, and Daphne was laughing and laughing, and that’s the last thing I remember. 

	  

	 

	“Unh…oohh…what happened?” 

	I was laying in my bed. Fortunately it was a wide bed, because Daphne was groaning on the other side. 

	“Martha? Is that you?” 

	“No. Leave me alone.” 

	We slept again, and when we woke up it was about ten in the morning, and it was a beautiful morning. The sun was creeping through the window, the air was fresh, there were even a bunch of stupid birds singing in the trees outside. 

	Slowly, I swung my legs out to the floor, then I held my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Oh, it was a fog, but I must have slept through the major part of the hangover. I looked at the clock. 

	10. An ungodly hour in my condition, but it was what I had. 

	“Hey,” I shook the bed. “Get up.” 

	Daphne groaned, then stretched. “I need a drink.” 

	“Hair of the dog,” I agreed. I reached over and pushed her and she fell off the bed. 

	“Ow! Hey!” Then she stood up, rose up like a muddy Frankenstein. “I’ll get you back for that.” 

	“Later. Let’s go swimming.” 

	We walked down the stairs, a little staggery, then out to the pool area. 

	Chuckie was reading a book, the cover said, ‘We Made Him Our Fem- Boy: Three women, one, boy, one summer.’ It was by some idiot named Grace. 

	He put it down and lifted his sunglasses and inspected us. 

	“Oh,” I said. “I remember you.” Then I fell into the pool. When I came up he was walking into the house. Oh, well. 

	Daphne and I swam our stupor off and began to brighten up. The world started to make sense, and we swam laps slowly, but appreciated the water sluicing off our outer bodies, and smoothing out our inner thoughts. 

	Finally, we climbed out of the shallow end. The sun threatened to dry us off, so we just stood there and faced it. Then I heard a sound. We turned around. Chuck was carrying two plates, one on each arm, and two glasses, one in each hand. 

	“Breakfast, ladies.” 

	We looked at each other in delight, then hurried over to the little wrought iron table with the glass top. We sat down and he placed drinks in front of us, and then. our plates. He was a good juggler. 

	“These are Palomas, they will hold off any alcohol hangover, and the citrus will replace nutrients. I didn’t know how you liked your eggs, so I made simple omelettes. A bit of onion, peppers, seasoning, and, of course, cackleberries.” 

	“Cackleberries,” I laughed and then sipped. God, it felt good, and I felt what muzziness remaining in my skull dissipate. “You’ve been talking to my sister.” 

	“Occasionally,” he agreed. 

	We ate then, Daphne and I, and we soon were refreshed and strong and ready to go. And Daphne suddenly blurted, “My God, I remember you. You were drinking this crazy drink, and you said something…something important…” 

	She tried to remember, but I remembered first. “You said… you said your mother said…we are supposed to feminize you?” 

	He smiled. He was cute when he smiled. He looked so young. 

	“That’s right.” 

	Daphne and I looked at each other. I remembered talking with her about that, and deciding not to. And here it was again, being offered on a silver platter. I looked around. 

	“What?” he asked.  

	“My cell phone.” 

	“I put inside. Last night. Would you like…of course you would like me to get it. Or you wouldn’t be looking for it. One moment.” 

	He trotted into the house. Trotted, like in hurried, and in hurried to do my bidding. My mind was starting to get boggled by his perfection. 

	“Can you believe him?” whispered Daphne. 

	Then he was back and handed me my phone. 

	I hit Lana’s number. Ring, ring, ring. No answer. 

	“Try a text. She’s probably talking with somebody, she’s always talking with somebody, but she’ll check her texts no matter.” 

	So I texted. 

	 

	 

	Lana, are you serious? 

	  

	 

	I put the phone down, expecting an answer in an hour, when she finally got off the phone and checked her messages, but I had an answer within ten seconds. That girl might be a twit, but she was quick. 

	 

	 

	Of course. We’ve discussed. Ask him. Now go away. 

	  

	 

	Bitch. 

	I turned to Chuckie. “I’m supposed to feminize you.” 

	“Yes, ma’am. If you would.” 

	“And you want this?” 

	I’ve talked it over with mother. A lot. And I really want to experience this. I’m afraid of permanent, I want to see what it’s like.” 

	“Why?” 

	“I’ve watched my father for years. He is the happiest man I know. I love my father, and I want to be like him.” 

	I looked at Daphne. She put her hands up and shrugged and gave me a WTF look. 

