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Introduction

“How did I end up helping my wife cuckold me?” John asked himself. John thought he’d grabbed the brass ring by marrying Tonya, a knockout seemingly out of his league. Or so he thought until she revealed that he’d never satisfied her sexually. He was faced with a desperate choice: let her be unhappy, lose her, or ... become a knowing cuckold. 




His fateful choice led him down the rabbit hole to increasing domination by his awakened bride, participation in his own cuckolding, feminization—and what else? 




In Book 1, Tonya takes a lover with John's knowledge. Johnny discovers that this sparks a dominant side of his wife, who begins to relish her control over him. Johnny is shocked to discover that her kinky side excites him. He is startled to find that the more she taunts him and the more outlandish things she demands of him, the more turned on he becomes! Now that it seems no holds (or holes) are barred, where will this journey end? 




Already Tonya has fucked Johnny with a dildo, made Johnny drink her urine, and wear panties and negligees. She found a well-endowed lover, Brian, a courier who serves her company.  She’s had Johnny eat cream pie after Brian’s visit.  She’s given her anal cherry to Brian, and now engaged in an orgy with Brian’s well-hung friends Calvin, a black man, and David, a blond surfer dude. 




In Book 2, Tonya leads Johnny past a sexual Rubicon by having Johnny suck her lover’s cock and submit to being ass-fucked by him. Johnny is horrified to find that sex with a man does not repel him but arouses him unlike anything he’s ever experienced! Tonya invites Brian’s friends to also use Johnny sexually. She invites her friend Audrey to join them and Tonya and Audrey enjoy some lesbian lovemaking. 




We rejoin Johnny after Tonya explains that the drive to cuckold a husband may be the wife’s primitive instinct to want to become pregnant by the best man in the jungle. How far they’ve come in one month since Johnny first learned how he was failing to meet his wife‘s sexual needs! But that’s only the beginning of where they will go!



Content Warning

This work contains sexually explicit language and scenes.  It is intended for mature adults who are not offended by themes of marital infidelity, female domination, humiliation, cross-dressing, cross-gender behavior, group sex, bisexual behavior, urolagnia, and anal sexuality.



-Day 31 Monday-

Work was super-busy on Monday, which was a relief, because I was too busy to even think about sex. That is, until my cell phone rang about 2 pm. From the ring I knew it was Tonya.

“Been thinking about me?” she asked.

“Gosh, hon, it’s been a madhouse here. I haven’t had time to think about anything!”

“Well, we need to fix that! Get out some Vaseline and go in the bathroom right now and beat off. Go right now and call me from the stall.”

I did as she asked and she answered right away.

“You got your Little Johnny in your hand, all lubed up, ready to go? OK, start jerking off and listen to me.

“I want you to think about me getting pregnant. While you're pulling your little dickie, think about watching another man fuck me when you know I haven’t used birth control and I’m ovulating. Imagine watching us fuck while you know there’s a good chance I’ll get pregnant!”

I felt myself getting “that feeling.” Going into that mind-fuck sub-space where Tonya is pushing all those perverse buttons that she knows will get me in that twisted, scared, horny place. My cock was already hard and my hand felt so good sliding up and down my shaft.

“Then imagine getting the pregnancy test results and finding out that your wife’s growing another man’s baby! I’m happy and I insist we celebrate with champagne! We toast that the pregnancy took.

“Picture me starting to show. Another man’s baby is taking over your wife’s body, changing her very shape. Imagine holding me in bed, feeling my stomach push up against yours, knowing that swelling is because I’ve let another man get me pregnant! My infidelity is right there in bed with us, literally coming between us. My breasts are swelling with milk for his baby!

“Imagine you are mesmerized by my growing tummy. It fascinates you! It excites you! My pregnant belly would be an emblem of the ultimate defeat to a normal man. But to you it is a source of joy! You cherish it! It makes me a goddess to you. You practically worship my swelling tummy. You are proud of your defeat! It makes your heart sing! You are the ultimate cuckold! Come now! Come with joy!”

My hand flew over my greased penis. I groaned and came deliriously. My cum partly overshot my hand and landed on my crumpled pants. The phone, which I held crooked to my ear with my shoulder to leave both hands free, slipped and fell to the floor.

“Oh shit! Oh shit!” I swore. “Sorry, honey!”

“You OK in there?” came a voice from outside the stall.”

“Uh, yeah. Just … dropped my phone. Sorry.”

“You sure? You sounded like you were in pain.”

“Um, uh, yeah, just some cramps.  Something I ate, I guess.” Completely flustered now, there I was, cum in one hand and the other covered with lube. I quickly licked my palm clean of cum. Then I grabbed at some toilet paper and sopped the lube off my right hand. I grabbed some more tissue and picked up the phone, only to see that the call was disconnected.

Then I attended to my pants. Of course there would be a big wet spot where my cum had soaked through. I blotted it up as best I could and then I got a wet paper towel and tried to sponge it off. Naturally it had to be near my crotch where anyone would see it. I just had to hope it would dry soon. Anybody could splash some water on their pants while washing their hands, right?

As soon as I was cleaned up I called Tonya right back.

“I dropped the phone,” I explained.

“Well, then I guess I got the response I was shooting for!” Tonya. “Although it was you doing the shooting!”

“Uh, yeah,” I blushed. “I guess you did.”

“Good boy!” she praised me. “Guess who’s here?”

“Uh….”

“Brian! Yeah! I asked him to stick around while I called you from my car.”

“What?! You mean…? Was he listening the whole time?!”

“Uh huh. Here, I’ll put him on.”

“Tonya! No!”

“Hey, buddy!” came Brian’s voice. “So you want me to knock your old lady up for you? That would be cool! I mean, as long as we could keep having fun while she was pregnant. I hear some girls get really horny. I guess it’s their hormones. Although it’s hard to imagine Tonya getting any hornier than she already is! But, anyway, I’d be up for it, if that’s what gets your rocks off!”

“Unh!” I whimpered. I felt as if I’d been de-pantsed in front of an assembly in junior high. “Uh, thanks. I gotta get back to work.”

“Love you, babe!” Tonya said cheerily.

“Love you,” I muttered back.

When I got home that night I didn’t feel very loving toward Tonya. I was quiet and distant, and Tonya could tell right away.

“Come here, baby,” she said. I sat there stiffly, not returning her affection.

“Oh, baby, I guess that was a little bit of a dirty trick I played on you today, wasn’t it?” She brushed my hair tenderly. “I didn’t think you’d be so upset! I mean, you’ve sucked cock and eaten cum and drunk piss and been fucked up the ass—and even admitted you liked it! So if you admit that the idea of my getting pregnant by another man excites you, so what? I’m happy that it does! It excites me too! You pleased me, coming like that, from that fantasy.”

“But did Brian have to know?”

“Well, I don’t think we could do it behind his back! I mean, it would be his child, after all!”

“I didn’t mean that! I meant, did you need to talk about that fantasy in front of him?! You don’t mean you’re really thinking of letting him make you pregnant, are you?! It’s just a fantasy, right?”

“I don’t know, baby. Maybe not! The idea is terribly exciting, isn’t it? As exciting as it is to watch a real man fuck me, how much more exciting would it be to watch and know he might be making me pregnant? If it arouses you so much to give away my cunt and ass for his use, how much more exciting would it be to give away your wife’s womb!”

I swallowed hard and was painfully aware that my cock was hard and that familiar sexual daze was creeping over me. She was right! The idea had a dreadful fascination! It was like standing on the edge of the high dive, feeling terrified and exhilarated at the same time, knowing that once you stepped off you couldn’t take it back.

“Let me take your temperature,” Tonya said, reaching her hand to my crotch. Her fingers found my erection and traced it. “I thought so!” she said gleefully.

“But it’s a baby! It’s not just a fantasy! You’re making a person! You don’t make a baby just to get off, just to get a sexual charge! I mean, a baby is a lifetime commitment!”

“Of course it is! And I wouldn’t want to rear a baby with anybody but you! Don’t you want us to have children? Don’t you want a family?”

“Of course I do! But I want them to be our children!”

“They will be ours! I want you to be the father of my children in every other way! I want you to be the man I raise my family with! I want that because of your heart, not your penis or your sperm! You will be a wonderful father: caring, kind, warm, loving, dependable! The very things that made it possible for me to take a lover are some of the things that will make you a great father: that you are giving, loving, and willing to sacrifice your selfish desires for those you love. You will be the only man in our children’s lives, the only father they will ever have.”

“So you’re really seriously considering this? It’s not just a fantasy you’re toying with?”

“I think you should consider it, Johnny. Think of all the fantasies we’ve made come true. Think of how the reality has been even better than the fantasy, even better than anything we could even have imagined! Every one of them started out as an exciting but seemingly impossible idea! They were all shocking at first, scary, even shameful. But when you found the courage to take the plunge, how wonderful they were! Haven't they already brought you joy that you couldn’t even have imagined?

“Would you have guessed a month ago you’d be doing any of the things we’ve done? Could you have imagined then the delight and satisfaction those things have given you?”

I shook my head.

“No, I guess not.”

“And what got you there? How did you find your way to those delights?”

“Well, it was you. They were all your ideas.”

“No! It was this magic wand between your legs! As little as he is, Little Johnny is wise! He’s led the way. Whenever your head said ‘No!’ your penis said ‘Yes!’ And it hasn’t steered you wrong yet!” She reached out and rubbed my hard cock through my pants.

“Look! As scared as you are, you’re hard just thinking about it! Has your little cock ever steered you wrong? Would you go back? Do you want to go back to vanilla sex? Missionary position on Saturday night? Do you want to give up watching me come like gangbusters around a big, thick cock? Do you want to give up burying your face in my pussy dripping with another man’s cum? Do you want to swear off sucking cocks and being fucked up the ass?”

I thought about it for a moment. Even within my shock and consternation at what Tonya was suggesting, I could feel a little yearning. The very idea of sucking cock, the memory of what it felt like to be fucked by a cock made butterflies in my tummy. Could I give that up now? Did I want to turn the clock back? If I could undo everything we had done, if Tonya would agree to go back (she never would!), would I do it?

“Uh … no, I guess not.”

“Then don’t sell your Little Johnny short now! Listen to him! Listen to what he is telling you and let my lover breed me!”

Tonya undid my belt and unzipped my pants, pulling my cock out. She started to stroke my stiff shaft.

“Imagine my belly swelling with Brian’s baby! What would that feel like? You’d have taken the ultimate plunge! Dared to go where every cuckold dreams to go! Think of it!” She took the jar of lube and greased up my shaft.

“Baby, I’d be so proud of you! What courage that would show! What love: love for me, love for our baby! To give me and our baby a better man for a father, the kind of man every mother and child dream of having!” I groaned as her hand slid up and down my pulsing shaft. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help but picture her with a pregnant belly! And I couldn’t help the shameful thrill that coursed through me at the idea that it was her lover’s child!

And Tonya saw! She saw that shudder, saw my pupils dilate, saw me going into that terrifying place, admitting that terrible truth! What was wrong with me? It did excite me! In an awful, sickening, twisted way it powerfully excited me! Why? Why?

“Oh, baby! So you’ll do it!” Tonya gushed, assuming her victory at seeing me grapple with my demons. She grasped my cock more firmly and leaned in any kissed me lovingly. “Oh, baby, I love you so much! I love and accept you with everything: with all the secrets, all the shame, all the weaknesses! I love that you can admit you’re not man enough for me! I love you for who you are! It’s OK! Go with it! Admit it! Embrace it!”

I groaned and fell back against the couch. My whole world had become her hand on my penis and her voice and the pictures in my head that stirred up a maelstrom of emotions and sensation churning in my heart and guts.

“It’s OK, baby! It’s OK. It excites you to think of me pregnant by another man! That’s wonderful! It excites me too! I want it! Let yourself feel it! Give yourself permission to want it! Feel the excitement! The anticipation of knowing I’m fertile!

“It was naughty of me, but I’ve already stopped my pills! I’m a time bomb, a fecund female, a bottle of nitro! How exciting for us to lie in the same bed knowing my womb is preparing itself for another man’s seed! It’ll be like electricity in the air! Imagine the hormones and pheromones bubbling off me! A man can sense when a woman is fertile, when it’s his hour to strike. You’ll be feeling that, smelling it, sensing it. It will drive you wild!”

She continued to stroke me, but at that slow, hypnotic pace that kept me on the edge, in her power.

“And then it will be D-Day! The day we know I’m ovulating. I’m ready and my lover is coming to fuck me! But not just to fuck: to breed me! To put a baby in my tummy! You’ll be becoming a father! What a special night that will be for us! What a moment for you: to hand me over to him, to admit you’re not man enough to father a child, to bow down to his manhood, to nobly step aside to let a better man knock me up!

“What excitement to see his cock enter me then, to know this time he is plowing the field where he will plant a seed that will grow! Every stroke will be torture and rapture for you! Your cock will sing the praises of his cock and you’ll spurt in your hand just as he spurts in my cunt! Your spend will be like your blessing on the miracle!”

Tonya kissed me passionately. She let go of my burning cock and tore her pants down.

“Feel my pussy! Feel it!” she demanded. I put my hand to her cunt and it was on fire, dripping with arousal.

“I told you about those primitive instincts, the sperm competition. I’m hornier just thinking about getting a strong, masculine man to father my baby! He’s the alpha male, the leader of the pack, and his genes will be my baby’s genes! I won the lottery!

“And for you, you’ll smell my pheromones, know that I’m ovulating, know that I’m fertile! Your libido will go into the stratosphere, knowing that this is the vital hour, where your sperm need to get ready to fight off your wife’s lover’s sperm! But it will drive you crazy to know that they’ll never have a chance! You  know you’re a weakling, that you’re helpless to compete with him! It’ll be the ultimate humiliation that you crave!

“I can already feel my body and my pussy changing, just since I stopped the pills! I’m getting ready for him! I want it! I want to feel his cock spurt in me; I want to pray for his sperm to find my egg, to feel his strong baby growing in me! I want to swell with his child! I want to show my bulging tummy to you, to feel your hand on my bump, for you to know you lost to him! I want us to hear his baby’s heartbeat in me, pumping like his cock pumped his cum into my cunt! God, suck my pussy, Johnny!”

She climbed on top of me and planted her sopping cunt on my face and I ate it like a starving man.

“Eat my unfaithful pussy, Johnny! Eat me even though you know that my pussy burns to breed with your rival! Show me how much you want me to carry my lover’s child!”

She was wild, and so was I. I writhed under her and she bucked to climax on my face. I thrilled to feel her convulse and shudder to orgasm on my mouth.

As she came down, she regrasped my throbbing penis.

“Look how hard you are! You jerked off only hours ago. But the idea of your wife having a love child is your heart’s and your cock’s deepest, darkest desire! Let your heart sing, Johnny! Embrace the fantasy! Make it real! Make your wife a bastard’s mommy!” She rocked forward, keeping her cunt inches above my face.

“Look at it, baby! Do you want my lover’s seed growing in there? Are you ready to admit your genes have no business being in there? Are you ready to give up? Do you long to know a better man has bred me?” She kept me teetering on the edge of orgasm. I squirmed in her hand.

“Talk to me, baby! Tell me! Tell me what you want! Beg me!”

“Arrgghh!” I whimpered in agony. Oh God, it was exciting! The image of Tonya’s pregnant belly was so arousing! In my mind’s eye I saw her resting her hand lovingly on her bulging abdomen. She’d look me in the eye and say, ‘It’s not yours!’ My penis swelled harder! ‘You don’t deserve a baby with me! It’s my lover’s and I’m so happy! I want his baby so much! Isn’t it wonderful that it’s not yours?’ Those words set my brain on fire!

“Oh, God! Tonya!” I cried in anguish.

“It’s OK, Johnny! I know what you want to say! Be brave! Tell me! Say what you want. What you really want!”

“I … want…! I want you to … let him … let him get you … pregnant!”

“Do you mean it? Really? Are you ready to give that up, to give up? Would you rather know I was pregnant by another man than by you? Does that excite you more? Do you really want me to have a baby by one of those studs?”

I started crying. My cock felt as if it were so hard it would split. My tubes felt like a burning wire went down through the middle of my penis.

“Oh, Tonya! I’m a failure! I’m a pervert! How can you love me? I’d let another man give you a baby when I’m your husband!”

Tonya climbed down off me and pulled me to her, never letting go of my cock.

“Oh, baby! It’s OK! I love you! It makes me happy that you want me pregnant by another man! I want that too! It doesn’t make you a failure! It makes you the most loving husband a woman could have! It means you’re courageous enough to admit that you’re not really a man! It means that you want me to have the best baby with the best man I can find! Oh, Johnny, we’ll have such joy! We’ll have the same joy as any other parents, plus our special secret joy too!”

“But it is so wrong!”

“Of course it is! That’s what makes it so exciting! It’s wrong, it’s unnatural, sinful! Oh, God, that makes it so good! The sinful seed, growing inside me, the forbidden fruit of lust and adultery! God, that makes me feel so sexy right now! Your cock is swollen with cum, longing to spew in my fertile cunt to make your progeny. But instead it is going to spew in the air at joy to see another man claim my womb! Oh, it is so wrong, but oh so sweet!

“Spew now, Johnny! Spew now to seal our sin! Spurt in the air to say that you know you’re not my man! Spill your seed on the ground in tribute to my lover, the man whose seed will impregnate me! Show me you want a much better man to father my baby! Say ‘Yes!’ and come!”

My brain and my penis both felt as if they were molten with heat. My heart felt as if it were swelling out of my chest. There was only one answer. One fate.

“Yes, Tonya! Yes! Yes! Yes!” I sobbed, tears running down my face as my cum erupted. My semen flew over my chest in an overpowering convulsion. It felt as if all the energy in my body were shooting out of my penis.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” I sobbed, gasping.

“Oh, baby! Oh Johnny! Yes! Yes! Do it! Go for it! That’s it! Yes, baby!” She gently milked my spurts, as I shuddered with the intensity of my orgasm.

“Oh, Johnny! Look at you! This is so right for you! It’s what you need, what you really want! Listen to your cock, Johnny! Listen to your heart! Don’t worry what other people think, or what they do. We’ll do what’s right for us! This is right for us!”

I instantly felt myself collapse, like I wanted to crawl into a hole and hide. But as always Tonya pressed her advantage, branded her point into my brain while I was weak and defenseless. She toyed with the cum trailing over my chest and stomach.

“Baby, this cum may never make a baby, but it makes you so happy! Your cock may not be big enough to make a woman happy, but it sure makes you happy! It may not get excited by the same things that excite other men, but it sure does get excited! I love to see this little thing get hard and to see it throb and quiver and bob. I love to see it get you so hot! You get like a wild animal! And the joy you get when that little thing shoots…! It’s a sight to behold. This cum is good to you!”

With that she of course held it to my mouth and I licked it off her fingers. Slowly, lazily she collected it on her fingertips, a little at a time, as if she were feeding me caviar. As if feeding one’s husband his own cum were the most natural, most loving thing a wife could do! She must have felt the incongruity of it too.

“I love doing this for you! It’s … so intimate. Most women, heck even most men, act as if cum is the most disgusting stuff in the world. They can’t wait to get rid of it. But when I feed it to you, I feel so close to you! After all, it’s your essence. It makes that interlude after you come into a bonding time instead of a letdown.” And she offered me another taste and I sucked it off her fingers as if it were ambrosia.

“Eat it up, baby! Eat all your cum for Tonya! That’s a good boy!”

After she’d fed me all my cum, she kissed me, so tenderly, so lovingly! She murmured sweet nothings to me. I was floating on a cloud. Forget that my pants were still bunched around my ankles and a film of cum was drying on my chest. It was like a perfect moment. I felt as if our hearts were beating in harmony. I loved her and she loved me, even though I’d just agreed to let her get pregnant by another man!

She was so tender. She really did love me. If we could have this moment, if we could still feel this way toward each other, could what we were contemplating be so wrong?

Tonya got up after a while and got a warm washcloth and washed off my chest and my dick and my face. Then she straddled my head and let me kiss her pussy, still fragrant of her earlier arousal.

“Appreciate it now, baby You may not get to kiss my un-pregnant pussy much longer!”

Could she be teasing? Could this all be an elaborate act to get me going? Was she just indulging us in a fantasy? Maybe, but I didn’t really think so. What had Tonya ever suggested that we didn’t end up doing? No, we had chosen a path and taken our first steps down it. There was no going back.

“I have a job for you, baby. You’ll like it! Find as many pictures of sexy, horny pregnant women as you can and download them. Join one or two pregnant fetish porn sites if you need to. I want to help you imagine how I’ll look once Brian gets me pregnant! I’ll be on the other computer.”

I thought harder about that it was going to Brian. She wasn't just going to let "another man" make her pregnant: she was going to let Brian. She was going to give birth to Brian’s child. I was going to raise Brian’s bastard. At least he was white and his coloring was like mine. People wouldn’t immediately say, “Where’d that blond hair come from?” They could believe I was the father.

Jesus! I was seriously thinking about this, as if it had already happened! I was planning to rear another man’s child as my own! The ultimate fear of the cuckold. What a wimp! What a loser!

In a daze I got on the Internet and went to a porn site and typed in “pregnant.” Bang! No shortage of “preggo” porn. Jesus! You can find any kind of perversion you want on the Internet!

Gee, there were a lot of homely pregnant girls at those sites. I guess your average porn model goes out of her way to not get pregnant, so they might not have their pick. I ended up getting a 3-day pass for several sites and started downloading the ones who appealed to me.

I found that I liked the ones who were obviously pregnant but not “ready to drop,” maybe about 6 months along. Some of the women really were beautiful, but imagining that they were Tonya and that belly held Brian’s baby was what really got me going. It didn’t make any sense, but it was undeniable: this was making me horny!

There were some sites devoted to pregnant women having sex: blow jobs, fucking, and even anal sex and lesbian sex. It gave me a little thrill to imagine Brian or Calvin fucking my pregnant wife, but the main turn-on was just the idea of her being pregnant by them. Whatever kind of sick arousal I got from another man fucking my wife was doubled by the idea of her actually getting pregnant by him!

I had a pretty good treasury built up by the time Tonya came back. She wanted to see what I had found. I don’t understand how my mind works, but I felt embarrassment while she looked through the pictures, commenting on them and asking me which ones turned me on the most. Even though she’d told me to do it, it still felt like cheating on her to be turned on by looking at these women’s bodies. She noticed that I had sprouted a hard-on.

“Go ahead and masturbate if you want to, baby. I want you to! I want you to look at their pregnant bellies and get hot thinking that those could be me! I want you so horny to see me pregnant that you’ll beg Brian to knock me up!”

Impatient with my hesitation she took my erection in her own hand and began to stroke me.

“I wonder: how many of those girls are cuckolding their husbands or boyfriends? You know they say that up to 30% of children aren’t the children of the father listed on the birth certificate. When they started blood typing everyone and they understood the inheritance of blood types they had to keep the babies’ blood type a secret to cover up how many women were letting their husbands rear someone else’s bastard!

“Unlike you, most husbands don’t know they’re a cuckold. The woman is sneaking around behind his back, getting some good cock and good sperm, and her husband hasn’t a clue. So it’s bound to be a fact that some of those pregnant tummies you are getting hard over are carrying bastards just like I will be! Maybe it’s the ones with the biggest smiles! They know they got the sperm they wanted and pulled one over on their husband!”

I groaned as Tonya’s hand expertly wrung delectable feelings from my poor cock, just as her words were sending my horny brain into a tizzy. She let go and handed me the jar of lube, implying that I should continue what she’d started. I smeared my cock with lube and began jerking myself off while she changed the computer to slide show. As I masturbated she narrated the cavalcade of bulging beauties.

“Imagine that’s me, Johnny! Won’t I look beautiful? I’ll be glowing, knowing Brian’s baby is growing in me! Imagine how tight my tummy will feel when you touch it! Your hand will fit so nicely around that bulge and you’ll know I gave myself to him and you’ll know that you gave my womb to him!

“What will you want to do? Will you want to masturbate and shoot your cum onto my pregnant belly? Oh, yes! We’ll have to do that! It would be so symbolic! To spew your seed uselessly on the very proof that another man has taken your place! For you to get off on being defeated by your wife’s lover! Do it now!”

She lay down on the couch, holding the laptop unceasingly paging through the pictures I’d downloaded.

“Look at those pregnant bellies and imagine spurting onto their bulging tummies! Spew your cuckold jism onto my belly! Christen it with your cum, to welcome Brian’s baby!”

The decadence was overwhelming. I stroked my glistening cock while one pregnant nude after another flashed onto the computer screen. I imagined each was Tonya, great with Brian’s child. Tonya pretended to be pregnant, arching her back and pushing her stomach out as far as she could. I looked at her distended belly and I pictured it taut, stretch marks starting to form, Brian’s baby taking over her body. A shiver went up my spine and then I was spurting! My thin cum sprayed over her, white streaks on her pink belly.

“Good boy! Squirt your stuff on my pregnant tummy! Wow, you came three times today to the idea of my getting pregnant! It really turns you on!

“Now rub your cum into my belly! Imagine Brian’s seed is already growing in there. Your sperm is your tribute to it. Anoint my unfaithful womb with your impotent semen!” She pulled both my hands toward her belly.

I reached out tentatively and touched the puddle of lukewarm cum. I felt her smooth skin under the liquid. Gently I started to spread my sperm over her pushed-out stomach, feeling it tight against my fingers. I massaged my cum into her skin, feeling the firmness of her body and imagining I could sense the fertile energy emanating from her womb.