	And I knew that my sweet, loving sister, the bitch, had managed to put one over on me. Grrr. 

	“Okay. Have you tried any cross dressing or anything?” 

	“When I was young. But when mother found out she made me stop.” 

	“She did? How come?” 

	“She said I wasn’t old enough. She said I had to mature a bit before I made such decisions.” 

	Hmm. Maybe Lana wasn’t so stupid after all. Well, she was, but at least she had done one right thing in her life. 

	Daphne blurted, “So let’s get this straight. You will turn yourself over to us for the summer. You will do anything, absolutely anything, we ask, and in return we just have to gussy you up. Make you soft and sweet. Tenderize you.” 

	“Like a girl,” he nodded. 

	“Oh, my God.” 

	We had a few more questions, but he was quite serious, and finally Daphne dropped a bomb. 

	“Okay, look. I’m with this, but I’ve got a problem.” 

	“Yes?” he arched his eyebrows, and I noticed that it looked like he had done a little pre-plucking. And it looked good. 

	“Well, I don’t know how to say this, so let me just blurt it out.” 

	“Okay.” 

	“I need sex.” 

	His eyes opened a little, but he didn’t say anything.  

	“I like young men, they are a gas, and the idea of fucking a girly girl…that sort of makes me wet. So, do you think…could you…” 

	He smiled. “Of course.” 

	“And you don’t mind that I’m a bit older than you?” 

	He knelt then, the darling boy knelt, and he looked her right in the eyes. “When I first saw you yesterday I was afraid. I didn’t know which of you was my aunt. But I got an instant boner, and,” he looked at me, “no offense here, Auntie,” he called me auntie, the dear boy, and he looked back to Daphne, “I didn’t want you to be my aunt.” 

	“Oh,” I could feel Daphne’s heart do a flip, then lay down and give up. “You dear boy.” 

	“In fact,” he stood up, “I don’t mean to be forward, but mother always said you,” he looked at me, “were sexually adventurous. I wanted to learn about that. But I am so afraid.” 

	“Of what?” I asked. 

	“You’re my aunt, and because we shouldn’t have sexual relations, I was afraid that you wouldn’t…show me how to be sexually adventurous.” 

	We were silent for a long moment after that. We kept exchanging glances, grokking things, trying to absorb certain things, feeling our way through this strange, new relationship. 

	“Well,” I said. “I know we’re related by blood, and that we shouldn’t…shall I say,’do the deed?”…but we can certainly play with each other. It’s just that I’ll get the short end of the stuck, which in this case is no stick at all.” 

	“That’s okay,” murmured Daphne. She was now staring at Chunkie hungrily, like she wanted to take him into the bedroom, cook him on one side, turn him over, and cook him on the other. 

	I looked at her. “Okay for you, bitch.” 

	She giggled. “There are those who are pure as the driven snow, they get their wishes. Then there are the ugly hags who get nothing.” 

	“Did you just call me an ugly hag?” 

	“If the shoe fits…” she reached out and felt his trunks. “Lose the trunks, bozo.” 

	Quickly, Chuckie shimmied out of them. That delightful cock sprang up and I felt my heart sink. I wanted it so-o-o much. 

	Daphne grabbed his cock and pulled it. 

	Chuckie grunted and began to move his hips. For a few seconds they explored the hand job, then I cleared my throat. 

	“What?” asked Daphne, feigning irritation. 

	“There are times and places.” 

	“And this is the time and—“ 

	I held up a hand, “hold it, don’t say it, because it’s not.” 

	“It’s not?” now she was curious. 

	I turned to Chuckie and smiled sweetly. “Tell me, dear boy. Have you ever seen a dungeon?” 

	Daphne yelped a chortle, stood up and walked away. Chuckie’s dick being in her hand, he was compelled to follow. I didn’t think he minded. 

	And I ran for the computer room.  

	I am not a loose woman, but I have appetites, and every once in a while I meet a man I’d like to sample. So I set up the playroom, my dungeon, and one of the little tricks about it was that there was a video feed that led directly to my computer. When there were no men around, and I got a little horny, I had a complete set of videos to get myself wet and wild. 

	I was about to get another one.

	
 

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	I powered up the computer, pulled up the security system, tapped on line 4, and, voila, I was looking at the dungeon. Full color, full sound, full lights. 

	Daphne and Chuckie enter. Daphne tried to turn the lights down, but they wouldn’t go. Of course not. I was controlling them, and I wanted to see. 

	So she showed Chuckie the dungeon. 