I lifted my eyes from her tummy to her face. I still cradled her belly in my hands as our eyes met. We exchanged the silent acknowledgment that soon another man would plant his seed there. The intensity of our communion passed from her eyes to mine and down my arms into her belly, and through her womb back to her eyes. It was an endless circle.

"We're going to do this," she intoned. "Kiss my belly, the belly that will betray you," Tonya bade me. Solemnly I bent down and planted a tender kiss on her stomach, kissing the film of my own cum spread there. "Again," she breather. "Show me how much you love me for getting pregnant by Brian." I planted another kiss and then another and another on her belly. "Now lick me clean." I lapped at every inch of her stomach.

When I was done she had me lay my head on her stomach and she held my cheek tight to her tummy.

"Tomorrow I'll tell Brian. There are legal forms they use a sperm banks for sperm donors. They sign away all rights to the children born from their sperm and we agree not to sue him for child support, etc. He agrees never to tell anyone he is the father, not to seek visitation or custody or anything. It'll be your name on the birth certificate. I didn't start this round of birth control pills, so I'll be fertile in about two weeks if we're lucky!

"I don't know what I'll do with Calvin or David! They'll have to lay off my cunt when I'm close to ovulating. We'll have to keep them happy with our mouths and my ass and your ass—well, and Audrey's cunt and ass, I suppose."

I wasn't banished to the guest room that night. We went to bed and cuddled close, like the old days. Except that I was wearing a frilly nightie. I thought to myself, ‘Of course you’re not goijng to be the father of her child. Look—you’re wearing a nightie!’

"We're gonna have a baby, Johnny!" Tonya gushed. "We're gonna be parents! It's so exciting!" She hugged me tight. "You're making me so happy! I don't have to settle. I have you, my steady partner, my rock. But I don't have to settle for Steady Eddie's middle-of-the-road sperm for my egg. I can have the Leader of the Pack to father my children! That's every girl's dream!

"And think of how hard your little willie is going to be to see me pregnant, and how many times you'll whack off looking at my pregnant tummy!"

Tonya drifted off to sleep on Cloud 9. I fell into a more troubled sleep, wondering how I ended up here. What I should have been wondering was how much farther this all could go!


-Day 32 Tuesday-

Tonya greeted me in the morning by climbing on top of my face and emptying her bladder into my mouth. The rest of the morning she was more chipper than usual.

When I got home, Tonya showed me the sperm donor form she'd downloaded off the Internet. It wasn't very long, but it certainly sounded very legal. To my surprise she informed me that Brian was coming over soon to sign it.

"Whoa! What's the hurry?" I asked. "We only just talked about this yesterday!"

"I'm too excited to wait, now that we've decided Brian's going to fuck a baby into me! I've finished my pills. My period is going to start any day. I'll be fertile about two weeks from now. I could be peeing a blue spot on a stick in a month! Oh! I'll pee into your mouth while I hold the stick in the stream! That would be perfect!"

"It's just all so fast."

"Did you change your mind?"

"Uh, well, no, it's just such a big step...."

"You're right: it is a big step. It's a giant step deeper into cuckoldry for you! This is really what being a cuckold is all about! What's a jealous husband's deepest fear? For his wife to be knocked up by another man! After all, her adulterous sex is just a blow to his pride. But this isn't just about fucking: it's about breeding. You've already faced your fear of my fucking other men head on and you've embraced it. Now go all the way: embrace my breeding with another man!

"I'm so proud of you for having the courage to take that step! It'll make you so happy! Think how exciting it has been to be my cuckold husband! This will be like that squared!"

"But do we have to go there?"

"Of course we don't have to, but that's what's so exhilarating! Nobody has to jump off a high diving board. But they choose to in spite of their fears, against their instincts. That's what makes us human! We rise above our instincts; we challenge tradition; we exercise our freedom!"

Tonya wasn't going to be invited to give that speech to the Republican National Convention, but she sure could pull out all the stops when she was inspired!

"Do you want to go back? Do you want to be left out? Want me to go out on dates with Brian to satisfy my need for cock and leave you home? Do you want to give up the excitement of watching him fuck me? Want to give up the thrill of sucking his magnificent cock hard for me? Want to give up the joy of feeling his cock fucking your ass?"

I felt my stomach do a little flip-flop at those last two. Give up sucking cock? Give up being fucked by a man's throbbing penis? I felt a little shiver of fear. 'No!' some part of me said, hungering for cock!

Tonya took my hand in hers and looked me in the eye.

"We could go back—or we could go forward. We can explore this magic we've found, see where it takes us, see what other joys and adventures lie that way! Will you do it? Will you go all the way with me, be my partner in this adventure, be by my side as we plunge into the unknown?"

"OK," I whispered. "I'll do it. I'll do it with you."

She took me in her arms and crushed me to her bosom.

"Oh, Johnny, my Johnny!" she sighed.

Our reverie was broken by the doorbell. Brian was here to look at the papers. Tonya greeted him like a lover. They kissed a long, deep kiss. Brian grabbed her ass in both hands and gave it a proprietary squeeze and Tonya growled at him playfully. Of course she would greet him like that. This was the man who would give her a baby! That made him king of her world. They were bonded.

After a minute they came out of their cocoon and acknowledged that I was there.

"Tonya says you want to do this for real, not a game or a fantasy. You really want me to knock her up."

"I think Brian needs to hear why you want to do this, baby. I mean, he needs to be sure that I'm not twisting your arm or blackmailing you."

"Well, uh, it's that ... I'm ... well, you're ... you're the better man. You're the kind of man Tonya wants ... um ... to be the father of her children. Uh ... a manly man. She ... uh ... deserves that kind of man."

"Very well said, Johnny," Tonya praised me. "So in a way Brian's doing you a favor. I think you should ask him very nicely."

"Uh, OK. Brian, I want you ... to ... make my wife pregnant. Would you, uh, please give her a baby?"

"Wow! I would be honored to! Tonya says she's got some papers?"

"Yes, like I told you, these are contracts they use at fertility clinics, for sperm donors. I want Johnny to be the legal and emotional father of this child. You can have the satisfaction of knowing you are the biological father. You can know your genes are going being passed on. But Johnny has to be the father in every other way. For our part we agree that we're never going to come after you for child support or to take any responsibility for the child or reveal your parenthood.

"Of course it would be natural for you to take an interest and we would not object to your having some kind of relationship, like a family friend or an 'Uncle Brian'—at least as long as that worked for us all. I'd like a man like you in my child's life, a 'man's man,' especially if it's a son."

"Wow! I hadn't even thought that far ahead. I'd just thought about you being pregnant and knowing it was mine and that got me excited! I thought, 'Wow! That would be so awesome! Tonya and my baby—that would be some awesome kid!' "

"Oh, Brian!" Tonya gushed. "That's exactly how I feel! Our baby would be perfect! You're so strong and manly and handsome: I want that for my baby. You're all man and the woman in me aches for that kind of man to be the father of my child!"

Tonya didn't mind that I was right there, that she was as much as saying, 'and Johnny's the kind of man I don't want to father my children.' I felt small and weak. And yet somewhere I felt a thrill of erotic humiliation!

"When your cock is in me and you're fucking me I can feel my eggs crying out for your sperm! I want to feel your cock so deep inside me and feel your cum shoot up in my womb! I want your sperm to race and find my egg and give me that perfect baby!"

They looked at each other like a couple of love-struck teenagers. They'd completely forgotten about me. As jealous as I was, I was in awe of the electricity between them. Their bodies cried out for each other, as if their germ cells could sense, "Superior genetic material in range." Their enthusiasm was infectious. I almost felt like rooting for them myself!

"Where do I sign?" Brian asked, all of a sudden eager to make it a reality.

"Aren't you going to read it?" I asked.

"Tonya says it's standard for the sperm banks, so I'm sure it's OK. Have you read it?"

"Well, uh, no, Tonya just told me about it a few minutes ago. I haven't had a chance."

"Well, do you want to read it first? Me, I just want to sign it and get to something more fun!"

"Well, I guess it's OK if Tonya says it's OK. Where do we sign?"

Tonya showed Brian where he signed as the sperm donor and she signed one space. Then she turned to me and before she handed me the pen she looked me in the eye and said dramatically:

"Make it official, Johnny. Put it down in writing that want another man to impregnate your wife. Give me your blessing."

I swallowed and with images of a pregnant Tonya flashing through my brain, I signed on the dotted line. I felt as if I were watching a character in a movie. I stared at my signature on the paper and it looked strange to me, like someone else's signature. But my cock was hard!

Tonya gripped my hands in hers.

"Thank you, baby! You make me so happy!" Then she moved to Brian, and putting one arm around his waist she turned to me and said, "I think Brian and I would like to celebrate ... privately! You'll excuse us, Johnny. I left something for you on the laptop." She took Brian's hand. "Come along, darling."

'Darling'!? My heart did a flip-flop. Of course she wanted him to fuck her! Of course she wanted his baby. Of course he was her "darling." I can't compete with him! He's twice the man I am! I've got no business being married to a woman like Tonya, a woman every man would like to have. Who was I kidding, marrying her? The only thing I could do was politely get out of their way. This was inevitable. The only surprise was doing it out in the open instead of behind my back.

Or after the divorce!

"But she did marry you," I said back to myself. "And she says she still loves you." Does she love him? She wants him. She wants his baby! Is that love? I didn't know. It was all so confusing.

I sat at the laptop. Despite Tonya's saying she wanted privacy, I guiltily opened the spy camera program. But the camera was shut off. She really did want to be with just Brian tonight.

I found the browser open to a website called "Pregnancy Preview." Tonya had an account and there was a button, "See Your Preview." I clicked on it.

There was a picture of a nude pregnant Tonya! My heart skipped a beat and my cock stood at attention! There was slider at the bottom of the window marked from zero to nine months. The slider was at six months. I slid the slider to the left and Tonya's belly and tits magically shrank. I slid it to the right and her tummy bulged and her tits swelled! It was a photo morphing program that could take any photo and project what a woman would look like at any point in her pregnancy.

I clicked through the program and found dozens of pictures of Tonya in different poses, all scalable to different stages of pregnancy. The program was quite sophisticated. As the pregnancy progressed her nipples got bigger and darker. Her belly even developed some stretch marks.

Tonya had even put in a couple of pictures where her cunt was in full view. As those pictures were progressed her cunt lips got larger and more prominent!

My eyes almost popped out of my head! I was captivated. I kept flipping from picture to picture like a man obsessed. I played with each picture, making Tonya' belly bigger, then smaller, then bigger. As I pulled the slider I could magically watch her pregnancy, from barely showing to clearly pregnant, to "heavy with child." And as her belly swelled, so did my horny dick. It was as if my fantasies were coming true before my eyes.

As with the pregnancy porn, I found I liked the six month stage the best, where she was definitely bulging but her belly wasn't overwhelming the rest of her body. I saved and downloaded dozens of the poses into the pregnant nudes folder I'd created the night before. My pants were a mess, I'd leaked so much pre-cum into my panties. There was even a dark stain through the front of my pants.

I heard the door of the bedroom open and Brian came out already dressed. He let himself out and I went into Tonya's bedroom. Tonya lay on her back under the covers, a big satisfied smile on her face.

"Oh, God, baby! That was the best fuck since I don't know when! I'm not even fertile yet and I already love making this baby! It was so hot just thinking about it, imagining it as if this were the night!

"Take your clothes off, Johnny!" I skimmed my pants and panties off. My cock stood out like a flagpole, the tip still wet with pre-cum. "OK! I guess you liked the pictures I left you!" She reached out and took my cock in her hand and I trembled.

"Th-the pictures were amazing! You ... you look so ... so ... so hot!" Her hand on my dick was so arousing that I could barely form words.

"And did it excite you to think that it will be Brian's baby growing in that tummy? Were you thinking that was your naughty unfaithful wife pregnant with her lover's bastard?"

"Yesssh," I answered as if drunk, while Tonya continued her maddening toying with my penis.

"And did you like thinking that? Did you want that to be Brian's baby making me big like that? Did that make it more exciting?"

"Yes!" I croaked.

"Good! Good boy! That pleases me. That's what I love about you, Johnny, that you get so horny thinking of that. You won't be able to wait for the day Brian can knock me up. You'll shove his cock up my cunt because you want him to make me pregnant!" She was edging me, keeping me so near to orgasm.

"Do you want to eat my cream pie? Do you want to eat the cum that Brian's big cock put in my cheating pussy?"

"Yes!" I admitted. I desperately wanted to!

"Then say, 'I want Brian to make you pregnant more than anything in the world!' "

I groaned and said, "I want Brian to make you pregnant ... more than anything in the world!"

"And say, 'And the thing I want next most in the world is to eat his cum from your well-fucked cunt!' "

"And the thing I want next most in the world is to eat his cum from your well-fucked cunt!"

"Then you may!" Tonya threw back the covers and I threw myself at her pussy like a starving man at a banquet.

"Smell it first, baby! Smell what great sex smells like! Smell a satisfied pussy! Baby, I was so hot to fuck him after you signed that form. My pussy was so wet you'd think I'd peed my pants! My cunt was wide open and ready for that long thick cock and its baby-making cum!"

I inhaled the powerful scent of her aroused cunt, mixed with the now-familiar and exciting aroma of a man's cum. The smell was delicious.

"You'll never make me that hot, baby. It's his manliness. A woman just can't help but respond to that. It's like he has a super-power. OK, eat me, baby."

I sucked up the rivulet of leaking cum and got a strong taste of Brian's spunk. He must really have let loose. Tonya's cunt was hot and liquid.

"I wish I could convey to you how wonderful his cock feels in my cunt. It's as if I was half a person and then when he puts his cock in me, I'm whole again. He stretches me—I feel as if I'm being split, pried open, probed. But it feels so good too. You've never made me feel half of what his cock makes me feel. It's as if you'd never eaten anything but Spam and someone gives you prime rib. And you ask, 'Where's this been all my life?' And you'd never go back."

As she spoke I felt my ass twitch and my stomach do a flip-flop as I recalled what it had felt like to be fucked by Brian up my ass. I knew what she meant. I knew exactly what she meant. Could you have prime rib and then never have it again? Or would the taste of it haunt you, draw you? Would a hunger grow in you and you'd have to have it again? Even if it were forbidden, considered perverted. You'd need it.

I tried to concentrate on how marvelous her cunt felt under my lips. I loved the taste of her juices and Brian's cum mixed together. I really had come to love the taste and smell of her used pussy better than her pussy alone!

"Do you want me on top, so you can get all of Brian's cum? I know you love it."

"Yes," I admitted.

Then say, 'Yes, I want to lick up all your lover's cum.' "

"Yes, I want to lick up all your lover's cum."

“That makes me happy that you love cum so much!” she said as she rolled over onto my face. I sighed as I felt her swollen cunt lips hand down onto my lips and I felt more cum drip onto my tongue.

“You love his cock too, don’t you? You love how it looks. You love how it feels in your hand, don’t you? You love to suck a man’s cock, how it feels in your mouth! Cocks are starting to really turn you on. You're hot for cock!”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say, ‘Yes, I love the feel of a man’s cock.’ “

“I love the feel of a man’s cock. It turns me on to touch cock and suck cock!”

“And you love for a man to fuck you! You love to feel is cock plowing your ass!”

I swallowed hard. “Yes. I love to feel a man’s cock fucking my ass!”

“What a dirty boy! You love to eat cum, to suck cock, and to be fucked by cock! You’re turning into a faggot for cock! And now you want your wife to be pregnant with her lover’s baby! You’re a dirty sissy faggot!” She turned around and settled her ass on my mouth.

“Lick my ass while you come now, fag boy! Say, ‘I want you to have Brian’s baby because I’m secretly in love with Brian and his cock! I wish he could fuck me and give me his baby! I want to be his wife!”

Oh, that was very dirty. She’d never talked to me like that before and those thoughts had never crossed my mind, but a wave of breathtaking arousal came over me. My brain fogged over. I imagined I was again under Brian, feeling his powerful body on mine, his cock pistoning in my ass, the pressure on my prostate sending me over the moon. My whole body was limp and I was mentally surrendering to his strong masculine body.

Tonya took my cock and began to stroke it again in earnest.

“I … want … you to … have Brian’s baby,” I said as I licked her ass. “Please have Brian’s baby.” I stuck my tongue in and out of her anus. “I want you to get pregnant. Mmmphh! I want to see your belly big with his baby!” I said as my orgasm neared.

“Think of those pictures of me pregnant and come!”

“Augh! Augh! Oh! Ah!” I cried as I spurted again and again, the picture of Tonya’s swollen tummy in my mind’s eye and the thoughts of how much I envied her for being fucked by him … and ... and being able to have his baby….

“Come, baby! Come hard! You want Brian to fuck me pregnant! You want him to fuck you! Shoot your load!”

I felt all the manliness, all strength, all resistance draining out of me with my semen. I was as spineless as the puddle of cum on my chest. Tonya lowered her fragrant pussy back onto my lips and I kissed and sucked at her hole, so recently polluted by her lover, the soon-to-be the father of her first-born.

That was my life now in a nutshell. Dominated, trapped, engulfed by her unfaithful pussy and tormented by my unnatural lust to be used just like her.

Tonya seemed to sense how completely drained and helpless I felt. I had come for the fifth time at the idea of her becoming pregnant by Brian. I had signed a legal document agreeing to it.

‘I’m a wimp. I’m a cuckold,’ I thought to myself. ‘I’m helpless to stop this. I’m not man enough to stop it.’ And the worse thought: do I want to stop it, even if I could? Would I really rather have Brian be the father of our children? In my heart of hearts don’t I really agree that he’s the better choice? That Tonya’s better off to have children with him, rather than a pitiful specimen like me?

I realized that I was already saying “children” to myself. I was already assuming that this would be a permanent arrangement. However many children Tonya decided to have, I would not be the cause of any of them.

She straddled my face for a long while, letting me lie there kissing her fragrant pussy, as if it were my security blanket, my comfort. After a few minutes she gently rose off me and began to collect my cum on her fingers and lifted it to my mouth. She kissed my cheek after every time I sucked my cum off her fingers. We went about this ritual wordlessly, as if it were no more unusual than clearing away the dinner dishes. Again, Tonya endeared herself to me by fetching a warm washcloth and tenderly wiping the sticky film of dried cum off my stomach.

She  Put me in a nightie and led me into our—her—bedroom, as if I were child or an invalid, and put me in bed, then spooned in behind me. I felt a strange mixture of feeling bereft and cared for. I was losing my role as her husband, at least any kind of husband that I could recognize, but I was clearly her cherished companion. She loved me—whatever that meant in this strange new world. I would share her bed when it pleased her, but I had no rights to her. I was her confidante, her partner, but not her lover!

As I felt her groin against my backside, I thought of the thrill of feeling her enter my ass with her dildo. And then, of course, I recalled the thrill of a real cock doing the same thing. More and more every sensation of arousal was mixed with thoughts of the homosexual acts I had committed. Then I felt her belly against my back and imagined how it would feel as it swelled with Brian’s child! My exhausted brain finally shut down and I fell into dreamless sleep.


-Day 33 Wednesday-

At breakfast Tonya was quite chatty.

“I’m so lucky to have found a man like Brian for my lover. I mean, what are the chances that I could find a man with the proper … er … ‘endowment,’ ” she said, giving the front of my panties a pat, “who is so handsome and sexy, is unattached, and is a gentleman to boot? You could look forever to find a man like that and we had him dropped in our lap—well, my lap I guess!—out of the blue almost before I started looking! And he is such a good lover! Not to mention a good sport: how many men would be not only willing to let my husband watch, but willing to butt-fuck him too? I tell you, we need to thank our lucky stars!

“I’ve been wondering if we should even pay him something. I mean, if we went to a sperm bank we’d have to pay something. In fact, I would think his sperm would have to be premium! I don’t want to make him feel like a gigolo, but I’m sure with his job, a few extra bucks would be welcome. Of course, I expect you to pick up the tab when he and I go out.

“Maybe I should get him a gift! That’s it, not money, but something really nice, like a nice watch or a gold chain! Or I could take him shopping! I could take him on a shopping spree: get him some clothes, a suit, some shoes! That would be such fun! I have to let him know how happy I am to have him in our lives!”

Tonya turned to me, more serious now.

“I hope you won’t be upset, but I’d like you to stay home tonight when I go out to the club. I’d like to spend some more time with Brian by myself. In fact, I’m going to ask him if I can stay over at his place tonight. I hope you don’t mind too much. I feel like, well, if I’m going to have his baby, I want to get to know him, just the two of us. I want to feel like we have a bond. I hope you won’t be too jealous or hurt, but this is something I want to do. In fact, I might want to spend quite a bit more time with Brian. We might want to do some things on our own, like a weekend away. How would you feel about that?”

I didn’t exactly take it well.

“Are you falling in love with him? Are you going to want to divorce me and marry him?” I was shocked, hurt, scared.

“Johnny! How many times do I have to explain it to you? He’s not husband material. He’s boyfriend material. That’s what I’m talking about. I guess, yes, I want to have a boyfriend. Yeah, that sounds right. I don’t just want a good fuck now and then. I want him to be my boyfriend. I want to go out and have fun with him and have a romantic evening sometimes and have a getaway once in a while. I want to cuddle with him sometimes, not just fuck like wild animals. I want to buy him things once in a while to make him feel special. I want to show him off to my friends sometimes.”

“You are falling love with him!”

“Well, I might be. He’s a very charming fella. He’s handsome; he’s hung like a horse. He’s nice to me. It would be easy to fall for him.”

“Where does that leave me?”

“Learning to be very patient, and understanding, and loving, and generous to the wife you love. Trying to be happy for her and trying to be happy that she still loves you and accepts your … um … shortcomings and your little … hm … shall we say, 'quirks,' like enjoying sex with men! Not every wife would be as understanding as I have been about your kinky side. I hope you can do those things, because I don’t know if I love Brian, but I do know that I love you! And I love a lot of things about being married to you and I want to rear our children together and grow old together. But I want to be happy too and you’re going to have to let me do what makes me happy.”

“Where’s it going to end? What’s next? Chains? Whips? A ring through my nose?”

“Johnny! I know this hasn’t all been easy for you, but I haven’t forced you to do one thing! And you said more than once in the last three days that you wouldn’t go back, that you wouldn’t give up what we’ve found in the last few weeks. I don’t think you could give it up if you tried. Once you’ve tasted the forbidden fruit, you find it is pretty sweet, no? So don’t act like I’ve dragged you kicking and screaming—well, unless it’s the screams of the dozens of mind-blowing orgasms you’ve had.”

“But can’t we leave it there? Do we have to always go farther?”

“I don’t know where it’s going either! But life is never about standing still. And I know that this is what I want to do now. I think I’ve had some pretty good ideas so far and I think you should give me some slack. Maybe if I spend some more time with Brian he’ll bore me! Sometimes those pretty guys are pretty shallow.

“But I think I’m gonna like it. It’s like having two cars. You have your BMW that is comfortable and classy. But you have a Corvette in the garage that you like to take out for a spin once in a while for a little excitement and pizzazz. The Corvette isn’t practical to drive every day: it’s only a two-seater, it has practically no trunk, and it gets terrible gas mileage. But the BMW is never going to give the thrill of 0-60 and taking those curves, and no one’s going to give that long whistle when they see the Beamer pull up. Now, no one says to you, ‘Hey, you can’t have two cars! You’ve got to pick one or the other.’ I want both!”

“At least you called me a BMW. I expected I’d be a Gremlin.”

“Oh, you’re a ‘beater’ all right, just not that kind! You’re a beat-off-er!” she laughed, thankful that the joke lightened the atmosphere. “Just bear with me, Johnny! Give me a little rope. You’ll see: it’ll work out! You’ve trusted me this far, so don’t stop now. Give yourself some credit too. You’ve come through for me over and over, in ways you never thought you could.  Let us try this. You might find you like it. Anything that pushes your jealousy button also tends to make your little winkie hard. You might find that knowing I’m off on a romantic getaway with Brian makes you so horny that you’ll get dehydration from coming too much!”

I shook my head, but I had to admit that she had a point. I’d already put up with things most husbands would think would kill them or their marriage. And what had happened? I’d come more times in a month than I’d used to in a year. And in many ways we were closer than ever. We certainly had no secrets from each other!

“I guess we can try it,” I relented.

“That’s my Johnny!” she said with relief.

That night I not only helped Tonya trim her bush and get dolled up for the club, but I helped her pack an overnight bag and an outfit to wear to work the next day.

“You’ll be OK, Johnny. You have all your pregnant pictures to keep you company. I’ll be starting my period tomorrow, so I could be pregnant in 2 weeks! You have my permission to jerk off all you want tonight! In fact, I insist! You pull on your little peter while you look at those luscious pregnant bellies! And I’ll practice for getting knocked up!”

After Tonya left I tried to watch some TV, but true to her prediction, I couldn’t get the porn out of my mind. I pulled out the laptop and started to pull up the pictures. The ones off the pregnancy porn sites got me hard, but the ones of Tonya morphed into pregnancy took my breath away. My cock swelled to the max when I looked at those.

Just as I was taking my clothes off in preparation for a masturbation session, the doorbell rang. Who could it be at this hour? I went to the door and was shocked to find David standing there. What did he want?

“Hey, Johnny.”

“Tonya’s at the club,” I told him.

“Yeah, I know. I just came from there. I gathered they’re planning to take it over to Brian’s after a little dirty dancing, just the two of them. I felt a little like a third wheel, if you know what I mean. I guess that’s your thing, but I’m not into that like you are. Anyhow, they told me you were here by yourself and so I thought you could use some company.”

“Well, I guess. Come on in. Wanna beer?”

“Sure.”