	Against one wall were whips and boas, handcuffs and feather, dildos and butt plugs. In short, everything a young man, or woman, would need to titillate themselves or others. 

	At various places around the room were pieces of furniture. 

	In one corner was a pillory. I loved to be locked in it, my butt projecting to the rear, defenseless and ready. 

	In another corner was a Sybian. Oh, the hours I had spent letting that thing take me to the stars. 

	In yet another corner was a simple poster bed. With leather circlets at the four corners. 

	In the center of the room was the piece de resistance, a specially made table. You could tie a person to it, and his arms and legs to moveable arms, and then you could arrange him, or her, as you wanted. 

	You could move it upright into a St. Andrew’s cross. You could move it horizontal open open the legs, for a suck from down under or  a fuck from up above. 

	I tall ya, that table was a masterpiece. 

	In the basement: “Tell me, dear boy,” Daphne held his arm and snuggled her boobs against him. “Have you ever had anything up your butt?” 

	“Oh, yes.” 

	“And what have you had up your butt?” 

	“Well, when I was younger I tried to sit on a coke bottle…” 

	“Things do go better with Coke,” Daphne laughed. 

	“…but I didn’t understand about lube so it just sort of hurt. But then, a few years ago, I discovered butt plugs. I use them all the time. I even have some in my suitcase.” 

	“Okay, pick a plug, any plug,” she indicated the wall. 

	“Chuckie walked to the wall, a focused look on his face He examined my collection. He chose a good-sized one, a glass one. One of my favorites. 

	“I always wanted to try out glass plugs.” 

	“There’a a bottle of lubricant on that shelf over there.” 

	Chuckie got the lube and began slathering it over the bulbous object. 

	I chose that moment to turn on some music. 

	  

	 

	Nights in white satin 

	Never reaching the end 

	 

	
Moody Blues. Great stuff. The four speakers in the dungeon would be caressing their ear drums delightfully. 

	On the screen Daphne suddenly looked up at the camera. She smiled. She knew I was watching them. 

	“Here, let me help.” Daphne went to Chuckie. 

	Chuckie gave her the plug. 

	“Spread your legs,” and she grabbed his cock and stroked it. 

	“Oh,” I could hear his groan. 

	Daphne put the tip to his rectum and pushed it in. It went easily, which showed that Chuckie was experienced in the art of butt pluggery. 

	He straightened up slowly, feeling his way through the barrage of sensations exploding in his asshole. 

	“I don’t usually use ones this big,” he admitted. 

	“Does it hurt?” 

	“Oh…oh, no. I t doesn’t hurt.” I could feel the awe in his voice. 

	“Excellent,” she reached behind him and grabbed the base of the plug. She began to rock it in his asshole. 

	“Oh!” his face lit up and his pelvis rocked back and forth, “Oh, my.” 

	Daphne played with him then. One hand on his cock, holding him in place, squeezing hard so he couldn’t cum, she pushed and pulled on the plug. She corkscrewed it and wiggled it, and Chuckie moved this way and that. His knees buckled, and he put one hand out and grabbed the counter. 

	Daphne let go of his cock then. She reached around and pulled his head around and down to her. She pressed her lips to his. 

	He was groaning, moaning, making guttural sounds that sounded like they should have been made in a cave a million years ago. 

	Her hand went back to his cock. They continued kissing as she fucked him with her hand, squeezing so he couldn’t cum, and working the plug against his prostate. 

	I tell ya, that girl is a pro! 

	Finally, she backed off. He was holding to the counter with one hand, and the other arm was around her shoulder. He was so weak she was holding him up. 

	She whispered into his ear. “I can’t wait to get you into the pillory, or maybe on to the Sybian, but right now, I have hunger.” 

	He moaned as she screwed his butt a particularly good one. 

	“What…what do you…” 

	“I want you to fuck me. I want you to put that big dick in me and stir my pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts, and stick your fingers up my asshole. In short, I want you to do me as good as I’m doing you. 

	She went to the poster bed and sat down. 

	He stood for a moment, breathing hard, trying to collect his thoughts, then, good boy, he walked over to Daphne. He walked a little gingerly, he did have a full asshole, but that was good. It was driving him over the edge. I could see the long string of pre-cum issuing from his cock. 

	He laid her down then, and he began to kiss her. He kissed his way up her legs, sliding his tongue and lips over her flesh. He dove into her cunt with his tongue, and I could tell he had a long one. He groped her breasts, yet delicately, feeling for what she wanted and trying to give it to her. 