I got each of us one and we sat down in the living room, the site of so much debauchery just three days ago. I was feeling pretty weird. I’d never been alone with one of Tonya’s lovers. I’d sucked and fucked this guy. The thought made a strange shiver go over me. This was one of Tonya’s “real men.” And he had a very nice cock….

“To tell you the truth, I’m pretty curious about you and Tonya's deal,” David revealed. “I mean that’s pretty wild. Watching your wife take other guys up her cunt and ass and getting off on it! But what really blew my mind is you sucking cock and taking it up the ass yourself! What’s the deal with that? I mean, are you really gay? Is this like one of those ‘beard’ things, where she’s like your cover so you can get it on with guys and no one will know you’re gay?”

“No, I’m not gay. I never touched a guy until a week and a half ago.”

“But you wanted to, right? You’d been thinking about it for a long time, but you never had the guts to?”

“No, it’s not like that either. I’m as shocked as you are that I did it. I never would have thought I’d do something like that in a million years.”

“So this is something Tonya’s making you do? It’s like a mistress-slave thing: she makes you do it, to like put you down?”

I blushed a little bit. I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to delve into the intimate details of my relationship with Tonya or my own psychology with this relative stranger (who’d fucked my ass).

“There might be a little bit of that. I know that … when she does something that … embarrasses me, I … I get … um … aroused. So maybe a little bit of it comes from that. But she’s not forcing me to do anything. There’s no blackmail or bondage. She does get off on my doing it, so maybe for her there’s a little bit of a domination thing.”

“But she’s not here now. So would you still do it if she weren’t there telling you to? Do you want to suck my cock right now? Or are you just doing it for her?”

Well there it was. That’s why he’d come over. Either he just wanted me to suck him off, or he wanted to test whether I would or not.

“That … that’s a good question. I’ve never had a chance before. Are you saying if I wanted to, that I could suck you off?”

“Sure, why not? We could do it as an experiment. Unless—would you be in trouble with Tonya? Would that be like cheating on her?”

“I … I don’t think so.” My heart was speeding up. I wasn’t sure what Tonya would say, but mostly I think she would get off on it. She seemed overjoyed whenever I sucked cock or took a cock up my ass! She’d made me declare my love for cock out loud several times. I think she'd be happy to find that I was sucking cock on my own!

My heart was pounding now. This seemed a lot more wrong than sucking cock at Tonya’s behest. This seemed a lot more gay. Here I’d be blowing a guy at home alone without any pretense of Tonya ordering me to. David certainly couldn’t order me to. I’d be doing it because I wanted to, either that I liked sucking cock or else I wanted to please the owner of a cock. It would be the queerest thing I’d ever done.

I’d never answered David’s question. Did I want to suck his cock right now? Did I want to do it even though Tonya wasn’t here to tell me to?

I thought about the big long thick cock in his pants. I pictured its perfect pink helmet. I imagined its sensitive rim and the thrill he’d feel as I licked it. I thought about the thick shaft. I imagined his cock stiffening right now as he anticipated my sucking him. My heart sped up as I thought about his cock swelling in my mouth as I coaxed delightful feelings from it with my lips and tongue. I pictured his slit oozing pre-cum from his excitement. I shuddered as I imagined the jerks of his penis spilling his spunk into my mouth.

My mouth was dry with excitement and fear. I struggled to find my voice.

“Y-yeah!” I looked up and looked him in the eye. “Yeah, I’d like to suck your cock! Yeah.” I felt as nervous as a boy at the end of the high diving board. I’d gone up the ladder not knowing if I had the guts to jump off. But now I’d decided to jump. I’d surprised myself.

“Wow!  But if you’re not gay, why do you want to?”

“B-because … you've got a nice cock. It’s nice and long and thick. And because it is hot to feel it get hard, to feel it throb and get even harder. To feel … to feel you shoot. It’s just exciting! To know that I caused that.”

“Wow! You make it sound pretty neat. Well, beg me then. Beg me to let you suck my cock, you faggot!”

I was taken aback by his sudden change of tone, but I figured maybe he needed to feel more macho, so that it wouldn’t suggest that he was the gay one, to come to my house and ask me to blow him. But I was too far gone now. I’d do or say anything he wanted. I decide to play along.

“Please, may I suck your cock? I admire a real man with a manly cock. I’d love to feel your cock in my mouth. I want to make you come.”

“Take my pants off.”

I knelt at his feet and pulled his belt open and unzipped his pants. He raised his hips so I could pull his pants and underwear down. His cock sprung out already half-hard and it quickly stiffened before I could even finish pulling his pants out of the way. He was not a reluctant participant.

I was as nervous as could be. My hand trembled as I wrapped my fingers around his penis. Oh, Jesus, there it was! That thrill! I felt an electric buzz go up my arm from the contact with his beautiful cock! I saw a telltale glistening of pre-cum at his slit. Our little talk had excited him. Breathless, I brought the head toward my mouth. I licked my quivering lips and then I reached my tongue out, dying to taste that clear drop of pre-cum poised there.

Oh, God! The excitement when my tongue touched his penis! I licked the slit and took the head in my mouth. I murmured satisfaction at the feel of its thickness. My tongue pressed it to the roof of my mouth and David groaned as I tickled the underside of his crown. It was like ambrosia. I breathed in the unmistakably manly scent of his sweaty crotch.  My lips raked the rim of his cockhead, and then I sucked it deep into my mouth. I sucked on it like a nipple, as if I could pull mother’s milk from it.

God, this felt good! ‘I do love to suck cocks!’ I thought. How could I have missed out on this? Tonya was right: if she’d never cuckolded me, I’d never have had this. I milked his wet cock with my tongue against the roof of my mouth. Then I released his cock and then began to kiss and lick the shaft up and down. I tried to pull up extra saliva to make it as slick as I could. David moaned, telling me I was doing something right.

“God, your cock feels good!” I told him. “It’s so thick and hard!”

“Oh, shit!” he hissed.

I knew he was loving this, which made me want it more. I eased his cock against the back of my throat and I took a couple sucks on his thick shaft.

“Oh, fuck!” he shouted gratifyingly. “Oh, God, keep doing that!” David begged, and I stabbed his cock into the back of my throat again. Then I began to bob up and down on his cock while I stroked his shaft with one hand. I eased my other hand under his balls and cupped them.

“Damn!” David cursed and his hips began to undulate. I used my tongue to tickle the underside of his cockhead and to trace around the rim of his glans, and then I pressed him hard against the roof of my mouth with my tongue.

“Fuckin’ A!” was his inarticulate comment. He started to buck up into my mouth.

“Oh, shit, I’m going to shoot!” he cried and I felt his penis start to swell and the first eruption went straight down my throat. But not wanting to miss all his cream I pulled back and felt the next jet fill my mouth with his hot jism. I held his shaft in my hand and felt it spasm again and a two more squirts coated my tonsils.

I rested with his cockhead in my mouth and luxuriated in the joy of his orgasm. I amazed myself at the pleasure I felt in being able to bring his sperm bubbling forth. I loved the feeling of power and the feeling of accomplishment. And I loved the animal ferocity of his spend.

“Fuck! What a fucking cocksucker you are! Shit! I think I hurt something!” I milked his cock-tip for a few more drops and squeezed his shaft between my fingers to extrude the last of his jism.

“You like to eat that stuff?”

“Yeah,” I admitted quietly. I gave his slit another lick for emphasis.

“Damn!” he said. “Jesus, for a guy who says he ain’t gay, you sure know how to suck cock! Damn!”

His storm over, it was a little awkward. Most of the time we’d spent with each other, he’d either been fucking my wife or another woman or me, or we’d been watching one of his friends do the same.

“Got any porn?” he asked, amazingly.

I hesitated.

“I’ve got better than that. Homemade.”

“Yeah! Tonya took some home movies, didn’t she? God, yes, let’s watch them! How did I do?”

“You be the judge!” I hooked the laptop up to the TV and opened the folder. We watched some of the shots of the last weekend. Since the videos were not edited, we had to take time to fast-forward through less interesting parts to find the scenes we wanted. David found that watching himself was less exciting than he’s anticipated.

“It feels better when you’re doing it than it looks from outside. I mean, somehow other people look sexy doing it, but seeing yourself just looks funny!”

I noticed he was getting hard again, as the front of his robe revealed.

“What are we going to do about that?” I indelicately asked.

“Got any suggestions?”

“Well, I know something cocks are really good for, besides sucking.”

“You want me to fuck your ass?”

I swallowed. My cock had been hard for two hours. I was ready for anything.

“Yeah.”

“God, that would feel good!”

I took that as a “Yes” and I went to the bathroom to get myself ready. I lubed up liberally after I’d douched myself, pressing two fingers into myself to prepare for David’s girth. I sighed at the feeling of my ass stretching and my heart sped up to think of how much I wanted to feel a cock in there, fucking me!

After I came out of the bathroom, I took David’s meat into my mouth and gave him a good suck, until he started to squirm. Then I applied lube thickly to his phallus. My fingers up my ass had already started to arouse me and when I saw his cock all hard and greased up, my mouth went dry with anticipation. I wanted his cock up my ass! I had to feel him fuck me!

Almost trembling with excitement I lay down on the couch and pulled my legs up to my chest, offering him my ass to fuck.

“Please,” I urged him. “Fuck me with that big cock! Oh, God, I want it in me!”

David was hot and didn’t need a second invitation. I gasped at the touch of his knob to my anus and trembled with anticipation.

“Fuck!” he hissed and pressed his cock into me eagerly. I winced at the sudden stretching and my sphincter clenched and ached in protest. But David was desperate to feel my flesh around his horny prick. He bucked into me and I grunted as I felt his cockhead prod the top of my rectum. In only a few moments he had buried his cock to the hilt. I felt ripped open, but at the same time I was swept away by his forcefulness. I felt a little thrill that he wanted me that desperately! He was intent on taking his pleasure with me, with no consideration for my response. I was a receptacle to be used. It was all about him: he was fucking me.

He settled into a rhythm now, taking long strokes, feeling the tight grip of my sphincters on his shaft. I found myself concentrating on his cock rather than my own ass as he used me. I felt its length, its thickness, its hardness, its shape with every inch of my rectum. I felt myself identifying with him, dimly recalling the glorious feeling of fucking a tight hole. ‘Fuck me,’ I urged him in my mind. ‘That’s it, stick that cock in me! Fuck that ass!’

I felt my ass getting hotter and looser and a feeling of sexual heat engulfed my whole pelvis. David’s pounding rubbed my prostate deliciously, and a feeling of electric arousal coursed up my cock. My hand was still greasy from having lubed his cock and I reached for my own pud. My mouth fell open with ecstasy as my hand caressed my own stiffy. The heat in my cock and the heat in my ass melted together into one confusing maelstrom of pleasure.

I loved the feeling of being helpless, of being possessed by his masculine power. The harder he fucked me, the more defenseless and limp I felt. He could use me however he wanted and I loved that feeling!

“Oh, God fuck me!” I cried out loud, heedless with lust. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I chanted in rhythm with his pumping. “Stick—your—big—cock—up—my—ass!” I punctuated his every thrust. “God—I—love—your—big—cock!”

My declarations drove David into a frenzy. His thrusts became jerky and frantic. Feeling his lust tipped me over the edge.

“Oh, shit! Shit! Fuck!” I cried as my cock spewed its cum toward my belly button. I could feel my ass clenching in orgasm around David’s organ. Now his thrusts were overwhelming as my body entered its post-orgasmic supersensitivity. Perhaps my own spasms were felt in his cock, for it was only moments later that he plunged into me to the max and I felt every inch of his penis as it swelled and began to pump its essence deep in my bowels. I felt the heat and wetness fill me and it felt like a triumph. I had conquered the alpha male in his conquest of my ass.

David groaned in satisfaction as he felt his balls empty into me. I deliberately squeezed his cock with my ass muscles and he moaned with pleasure. He started to pull out and I reached up and grabbed his hips to stop him.

“Oh, wait! Let me enjoy your cock for another minute! It feels so good in me!” I implored him. I couldn’t believe what I was saying but it was true. I just wanted to enjoy the feeling of his man-meat for another few moments, to savor it before it shrank and slipped out. Apparently my praise overcame his natural tendency to take his pleasure and be done.

“That was awesome,” I said. “You’re so big and so—you just fucked the shit out of me!”

“God, you must be gay!” he said, pulling out and falling back onto the couch.

“No, I just like sex!” I protested. I felt cum starting to drain out of my distended asshole and I quickly stanched the flow with my hand. I curled my fingers to scoop up a glob of David’s jism and I brought it to my mouth.

“Damn! That’s disgusting! That’s coming out of your ass, dude!”

“Tonya’s rules!” I told him, knowing it was a fib. The truth was that I was getting addicted to eating cum. Knowing his cum was in my ass was too much of a temptation. I couldn’t let a chance to wallow in my own perversion go by. I wanted to taste his cum again. I squeezed another glob out of my ass and licked it off my hand.