	Finally, he set his cock to her pussy and began to tease her. He ran the rod up her lab, flicked her clit with his head, then back down. Over and over. Inserting an inch, then drawing back and continuing. 

	She began to lurch up at him, tried to ensnare his manhood with her pussy. 

	He moved back, pulling away so she couldn’t quite engulf him. 

	She groaned in frustration, and he stirred the outside of her slit with his dick again. And again and again. It was one of the most educated teases I had ever seen. 

	“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to cum until you do. I won’t even cum then, if you don’t want me to.” 

	Oh, my God, what a dream. He could make drinks and omelettes. He was polite. And he could hold himself back until the woman was actually satisfied. 

	At that moment I wanted him more than anything. But I knew the rules. No fucky fuck between blood. All I needed was to get pregnant by my own kin and spit out an idiot. 

	On the screen Daphne was thrashing back and forth, desperate for a cum, but he kept it just out of her reach. A true master, he tantalized and titillated and brought her along. And, finally, her begging and crying and even pounding on him with her fists, he pushed her over the edge. 

	She groaned loudly, so loudly that I could actually hear it in the computer room. She closed her eyes and squeezed her body, and the orgasm hit. It overwhelmed her, blew her away, and she was obviously out of her mind. 

	God, what a cum. I was so jealous. 

	Then I got an idea. Giggling, I ran to my purse and took out a lipstick, then I ran for the stairs. 

	They were still just laying there, him on top of her, and I ran across the cement floor. 

	He looked confused, “What?” 

	She just looked, and I realized that he had actually fucked her stupid. What a man! 

	I squatted next to the bed, and I colored his lips. 

	His eyes went wide, were sort of shocked. 

	I kept pressing the tube, rolling on the color, and, suddenly, he groaned and arched his back. 

	“OHHHH!” 

	He was still in her, and her eyes opened. She could feel him squirting his batter deep into her. 

	I ran back across the room, laughing. The dear boy had actually cum just from having lipstick put on him. He really was ready to be a girl. 

	  

	 

	“I’m sorry I came in you,” Chuckie said to Daphne. 

	“Oh, I never mind a little sperm up the coosh. She leaned forward and looked intently into his eyes. “But tell me, how did you ever learn to…be so good?” 

	He actually blushed a little. 

	“Well, I’m not supposed to tell anybody, but you are family, after all.” 

	We were sitting on the patio having the first of our afternoon drinks. The dear boy had fixed us some Smoked and Salteds. Here’s his recipe… 

	  

	 

	2 oz Bourbon 

	.25 oz maple syrup 

	5 dashes bitters 

	Stir with ice and strain into a glass with a large ice cube. A slice of orange on top. 

	  

	 

	And they were de-fucking-licious! 

	They were made even more delicious when we insisted that he stir them with his beautiful, iron hard cock. 

	“Out with it,” I muttered as he hesitated. 

	“Well, I showed an interest in sex right away, and mother finally realized that she might just well give in. We never fucked, mind you, but when father was away and she was horny she would have me get her off manually or orally. But I was never allowed to put it in her. She liked lengthy sessions, and she taught me quite a lot. But,” he looked at me, “she always said that you were the expert when it came to sex.” 

	“Well,” I agreed modestly, “I have been known to take a man to heaven a time to two. 

	“Oh, I can’t wait!” 

	Daphne laughed. 

	I said, “Maybe later.” 

	He looked disappointed, so I patted his cock and said, “You just came.” 

	“So no cuming until I recharge.” 

	“Don’t worry. you’re young. It won’t be long. But we may need to put you on a diet at some point.” 

	“Oh.” That didn’t sit well. 

	“But the more you get into loose lips over there, without cuming, the better.” 

	“What? Did you just refer to a part of my anatomy as—“ 

	“If the shoe fits,” I waved a hand airily. To Chuckie: “But that doesn’t mean we can’t get started. Go get a pillow to kneel on and we can start your lessons right now.” 

	Chuckie actually clapped his hands in glee. He rushed into the house. 

	Daphne leaned towards me. “Why does your sister think you’re better at sex?” 

	“We used to have contests, who could make each other cum the best. I always won.” 

	She giggled and Chuckie returned. Quickly, he was on his knees, tongue deep in my pussy, and learning the fine art of getting a woman off. 