I looked at David and knew what I wanted to do. I bent over and took his cock in my mouth and sucked the last drops of cum out of it and then I adoringly licked it clean. He just leaned back and let me do it.

“I have to admit that feels nice. Tonya could rent you out.”

“Tonya’s going straight to work tomorrow. You could stay here tonight if you want.”

“Shit, I’m not gonna spoon with your queer ass, if that’s what you’re thinking!”

“No, I’d let you have the master bedroom and I’d sleep in the guest room.”

“I don’t want to kick you out of your own bed, man!”

“Well, it’s sort of Tonya’s room, if you know what I mean. I sleep in the guest room a lot if Brian is over. So it’s no biggie for me.”

“Well, I have had a few beers and I am tired. I guess I could crash here.”

I wasn’t sure why I had suggested that. Or at least I didn’t immediately admit to myself why I did it. But deep down I knew why. I wanted another crack at that cock. I’d gone from a man who’d never touched a cock other than his own to a cock whore.


-Day 34 Thursday-

I slept lightly in the guest room but I woke at 5 am with a feverish brain. Knowing there was a nice cock within reach was too much temptation to resist. I wanted David’s cock again, although I was afraid he might be scandalized. But I wanted it so bad that I couldn’t stop myself.

After an hour of wrestling with whether I should or not, I crept into the bedroom with my heart in my throat. I found David sleeping peacefully. I gently pulled the covers off him, exposing his flaccid penis. My hands trembling, I gingerly took his cock in my hands and brought it to my mouth and began to suck on it gently. I breathed a sigh of relief when he did not startle awake and only murmured dreamily. As I continued to nurse on his organ, it began to swell pleasantly in my mouth and David’s hips began to hump almost imperceptibly.

I started to suck him more energetically and I saw his eyes flutter open, although he seemed half-asleep still. Apparently what he saw didn’t displease him too much, as he lay back down with a smile on his face.

“What a fuckin’ slut!” he said sleepily.

I went to work in earnest then, wanting to bring him to steely hardness. When I had his cock oozing pre-cum, I opened a jar of lube and heavily greased his pole.

“Oh, God, what are you gonna do to me?” he protested.

“I’m gonna fuck you this time!” I told him. I threw a leg over him and held his stiff erection to my greased anus and began to plant his worthy organ into my ass. I sighed with satisfaction as I felt his penis enter my backside, relieving the emptiness that had overtaken it when he’d pulled out last night. My ass welcomed him this time with greater ease after last night's stretching and maybe because of the position I was in. I moaned with pleasure as I felt his cock reach the top of my rectum and poke at the beginning of my colon. The pressure of his thickness against my prostate was delightful!

With a wonderful sense of control I rocked forward and began to fuck his cock with my ass. I fucked him nice and slow, as befit an early morning wake-up fuck. I teased myself, pulling almost all the way off before sitting back down onto his manhood. Oh, it felt so good to fill myself over and over!  I tickled my anus with long slow pulls, deliciously dragging his cock in and out. I wanted to feel every inch of it, every millimeter, make every second of it delectable and decadent. I was fucking a man! My ass was fucking a man! I was enjoying his long, thick, meaty cock. I loved how his penis filled me up!

As my ass heated up I needed to feel more! I started slamming down on his prick and twisting to get more stimulation to my prostate. David started to moan and his hips thrust up to meet me. I wanted him deeper, harder!

Then I felt him reach up and grab my hips and take over. Now he was holding me and driving up, planting his cock deep into my body. I was on top, but he was fucking me again. I welcomed him. I leaned forward and rested my weight on my hands as he drove into me. I could tell he was close and I urged him on.

“Spunk me! Give it to me! I want your cum! I want to feel it in me!”

With that he roared and plunged into my ass, holding me fast to his groin. I felt his spew erupt into me and coat my innards with his semen! I exulted in the feeling! I savored every spasm of his emptying balls. I loved feeling a man come inside me!

“Ohhhhh!” was all David said, a long low moan of satisfaction.

“God, that was good!” I said, sighing. I rocked back onto my haunches, with his spent cock still deep in my ass. Trembling I took my cock in my hand and quickly jerked myself to get my orgasm. I groaned as I felt my rectum grasp his cock, still filling my ass. Shaking with excitement and exertion, I carefully cupped my hand to catch my meager squirt. No way would he want my juice on him!

Reluctantly I rolled off of him, clenching and cupping my ass to hold his cum in me. I brought my head to his crotch and caught his slimy cock in my mouth and gently sucked his luscious cum off his half-hard penis. He grunted and then lay back and let me do it.

I crept out of the room, first stopping in the bathroom to squeeze his deposit out onto my fingers and swallow it. I slipped into the shower and turned on the water hot. I felt good, but still scared.  I’d done something I’d wanted to do and been afraid to do, but I’d done it and it had been good. It had been as good as I’d imagined. No, it had been better! It had felt so good to be the one who was putting his cock into me, taking his cock. It had felt even better when he had taken control back and started driving himself into me. Then I knew I had inflamed his lust. He had wanted me, wanted my ass. And he had lost his cookies in my ass!

But I was also scared. Did this mean I was turning gay? What would Tonya say? What would David say? Was he really a closet case? Was he really bisexual? Could this end up with me and Tonya splitting up? Damn, what would David and I even say to each other over breakfast? I took a long shower to have to avoid answering those questions.

It turned out I didn’t even have to do the breakfast one. David didn’t get up until it was almost time for me to leave. I told him how to lock the door behind him and to help himself to whatever he wanted to eat. But I couldn’t just leave it like that.

“What was that last night? And this morning?” I sheepishly asked.

“What? Are you asking if we’re lovers now?” David responded dismissively. “Shit, no! That was me finding out how fucking far you’ll go in this shit you and Tonya are into! And I found out: pretty fucking far! I don’t really think you‘re gay though: I don’t get that vibe off you. I think you’re a pretty sick prick who is into debasing himself any way he can, like guys who want to lick people’s dirty feet. And for a hetero guy, acting like a cock-loving homo is pretty damn demeaning, so you love it.”

He took a swig of coffee. “For me, it was a great blow job and two good fucks on a Wednesday night, so thanks.”

I wasn’t sure if that was a reassuring answer or not, but at least I knew where I stood with him.

I didn’t see Tonya until after work. She came home in different clothes than she’d left in and carrying a bouquet of roses.

“Brian brought them to me today! Wasn’t that sweet?”

“What are they for?”

“Can’t a guy buy his girlfriend a bouquet of roses anymore? He bought them to show that I’m his girl, of course! And I loved it! Of course, it was bound to start tongues wagging at work, but let them think what they like. I can’t be the only girl around that office who’s seeing someone on the side! I loved looking at them and I loved the looks on the other girls’ faces to see the hunk that brought them! I suppose it’s naughty to flaunt that I’m having an affair in front of everyone, but that made it so hot! I was on Cloud 9 all day, if I wasn’t already after last night!

“Johnny, I want you to know that I am so glad that you are understanding about my need to have time by myself with Brian. I know you miss seeing him plow that big cock into my pussy, but if he’s going to put a baby in me, I want to feel close to him. And having you there jerking off while I fuck him in front of you keeps it from being just between me and him.

“It was so nice just being with him and cuddling. And after he came in me I didn’t have to jump up to feed his cum to you. I really just like being with him even when we’re not fucking, although I can hardly be around him and not want to feel his cock in my cunt!”

Tonya was going on like a love-struck schoolgirl, which I was beginning to realize that she was, except for the schoolgirl part. She was giddy, gushing about her beau.

“So, what did you do?” she asked.

I gulped and told her about David’s visit. I even told her about this morning, although I was worrying that this would push her away from me and into Brian’s arms. Quite the contrary!

“Oh, Johnny, that’s wonderful! How brave of you to go for what you really wanted! You really do like cocks! I had the same question that David did: I wondered if you really liked them or only did it to please me. I didn’t really think you could fake the kind of pleasure you seemed to get from them, but you can never be sure.”

“So you’re not mad?”

“Baby! Why would I be mad? I’ve made it clear that your fascination with cocks fits perfectly into my plans for us. I’m delighted that you took some initiative to go further! You can suck and fuck cocks any time you like; you don’t need to ask my permission. If there are times I don’t want you to, I’ll let you know. There may be times I want you extra horny and then I’ll let you know that you can’t play with your boyfriends or beat off.

“A lot of cuckold’s wives forbid them from masturbating at all, even fit them up with chastity devices to lock their dicks up. But I figure that the more you beat your meat, the weaker you are. Go ahead: drain yourself, dissipate your strength! I want you to: sometimes I’ll order you to!”

“How does my attraction to cocks ‘fit in with your plans’ as you say?”

“Well, a lot of different ways, actually. First, I really do want to keep you happy. Most men, even if they have small dicks like you, still wouldn’t want to give up the chance of sticking their little wee-wees in a cunt now and then: they’d rather die first. So if you didn’t find other pleasures to make up for that, I’d have to worry about you leaving me or screwing around with some whore behind my back.

"Second, of course, there’s the selfish aspect that if you like men with big dicks yourself, you won’t complain too much to me having them around a lot. If nothing else, it keeps you busy and out of trouble when I’m occupied with getting reamed by my boyfriend and I can’t really pay much attention to you.

“Third, it gives us something in common: you can appreciate what I see in big cocks!

“But most important, it really fucks with your head! When you can’t stop yourself from sucking on the rod of a well-hung man and you can’t stop wanting a stud to stick his sausage up your bunghole, it drives you crazy! It makes you feel so mixed up and ashamed and weak and unsure! That you’re putty in my hands! You can hardly object to what I’m doing when you are doing things that are much worse in your own mind—hell, in most everybody’s mind, for that matter. The same holds for a lot of things I’ve gotten you to do: eating cum, getting fucked with a dildo, drinking my piss. They take the starch out of you.”

“But if that’s your plan, if that’s a plot to control me, doesn’t it mess it up to tell me? Won’t I see what you’re doing and break the spell?”

“Well, have you? I’ve told you the same thing in different ways a lot of times before. Did it stop you from giving in to what I wanted you to do? Did it allow you to resist? Was forewarned forearmed? No! Because you’re already helpless! You can’t resist even when you see where it’s leading. In some ways, it seems as if it has increased your fascination. Humiliation turns you on. It’s even more humiliating to walk into the trap knowing full well it is a trap!”

Tonya got up. “See, finding out what you did last night makes it even easier to tell you what I was going to tell you. I am planning something special for Brian and me on Saturday. I want to take him shopping and buy both of us some new clothes—that I want you to pay for! Then I’m going to book a room at the Willard Hotel downtown on our credit card and Brian and I are going to have a romantic evening there: dinner, dancing, and then glorious lovemaking!

“I’m starting my period, so the weekend after that will be P-Day: the weekend I hope Brian will get me pregnant. I want you there for that. But this weekend I want another bonding experience for Brian and me alone.”

I could hardly get my breath. Tonya was right: as outrageous as this new plan was, I was too weakened by my own indiscretions to oppose her.

“Tomorrow is one of those nights where I don’t want you to have sex. I want you nice and horny for Saturday, because you’re going to be our chauffeur-slash-butler for the day. I’ve called your parents and made plans for us to have dinner with them tomorrow. I’m going to let them know that we hope they’ll be grandparents soon! Of course they won’t know that the child won’t be genetically related to them. They’ll be thrilled anyway. I’m sure they’ll be saying he had ‘his father’s eyes’ and takes after their side of the family anyway!

“I know it’s been hours since Brian fucked me, but do you still want to kiss my unfaithful pussy? Do you think you’ll still be able to taste Brian’s cum? Or are you going to decline, since you know now that it’s all part of my plot to enslave you?” She looked at me with a cruel wink, confident that I couldn’t resist that offer.

And she was right. The lure of the musky scents of her fouled cunt was irresistible. My penis stiffened as I imagined my face buried in her fragrant folds.

“Yes, please can I kiss your pussy?” I asked and she laughed derisively in triumph. She pulled up her skirt lewdly and dropped her panties and hose.

“Oh, I have started my period, just a little. I hope you won’t mind, will you? Why don’t you start by licking the blood off the crotch of my panties?”

I didn’t flinch at that. In fact I thought there would be a lot of cum in the crotch of those panties too. I sucked the panties until they were wet with my saliva. The panties smelled wonderfully pungent, but the blood made the taste metallic.

I then moved to her proffered pussy and sniffed the aromas there.

“Do you like it? Do you smell another man on my pussy?”

I didn’t answer except by eating her cunt ravenously. The smell of their fucking was faint but there was a fermented “next day” smell that I relished. The bloody taste of her menses masked the rest somewhat though.

“Oh, Johnny, I love your mouth on my pussy! I’m going to show you how pleased I am about what you did with David. I’m going to fuck you. Get yourself ready and I’ll get out the dildo.”

I hurried to prepare my ass for her use and met her in the bedroom.