	  

	 

	The rest of the day Chuckie practiced what he learned on Daphne. The poor girl actually had two screaming Os. Then he fixed us a sumptuous repast: he barbecued ribs and served those viands with cheese dipped potato skins. The boy could cook, and I wondered if maybe I was going to have to revise my opinion of my sister. She had done a marvelous job with Chuckie. 

	Then we drank for a while, Chuckie screwed Daphne some more, and I went upstairs to diddle myself. God, I was getting horny. 

	  

	 

	The next day  we took Chuckie to the make up table. 

	“Now then,” I asked as I brushed out his hair. “I noticed you have a couple of bumps. Have you been taking hormones?” 

	“I have,” he admitted. “But I’ve been careful. I want a big set of boobs, but I want my penis to still work.” 

	I nodded, brushed his hair this way and that, analyzed what style would suit him best. The dear boy did have luscious hair. 

	“Well, until you get large enough, there are tricks.” 

	I showed him how to wear a bra. He had his own shelf bra, and it was perfectly sized. It showed his nips. His nips were larger than normal, the hormones were doing their job.  

	“Now, we tape under the pecs, the mini boobs in your case, like this.” I squeezed his little titties together and it gave him better cleavage instantly. 

	“Oh,” he said. 

	“Daphne?” 

	I held his hair back and Daphne applied a streak of make up, a shadow to create a valley, and suddenly his eyes went real big. “Oh, my God!” 

	Daphne and I grinned. In the mirror it suddenly looked like he was a C cup. 

	He turned a bit and the effect lessened. “Oh,” a slight disappointment.  

	“Don’t worry,” I touched his shoulder. Yours’re coming, and until they do, don’t turn sideways.” 

	“Huh.” 

	“And choose your lighting,” Daphne instructed. “Learn when lighting will accentuate the shadows, or expose them. A little dim lighting and you are going to look a D cup.” 

	“Oh, my,” he breathed, absolutely thrilled. 

	“Now then, let’s talk make up.” 

	For the next two hours we had a wonderful, girly time. We laid on the concealer and the blush and the foundation and all that. We curled his eyelashes—is it my imagination or do boys really have better lashes than girls?—and shadowed his eyes until they were mysterious vales. In the vales his eyes sparkled with secrets. 

	Then, my favorite, lips. 

	“This is plumper. You already have good lips, but we want you to have great lips.” 

	“An Angelina mouth,” he whispered. He knew what he wanted. 

	Then we stained his lips. 

	“Why not lipstick?” 

	“This is longer lasting. Then you don’t have to put on as much lipstick. It will make clean up easier, too.” 

	We chose a shade of red that was not exactly shiny, but metallic. He smacked his lips several times and admired the look. 

	“Okay, now the clothes. Any thing in particular that you would like to wear for your first foray into true feminism?” 

	“Sorry, I only have two suitcases and I didn’t have enough room to pack anything.” 

	“Oh, I have lots of closets. I’ve been collecting clothes for years and I never throw anything away.” 

	We crossed the hall and entered one of the rooms I use for storage. In the room were racks and racks of expensive dresses, shoes, skirts, blouses, lingerie, everything. 

	He was like a scamp in heaven, going from one rack to another, holding up articles of clothing and asking our opinion. Daphne and I sipped our drinks and thoroughly enjoyed his childish joy. It was so good to be young. Daphne had told him she preferred younger men, and I did, too. There is just something so refreshing about having a large and dripping and always hard cock at your disposal. Young men never get tired, are never jaded, and are more than willing to live dangerously. 

	In fact, I recommend, if you older gals want a true fountain of youth, that you take on younger lovers as often and as many as you can. 

	Anyway, Chuckie finally decided on a slinky black dress. Classic. It had a slit up the side for showing off the stems, and a low neck that would just work with his new boobs. 

	We put him in garters, nylons, slipped the dress on him, then gave him high heels. 

	Now he was our height, or so close it didn’t matter. And, you know? It is a better world when everybody is the same size. No looking up or looking down. 

	“Okay, girlfriend, you are almost complete. Shall we adorn your loveliness with jewels and gems?” 

	“Oh, please!” 

	We took him back to the make up table and I brought out my dazzlers. I’ve managed to accumulate a pretty good collection of jewelry over the years, and he stared in awe at the necklaces and earring and bracelets and rings. 

	He looked at me. Or, perhaps I should say ‘she’ looked at me. “Are you sure? These must be so expensive!” 

	“Jewelry doesn’t usually wear out. Besides, the joy they get from being worn by someone so lovely as yourself makes them feel younger.” 

	He looked at me and giggled. 

	I smiled, “At least it makes me younger to see them so appreciated.” 

	We went diamonds then. Daphne picked out some string earrings that really caught the light. I selected a necklace that would make the eyes glitter and sparkle and reveal his chestal charms. Then we bangle-ized him with shiny silver, and he picked out a selection of rings. 

	Then we stood in front of the big mirror in the hallway downstairs. We oohed and awed, turned this way and that, showed a bit of thigh, a flash of titty, and posed and posed and posed. 

	Two full breasted women with the cheer of years and moist vaginas. One slender girl with rather amazing boobs, who looked like a diamond in the night. 

	And took lots and lots of cell pictures. 

	The end of this summer,” I told Chuckie, “We’re going to get you a professional photo shoot. Guaranteed this is a summer you will remember.” 

	“I’m already remembering it!” his eyes filled up. “I’ve never felt this way before. It’s…it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of.” 

	Quickly we group hugged and hushed his tears. “Don’t mess your make up, dear.” 

	Finally, we all sat down in the living room and sampled some more of Chuckie’s awesome mixology talents. 

	We were sipping ‘A Place in the Suns,’ the recipe being, 

	  

	 

	1 oz fresh lemon 

	1 oz fresh orange juice 

	2 oz Rye 

	Shaken, not stirred, thank you James, 

	and a slice of orange. 

	 

	 

	It wasn’t an expensive concoction, but it was a true sip of what those nasty old Gods liked to imbibe. 

	And I said, “Are you ready for a little fun?” 

	Chuckie looked at me. “Really?” The dear boy was almost drooling. Then, a little dismay, “But I just got dressed like this,” he inspected himself winsomely. 

	“Tut tut,” I waved away his objection. ”Why do you think girls get all prettied up?” 

	He looked at me. 

	I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “So they can be ravaged a bit.” 

	He giggled. 

	“Come along,” I took his hand, “Let Auntie show you what that dungeon is really for.” 

	We descended to my sacred sanctum and I turned on a mix of my favorites, things like: 

	I don’t Know (McCartney) 

	Still the Rain (Karen Lovely) 

	Bad Romance (Ariana Savalas) 

	And so on. 

	The dungeon filled with soft but savage music, guaranteed to thrill the soul. 

	I took him on a tour of butt plugs and dildos. The dear boy had a liking for tall hose holy hole fillers, and I felt he should know the ins and the outs of them. Sorry about that pun, but I just couldn’t resist. 

	“This is delicious, but it needs a slight curve.  There is a brand that is heat shapable, you can put the curve in it, but I don’t have one right now. I broke it.” 

	“You broke a butt plug?” asked Daphne. 

	“I have an ass that works, unlike some of us,” I sniffed. 

	She pinched mine and giggled. 

	“Now this one is so much fun,” I held up a plug with a horse’s tail on it. “Don’t try to run with it, though. You may feel like a gorgeous, prancing horse, but you can trip if you don’t force yourself to plod lightly.” 

	Daphne and Chuckie giggled. 

	After I had finished my spiel I turned to Chuckie. “Now then, dear boy, choose a toy.” 

	For right now? 

	“Nope,” I answered mysteriously. 

	Curious, he examined my wall and chose a beautiful pink and bulbous prostate massager with a slight curve. 

	“Oh, you’re in for it now.” 

	“Why?” he asked me. 

	“You’ll find out. Daphne, since you’re the baggage, I must insist you perform layman duties.” I held out my empty glass. 

	“I’ll put arsenic in yours,” she retorted. she ran up the stairs, ran across the house, we could hear her feet padding along, and returned just as quickly. She was getting somewhat of an education and she didn’t want to miss a thing. 

	“Now then,”I opened a drawer. “Here is the Sybian equivalent of what you picked out.” 

	I took out an attachment that was shaped very similar to the butt plug Chuckie had selected. 

	“A real Sybian? Oh, my gosh,” Chuckie’s eyes lit up. “I always wanted to…mother has one…but I heard they aren’t good for men. They just make the asshole numb.” 

	“That’s only if the man tries to use it like a woman. A Sybian is designed for a woman, and it fits her anatomy, and it is particular designed to rub that clit and find the G-spot. 

	“A man simply must turn the setting way down and choose a shape that is more suited to his anatomy, which, I might add, you have done.” I held the attachment up. “This little fellow is going to acquaint you with your prostate, which is the equivalent of a woman’s G-spot. It is called a P-spot.” 