“Lie down and start stroking yourself, darling. Think about all those glorious cocks out there. Think about David’s cock last night, in your mouth, in your ass. Think of how excited your cock got, to feel his cock inside you, rubbing up against the root of your own cock. It was like his cock was fucking your cock from inside, wasn’t it?”

I shook with arousal as my hand pleasured my cock. I imagined everything Tonya told me to and everything that she said was true.

“Close your eyes and let this be a man’s cock. Think of a man with a big worthy cock, a cock that has the right to fuck, that has the power to give so much pleasure.”

I gasped as Tonya placed the slippery dildo at my hole and began to violate me. I groaned as she pushed in past the first sphincter and winced as she breached the second one. Ache shot through my bowel as the put-upon muscles were wedged wide open.

I was thinking of David’s cock last night and remembering his thrusts up into me this morning. I moaned and pushed down against the dildo, wanting more of it in me. Tonya indulged me by pumping into my ass, forcing my anus open wider, finding my prostate with the head of the phallus. She began a steady rhythm, taking my ass as her right.

‘His cock fucking your cock’ echoed in my head as she rubbed electric delight from of my prostate with the dildo. I hunched my pelvis, seeking the right angle to get more stimulation. My cock swelled with arousal, weeping a steady stream of pre-cum from its tip. My arousal grew and grew as the dildo tickled my prostate with every stroke.

I bucked on the shaft, wanting even more stimulation. Every extra rub excited me more, so I twisted violently to get even more, to push over the edge to climax. I must have looked like an epileptic to Tonya.

“You’re like a monkey on a stick!” she cried at me. “Dance on my cock, monkey! Fuck yourself silly on my cock!”

I was close. I beat my meat frantically.

“Shoot, faggot!” she shouted at me. “Show me how much you love cock up your fag ass!  You want to be a man’s sissy wife!”

I convulsed on the dildo and then I froze as my semen reached the base of my cock and I felt the spasms of my orgasm pumping cum out of the end of my dick. I grunted and groaned like a person in torment, but the stretching of my asshole muscles kept me from shooting my spooge more than a couple inches. My cum dribbled in a pool on my stomach.

I was defeated again. Just as Tonya had said, I had no spine to resist the urgings of my traitorous dick to humiliate myself for another orgasm. And she was probably also right that this was part of the reason I couldn’t resist: humiliating myself made the orgasm better. It was a vicious circle, a downward spiral.

I looked up at Tonya and we exchanged a silent understanding: that I was helpless and she was in the driver’s seat. As well as in my ass….

But one other thing she said came back to me over and over as I tried to fall asleep that night.

“You want to be a man’s sissy wife,” Tonya’d said. Oh, what a debauched idea. “A sissy wife”! I shuddered with forbidden arousal!


-Day 35 Friday-

The next night we went over to my parents’ house for supper. In the middle of supper Tonya announced that she had stopped taking The Pill and we were “trying to get me pregnant.” She did not explain how we were “trying” or mention who she expected the father to be, so my parents were thrilled. They agreed that it seemed a perfect time to start a family.

At one point in the evening my beer bottle disappeared. As I looked around for it Tonya coincidentally handed it to me. But it didn’t feel cold anymore, because it was filled with Tonya’s piss.

“Is that good beer, Johnny?” she asked innocently. “Is that the same brand you drink at home?”

I took a large swig, to Tonya’s delight.

“Yup. Exact same brand,” I replied.

“That’s your favorite, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I never drink anything else,” I answered, and took another gulp. The warm salty bitter taste aroused me, as I thought of what we were doing in front of my parents.

As we rode home in the car, Tonya said, “They’ll never be the wiser. Even if our child doesn’t look much like you or act much like you, it will never occur to them that it might not be yours. They’ll just assume that some wild genes turned up or that I’m influencing him to have a different personality. But scientists know now that a lot of what we call personality is genetic. Identical twins turn out remarkably similar in their personality, even if they are reared apart from birth.

“Of course if I decide to choose someone like Calvin for the father of my next child, then we’ll have to make up a cover story. They’ll know that baby isn’t yours from the get-go. We’ll have to say that you couldn’t get me pregnant, that we went to fertility doctors and found it was your fault. Which would be half true, except that fertility doctors don’t take penis size into account! So we’d say we decided to go to a sperm bank: which would be half true again, except sperm banks don’t usually let the donor fuck the mother. And we’d say that we decided in the interests of peace on earth and racial harmony to have a half-black child, which I think would be cool if we did it.”

I listened in shock but resignation. So Tonya was already thinking of another child out of wedlock and she would be willing to humiliate me by having a mixed race child. Tonya had a clever way of making whatever outrageous thing she was going to do sound like a relief compared to the even more scary thing she could be doing. Having a baby by Brian almost seemed normal and reasonable compared to having one by Calvin!

“How would you like that, baby, if I were having Calvin knock me up? Would that make your little dickie even harder, if you knew the baby that was swelling my tummy were black? Would that make your little jerk-off squirts even more exciting? Would you want to rub my belly even more and jerk your penis off on my bulge even more often if you knew it was a little Calvin in there?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. Which meant that I was admitting that she might be right!


-Day 36 Saturday-

Tonya had let me sleep with her both Thursday and Friday night. Notice I said “let me,” as I was starting to think of sleeping with her as a special treat. She woke me with a kiss that morning.

“This is going to be a hard day for you, I know, Johnny. You won’t be having any more contact with my pussy today, so I want to start you off with a treat.”

She had me lie down in the bathtub and lowered herself to my mouth and began to piss. It was her morning piss and she must have been very full because she pissed on and on. I filled my mouth and swallowed about six times, until my belly was full and sloshing with her urine.

“When you get down in the dumps today, remember my hot piss filling your mouth over and over. Remember that I love you and remember that only you do that for me and I only give my precious piss to you, baby.”

It was a measure of the depth of my addiction to her that I did consider it a treat and an honor, and I was happy to feel my belly full of her piss. Her pee smell filled my nose, and every time I burped I could smell it again. I looked up at her looming over me and it was as if I were looking up at a goddess high above me. I was a humble supplicant lucky to be allowed to serve her.

“Today you are going to be my and Brian’s chauffeur and attendant. You will also be my husband who is paying for everything for his wife and her lover, including clothing that he will wear to impress and seduce that wife.

“To remind you of your place I have saved the tampon that I have most recently been wearing. I have it here in this baggie. I’m afraid I may have left it in a little too long: it’s pretty well soaked. If you start to feel resentful or afraid, or if I see some little rebellion coming out, I want you to take it out and suck it, like you were sucking on a candy. Now I don’t get any of those vibes from you right now, so I won’t make you suck it now, but I do want you to suck my pussy clean and then insert a new one in there.”

I licked eagerly at her pussy, glad just to have contact with it, to be serving her, to have one last chance to show my devotion and worthiness to her before a day devoted to her adoration of Brian. Her cunt had a strange taste and consistency, a combination of the bloody menses and the wearing of a tampon for hours. I could taste more blood as I plunged my tongue as deep into her vagina as I could. I wondered if Brian would get too little friction or too much. Even before my cuckolding, our lovemaking frequency had dropped off enough that it was easy to skip it when she was flowing. It had been so long that I forgot how Tonya’s pussy felt when she was on her period.

When I had cleaned her out she handed me a tampon.

“I know you’re out of practice of putting anything in my cunt, honey, so don’t be nervous. It’s even smaller than your little penis, and the real men have stretched my pussy out with their big pricks, so it should go in like nothing!”

I was nervous. My hand actually trembled. I felt like an acolyte allowed to enter the inner sanctum. Her pussy had been opened nicely by my tongue, so the pink applicator entered easily, as she had predicted and I slipped the applicator out, leaving the tampon in.

“Good job! Maybe you should have been a gynecologist. Looking up cunts all day instead of fucking them. The ladies would like your gentle, almost feminine touch.”

Tonya had me pick out a sexy outfit for her day, not slutty, but definitely extremely flattering.

“Foreplay starts when he first sees me: every effort means a little more testosterone and a little more fucking and a little more semen later. I want to feel his cum hit my cervix like a geyser, and I guarantee you, it will! It’ll be good practice for next weekend, when my egg will be waiting and every extra sperm and every millimeter farther up my tubes will give Brian a better chance of knocking me up and making you a new surrogate father. So even your helping me pick out a sexy pair of panties is helping Brian get me pregnant!”

We picked up Brian about 1:00. Tonya greeted him with a kiss and they both got in the backseat of the car, where they continued to neck while I drove them to a nice shopping mall. Tonya took Brian to an upscale men’s clothiers, where she helped him pick out a stylish and expensive dark men’s suit. The salesman and tailor fussed over Brian, making sure that the suit would fit over his muscular frame and show off his features to best advantage.

I wasn’t sure what they made of our threesome, but Tonya did not correct them when they mistakenly referred to Brian as “your husband.” I blushed, but no one took any notice, except Tonya. Seeing me color, she made a sign that I was to get out the soiled tampon, which I had put in my pocket. I hesitated, but she shot me a look that brooked no resistance. I surreptitiously pulled the baggie out of my pocket and slipped it awkwardly into my mouth, pushing the telltale string in with one finger. The taste of blood overwhelmed other musky aromas.

“What do you think of the seat, John?” she asked me. “Is it too tight?”

“Naw-oh,” I stammered out around the tampon as I tried to push it to one side. “Th-they’re fay-awn.”

“Something wrong?” Tonya asked.

“Jusht have thumething in my mouth. Shorry.” I held the baggie behind my hand and spit the tampon into it and slipped it back into my pocket. I looked at the floor, having forgotten what I was originally upset about in a new fluster of embarrassment.

“I agree, honey,” Tonya said to Brian. “I think they draw attention to one of your best features.” She punctuated this by gripping one of his ass cheeks in her hand and giving it a lewd squeeze. “Doesn’t he have a delicious ass, John?”

“I suppose. You would be the best judge,” I replied. Now I wondered what the salespeople thought. Maybe I was the couple’s gay fashion advisor.

“Good point. I do have intimate knowledge of the subject!” she countered.

Brian laughed to see Tonya rubbing my nose in it.

Tonya went on to help Brian choose several shirts, ties, two pair of slacks, and two pair of shoes. She paid extra to have a rush put on the alterations so they would be ready by Wednesday. I was aghast at the total, since I usually didn’t shop at that classy a store. Tonya pointedly had me pull out my credit card to pay. The sales staff was a little perplexed at that, expecting that Brian was the man of the house, especially when they saw that the name on the card was different from Brian’s name.

As we left the store the salesman said “Goodbye, Mrs. ______,” calling Tonya by Brian’s last name, which made her beam. “Well, I am having his baby,” Tonya said to me. “Suck your tampon, Johnny,” she told me as we got in the car to drive to her favorite store. I pulled out the bloody plug and put it in my mouth, sucking most of the fluid out of it as we drove. In the back seat, Tonya had Brian pull his cock out and she sucked on it a bit until we pulled into the parking lot.

Tonya tried on several dresses, all white and frilly cocktail dresses. They were virginal and provocative at the same time, making me terribly horny to see her in them. She finally chose one that was gauzy see-through at the top with a lot of lace. At least it didn’t cost anything like Brian’s suit had.

Tonya and Brian went into a jewelry store in the same complex, but I was told to wait in the car. After they came back Tonya told me that what they’d gotten would be a surprise, but to expect something from that store on our next credit card bill.

Next Tonya explained to me that we were going to a nice old downtown hotel, where she had booked a room. I acted as their bellhop, bringing their small overnight bags from the car up to the desk as Tonya booked them in and then waited for me to pay. Then I carried their bags up to the room. I waited for them to get ready for dinner and then I accompanied them into the hotel dining room. It was a fancy old fashioned place with a live trio and a dance floor.

Tonya had booked a table for two and another table for one across the room, where I could see them but not hear what they were saying.

Tonya leaned down to me to whisper directions in my ear. “When you sit down, I want you to get your little peepee out under the tablecloth. This is one of those nice restaurants with nice long cloth tablecloths. I want you to watch my lover and I having a nice dinner at your expense while you eat and play with yourself. While you watch us, think about how we are going to go upstairs and fuck our brains out later. Stay and watch while we eat and dance for a bit.

“I want you to stay here until we leave for the room. Tip your waiter generously, because you will have occupied one of his tables for a long time. Make sure you are sober enough to drive home. Then you can go home and wait for me to call you tomorrow for you to pick us up.”

I felt awkward as one of the very few tables in the restaurant with only one diner. I sat down and pulled the thick cloth napkin across my lap. It wasn’t easy to get my zipper down with one hand and fish my hardening penis out. I watched Tonya and Brian talking and laughing and my jealousy made my cock rock hard with only the merest touch of my hand! I gazed at them and imagined them stretched out on the king sized hotel bed, Brian’s man-sized penis rooting in her pussy, and my cock throbbed!

The waiter had to interrupt my reverie to ask me if I wanted anything to drink. I must have looked like a voyeur, staring across the room at a handsome couple across the way, or as if I were an FBI agent with them under surveillance.