	We all sipped our drinks, and I led them over to the poster bed. I picked up a remote and pressed a button. A motor lurched into life, and the sound drew their attention upward. 

	A Sybian descended from the gloom above the bed. It was on four ropes and sank until it touched the bed. I put the attachment on and stood back., 

	“Now then, when you seat yourself you should wrap your wrists around the ropes to help you stay upright. Let’s grease you up. This is going to be a hell of a ride and I don’t want you hurting yourself.” 

	Daphne and I applied lube, a lot of lube, to his asshole, then slathered it all over the Sybian attachment. “Okay,” I said. “Upsy daisy.” 

	Carefully, Chuckie got onto the bed and positioned himself above the Sybian. He wiggled his dress up his thighs and his hips and spread his legs and I helped him fit the massager to his brown button, then he sank slowly but determinedly down. 

	“Oh,” he whispered, his eyes wide. 

	Daphne grinned and gave his cock a few strokes. 

	“Feel it in there?” I asked. 

	“Oh, yes.” he was already gasping for breath. 

	“Good. Here’s the first and only setting.” I clicked the remote. 

	We heard the sound of the Sybian motor, a very low hum, and Chuckie  instinctively arched his back at the unfamiliar vibrations that ran through his rectum. 

	“Oh…oh…” 

	“Now, wrap your hands in the cords and relax.” 

	Daphne and I sat on the bed and sipped our drinks. We began chatting like he wasn’t even there. 

	“He really is a dear boy, isn’t he.” 

	“The best,” I agreed. 

	“How did you learn this stuff?” 

	“Well, there were the contests with my sister, and then there was a long assortment of lovers, sometimes shabby sometimes a wonder. And, of course, I am a well read woman.” 

	“You are?” 

	“Oh, yes. Have I ever showed you my library?” 

	“Why, no! I didn’t even know you had one.” 

	“Chuckie, dear? We’re going to go upstairs for a half hour. You be a good boy, and don’t cum.” I walked to a drawer and took out a cock ring. I returned and put it around Chuckie’s red and drooling member. “Now, don’t take this off. Store up your juices and when I get back I’ll show you how to expel them. Okey dokey?” 

	“Uh…uh…yeah.” he was red faced, eyes closed, lost in the wondrous vibrations of the Sybian Goddess.
Daphne and I went upstairs, to my attic. 

	  

	 

	“I fixed this room special. No moths or bugs, proper atmosphere, no mold.” 

	I turned on the light and she stared around in wonder. “Oh, My. God!” 

	The walls of the room were lined with shelves, and the shelves were packed with books. 

	There was a reading chair in the center of the room, and a table with an assortment of dildos on it. 

	We went to the shelves, and Daphne picked out books at random and leafed through them. 

	 

	 

	`A Defense of Masochism,’ by Anita Phillips. 

	‘A Woman’s Guide To a Female Led Relationship,’ by Victoria West. 

	‘Erotic Power: An Exploration of Dominance and Submission,’ by Gini Scott. 

	A complete collection of Anne Michelle’s works. 

	Then we came to a glass fronted section, and Daphne asked, “What are these?” 

	“My pride and Joy. A collection of works by Grace Mansfield, and this shelf is her friend, Alyce Thorndyke.” 

	Daphne picked up a Thorndyke book and examined it. 

	“That one, Alyce Thorndyke, she has an incredible background. She was actually kidnapped by drug dealers. Now, how do you think she survived months of being used and abused? 

	“How?” she looked at me raptly. 

	“Like the Arabian nights, keep them enthralled with incredible stories. Except, in her case, she used her imagination and thought up new ways of sex and kept the drug dealers too horny to kill her.” 

	“Are you kidding?” 

	“Cross my heart.” I ran a finger over my chest twice. 

	Daphne handed me the book and I returned it to its proper place. 

	“I’d love to get that girl in my dungeon. I’ll bet she could teach me a few tricks.” 

	“I doubt that,” Daphne said wryly. 

	I giggled and cupped her breast. 

	Shall we get back to Chuckie? It’s probably time to turn him over and cook the other side. 

	Laughing, arm in arm, we left my library. And let me say only one other thing. People who are serious about sex, who aren’t just dilettantes, or youngsters who think they know something but don’t, should have a library. A real live library. Proof against computer crashes and energy black outs. There is absolutely nothing in the world like a little alone time with the masters, hearing the rain patter on the roof while you explore your inner self with a king-sized plastic lover. 

	  

	 

	In the basement dungeon Chuckie was just right. 

	His cock was purple and dripping, pulsing, trying to get past the cock ring, and failing. 

	He was lurching on the Sybian, his eyes closed, his hands wrapped in the cords so he wouldn’t collapse and fall off the beast. 

	And he…she…was so beautiful. The way his breasts bulged with him gasping for breath, the way his face was flushed and covered with light perspiration, the delicate set of his desperate features, the way his bangles jangled as he lurched. He was ready. 

	“Okay, Chuckie. It’s time to take you to heaven.” 

	“It…it…is…is?” 

	He could hardly speak. 

	“Daphne, I want you to suck on his cock. Not too much, and be careful of the area under the head.” 

	Daphne crawled up on the bed and took his cock in her mouth. 

	Funny thing about a man getting butt fucked, they don’t always remain hard. They just start focusing on prostate pleasure and forget about their cock. It opens up a whole new erogenous world to them. But a little oral stimulation and that cock gets harder than it ever did before. 

	Daphne was on all fours, her boobs hanging down to the bed, her neck bent back a little, and she looked like a dog sniffed an ass. But her mouth was doing its job. Chuckie was groaning and lurching, and it was plain to see that he was totally ready. 

	“Now, then, my little Chuckles,” I took his nipples in both hands and squeezed them. His whole body spasmed. “I want you to forget about cuming.” I laughed. 

	Daphne actually tried to laugh, with a mouthful of cock. 

	I went to my workbench and brought back a tens unit. I had Daphne draw back, and I attached one of the leads to his cock ring. 

	“Back to work, girl,” I advised Daphne. “But don’t touch the cock ring.” 

	I then attached the other lead to a slim probe. I put that probe underneath Chuckie, slid it up the underside of the massager and into his ass. I could feel it when it touched the bulge of his prostate inside. 

	I stood back and held the tens unit. “Okay, Chuckles, are you ready for the orgasm of your life?” 

	“Uh…uh…” He nodded. He was drooling. I knew his cock was drooling into Daphne’s mouth. 

	“Three, two, one…” I flipped the switch on the tens unit and current went through his sexual organs, his balls felt like they exploded, his asshole muscles began to contract  spasmodically. His chest arched. 

	In front of him I saw Daphne’s eyes go wide. His cock was bulging and purple, and I knew he was forcing the sperm up the tube and into her mouth. Cock ring be damned, he was having the orgasm of his life. 

	His mouth opened and his eyes stared into some wonderful Neverland. 

	For a long twenty seconds he hung there, his hands now clenched because of the electricity coursing through his sex organs, holding the ropes and he wasn’t able to fall. 

	I turned the tens unit off. 

	Still he jerked. Sperm was leaking out of Daphne’s mouth. She couldn’t swallow it all. 

	He was like a marionette, lurching and dancing under the strings of electrical sex. 

	I placed a hand on his face and said, “It’s okay. It’s okay. Let yourself relax.” 

	Still, he couldn’t. Not for a whole minute. He had no semen left in him, his body was jerking, and he was totally helpless. 

	Then, finally, the spasms became less. His shoulders started to slump, and his hands relaxed. 

	Like syrup pouring out of a frozen can, he collapsed. He fell forward. 

	I gently tugged Daphne and she moved back and made way for him. 

	He lay there, breathing, wondering what he was doing on earth. Helpless and unable to move. 

	“Come on, Daphne. Let’s leave this poor soul to recover. 

	Daphne and I went up the stairs, poured some drinks and went swimming. 

	It was a full hour before Chuckie finally came out to the patio. At that, his legs were shaking and he needed to hold on to things with his hands. 

	He managed to make it to a lounge and sat down. 

	Of the girl, there were still traces. 

	His make up was smeared, his dress was ripped. His hair looked, well, electrified. 

	He wasn’t smiling, he was just alive. More alive than he had ever been in his life. We handed him a drink and he sipped it, and we laughed. 

	  

	 

	That was a glorious summer. The games we played, the sex was grand. I even got off a lot of times, though not by dick, and boy did I want that. 

	But I will always remember that moment when Chuckie was sitting, drained of his semen, scoured down to a nub, and what he said to us. 

	He didn’t even look at us. He just asked, and in tones that indicated he was asking the whole universe… “What ’s next?” 

	Daphne and I, of course, rolled with laughter. 

	  

	 

	THE END 
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