I decided I needed something strong and ordered a vodka gimlet, even though I’m usually not one to drink cocktails. I saw that Tonya and Brian had ordered a bottle of wine and drank a toast to something. To a romantic evening followed by a night of furious fucking, I imagined! My dick was starting to ooze pre-cum from my prolonged arousal. I wrapped my nice napkin around underneath my cockhead to avoid leaving a puddle on my pants or the chair.

I saw Tonya look over at me a few times and smile to always find me looking over at them and to see one hand underneath the table. Then she leaned over and kissed Brian warmly and I winced as a thrill of lust shot through my prick! Watching her flirt with him made her seem like the most desirable woman in the world to me! The sexual energy that flowed between them seemed to light her up from inside, made her cheeks rosier, made her form look more voluptuous to me. My cock swelled with its urgency to claim this woman, to take her away from this rival. But I just sat there impotently masturbating while I watched Brian woo her.

Finished with their dinner, they proceeded to the dance floor. I was surprised to find them able to dance an acceptable facsimile of a civilized ballroom dance, instead of the jungle gyrations they had done at the club. They were a handsome couple and I winced as I found myself admitting that for straight "scale of 1-to-10" attractiveness, they were a better match for each other than Tonya and I were.

Why wouldn’t a woman prefer his penis in her, joining his DNA with hers? Hell, three-quarters of the women in the place probably wanted him. And all the men wished their arms were around Tonya instead of his.

My dinner was long over now and I had to tell the waiter that I was waiting for someone and that I would be staying a while. I almost gave up trying to maintain the illusion that I was merely dining alone and became more rapt in my observation of them and my vain attempts to guess what they were saying and feeling. Every time I imagined they were mocking me or talking about their upcoming night of passion or Tonya’s planned pregnancy, my treacherous dick stiffened more or a drip of pre-cum oozed out its end! I had to stop stroking myself several times as my hard-on trembled on the edge of coming!

Finally they got up to leave. They stopped and Brian took Tonya in his arms and gave her a deep kiss. Still in his arms, Tonya turned her head and blew me a kiss, then they strode out of the restaurant. I was overcome by the dissonance: my wife in the arms of another man, walking up to a hotel room paid for by me, to be ravished by his large cock, blowing me a kiss across the room, knowing I had my stiff dick in my hand. My cock trembled and before I knew it I was ejaculating into the cloth napkin I had wrapped around my hand! All my frustration and longing poured out of the end of my dick in waves of orgasm. Tonya!

I sat there for a few moments catching my breath and collecting my wits. I felt a cold wetness and I realized my cum was soaking through the napkin, making a stain on my pants. I awkwardly balled up the napkin as best I could without being able to look and see what I was doing. Self-conscious not to draw attention to myself I managed to wipe myself off and zip my pants up. I clutched the napkin in my fist and made my way to the men’s room, where I secreted myself in a stall.

I unwrapped the napkin, finding that almost all of my semen had soaked into the cloth. Knowing what Tonya would expect me to do, I licked up the small amount of cum still visible and then sucked what I could out of the cloth, savoring the taste of cum, which I had begun to relish. The thought crossed my mind that obedience to Tonya was my connection with her right now, as she offered her luscious body to another man upstairs. As long as I was thinking of her and doing what she would want me to do, I was still with her in some way.

That thought bolstered my spirits somewhat and I thought what else she would want me to do tonight. She would like that I had I had come in the restaurant, humiliating myself both by the cause of my excitement and the place of my self-abuse! I decide to take the napkin home to show her tomorrow. She would want me to go home and beat off again, thinking of her and Brian or looking at the videos or pictures of her as if pregnant.

I looked down at the wet spot on my pants, relieved to see that it was drying already. I folded the napkin as flat as I could and slipped it into my pocket. I went back to my table and rewarded the waiter’s patience with a lavish tip, trying to estimate what he might have made if he had been able to have another couple customers instead of only me.

I picked up my car and drove home. By the time I got home, I was horny again. Coming home to an empty house drove home the point that my wife was at this moment probably fucking another man with my full knowledge and complicity. A man she intended to allow to impregnate her next week. I guess that’s the definition of addiction: I had had an orgasm just 45 minutes ago, but here I was again unbuckling my pants and lubing up my cock to masturbate some more! Oh, the joys of cuckoldry! I hardly felt like myself anymore if I didn’t have my cock in my hand—or a man's in my mouth!

I sat in my chair for a while just picturing Brian on top of Tonya, her legs splayed as wide as she could, urging him to fuck her harder, deeper. I imagined her cries of ecstasy as she urged him to shoot his sperm into her, promising that next weekend she’d have an egg waiting for him to fertilize.

I pulled up a video on the computer to fill in the image, one of their many bouts of lovemaking that we had taped. Arousal filled me to watch his superior cock plunge into her love tunnel, knowing that he was filling her up and satisfying her the way I never could. I groaned as I watched him pump his seed into her, imagining his sperm racing to find her egg!

I flipped the computer over to a slide show of the pregnant nudes, into which I had interspersed the morphed shots of Tonya in various stages of pregnancy. My cock throbbed whenever one of her pictures popped up on screen. I stroked my cock furiously, seeking another release and quickly it came. I groaned to think I was pleasing Tonya by beating off while she fucked her boyfriend! I eagerly tasted the hot cum I had spilled in my hand, savoring the unique taste of self-abuse.

As I prepared to go to bed I decided I’d best sleep in the guest room, now thinking of the other bedroom as Tonya’s, even when she wasn’t using it. She’d be happy to know I had made that choice.


-Day 37 Sunday-

I woke up on Sunday morning early. The emptiness of the house emphasized where Tonya was. I read the paper, but not knowing when Tonya would call kept her always in my mind. The freedom to do whatever I wanted always turned my thoughts back to my cock. I thought of all the toys Tonya had purchased and I decided to give myself an enema and play with the dildos.

I realized that I was developing an addiction to getting fucked when I sighed with pleasure as the smaller dildo entered me. I groaned with arousal as I stabbed the shaft into my ass repeatedly until I felt my sphincters relax and accept the invader. I wondered for a second if I were being unfaithful to Tonya, but I immediately decided that she would approve. She wants me to be addicted to cock after all.

It was a little awkward fucking myself, but that didn’t alter the fact that I loved feeling my ass full. I moaned when the dildo reached the top of my rectum and tickled my colon. My cock drooled pre-cum sluttishly. Soon the dildo was sliding easily in and out of my hole. I angled it to try to rub against my prostate and was rewarded with an extra twinge of excitement.

I found myself wishing it were someone else fucking me, so I could just lie there and feel myself being taken. I realized that what I really wanted to give up control, to surrender myself, to be the passive partner. Even when Tonya was pissing into my mouth, I was thrilled to be on the receiving end, to be taking her into me, just as I took her dildo into me.

I knew I wanted more. I grabbed the large dildo and greased it up. I sighed as the small dildo slipped out of me and I set it on a wad of paper towels. I felt my ass stretch as the head of the larger dildo pushed against my opening. I pushed and moaned as the thickness of the dildo filled me. I could feel my flesh stretched tightly around the phallus and unbidden the images of David fucking me on Wednesday night came into my mind. My cock jumped at the memory.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I cried out loud as I crammed the fake cock into me. I trembled as I felt its girth push against my prostate delightfully. I prayed to my phantom lover to fill me even as my own hand stuffed the dildo in up to the base. My ass protested at the fullness and the strain of taking the whole cock into me. I ground my hips into the dildo, pushing to get more friction on my prostate, loving the feeling of violation. Oh, God, I loved this!

God, I wished this dildo would just start fucking me, that it was a machine or a real person. I needed to feel that thrusting. I looked around the room. What if I sat on it, as I had sat on David’s cock that morning? The dresser might do. I got up and placed the base of the dildo on the dresser and lifted off of it. I felt it start to slip out of me and then I sat down on it and to my joy I felt it slide in deliciously. I lifted up again and sat again. I needed a better angle, so I edged the base of the dildo toward the edge of the dresser. Soon I was able to get a rhythm going where I was able to fuck myself!

I reached for my cock and my greasy hand was soon milking wonderful sensations out that much-maligned organ. The old joke briefly flashed through my mind: “My cock is long enough: it only has to be long enough to reach my body!” As small as mine was, it was big enough to offer me rapturous pleasure!

I knew I was not going to hold out much longer. My ass felt like it was melting and my cock was drooling pre-cum in buckets. My hand shuttled over its slick surface with agonizingly erotic results. Just as I was about to come I flashed on the sensations of David spilling his semen deep in me and that did it: I was squirting pearly cum onto the floor!

I looked in horror as the mess I’d made. In my lust I hadn’t thought through to my climax. Here I was perched on the dresser, a dildo up my ass, one hand covered with lube and my sperm seeping into the carpet. I awkwardly withdrew the dildo from my ass and went into the bathroom, where I threw it into the sink. I grabbed some paper towel and cleaned off my hand quickly. I then threw myself to the floor and started licking my cum up as best I could! The feel of the carpeting against my lips was scratchy, but I sucked on the fibers, trying to suck my cum out. I went back to the bathroom and got a wet washcloth and a towel and made the best of it I could.

Now I was exhausted after my frantic efforts and surveyed the mess: two greasy dildos, dirty paper towels, and a wet stain on the floor. God, anal sex is messy! I set about cleaning up, mindful that Tony might call at any second. My ass felt a little bruised but good.

Time went by. Tonya and Brian were taking their time. About 11 am my cell phone rang.

“Hi, baby!” came Tonya’s voice. “We just got done with breakfast! We had room service: isn’t that romantic? I don’t think I’ve ever had room service before. They have these great terrycloth robes here and we ate breakfast in our robes without even having to get dressed! It’s so luxurious, you know?” Tonya sounded excited and happy, like I wish I could make her. Although I guess I was partly responsible, since I gave her permission and I was paying for it.

“So you’re having a good time?”

“Oh, yeah! Well, you got to watch some of it last night, but that was just the appetizer. We’ll be ready for you to pick us up pretty soon, so I thought I’d call you so you could start out. When you get here, just call from the lobby. It’s Room 606. Love you.”

“I love you too.”

“I’ll tell you all about it, the part you didn’t see, and you can tell me all about what you did. I wonder who came the most times! I bet I did!”

I drove to the hotel and left the car illegally parked and ran in to use the courtesy phone to call their room. When they came down, Tonya gave her bag to me and told me to take Brian’s bag as well and put them in the trunk. They sat in the back seat and held hands while I drove to Brian’s apartment. When we got there Tonya told me to wait in the car after I got Brian’s bag out of the trunk. In the rearview mirror I could see them kissing and talking intently. Then Tonya gave him another deep kiss and got in the back seat again! I was still to be her chauffeur! She told me she just wanted to rest on the drive home and we’d talk when we got home.

“Baby, you’ve been such a doll and so patient!“ Tonya told me when we were home. ”I know it’s not as fresh as you like, but I bet you’re dying for some of your favorite snack: used pussy! There’s a couple loads in there and one in my ass, so bon appétit!”

Despite my morning’s exertions, my cock hardened in my panties at what would have been a disgusting offer to any normal man. Tonya threw her dress up and pulled down her panties like a two-dollar whore. She gave me her panties to lick first. They reeked with the smell of her sex and Brian’s cum. They were slick with the drippings of her night’s and morning’s activities. I eagerly sniffed at them and sucked the mingled cums from them. I noticed no more blood from her period. Then I waded into her wet and sloppy pussy. Despite the time lapse, the taste of semen was strong. After a while she scooted up and offered me her ass, which tasted of spunk and lube.

While I paid homage to her adulterous pussy and ass, Tonya talked to me.

“Oh, Johnny, I want to thank you for letting me do that! I had such a good time! It was like a dream date! And knowing you were watching us made it so hot! I mean you’ve watched us fuck, sure, but there you were watching him woo me! It felt electric, like I could feel your eyes on me! And I could see your hand in your lap and I knew you were enjoying it too, rubbing your little willie! Did you spurt?”

She knew me too well! I blushed for her to have guessed that.

“Uh, yeah,” I mumbled from between her ass cheeks.

“Oh, that’s precious! You never cease to amaze me, how much you get off on being a cuckold! Did you come more than once?”

“You mean there in the restaurant? No!”

“So did you make a mess on your pants there in that fancy restaurant?”

“No, I had a napkin.”

“What did you do with it?”

“I took it to the restroom. It mostly soaked into the napkin, but I licked it off and I sucked what I could out of it. I even brought it home to show you, because I thought you’d like that.”

“Well, I do! Baby, it makes me so happy that you get off on my fucking other men! And it makes me proud that you always eat your cum. But I bet I don’t really have to tell you that any more. I bet you’re getting pretty fond of the taste of cum by now, aren’t you?”

“Uh, I guess.”

“I mean you certainly seem hungry for it once it is in my cunt or ass! Well, come up here and sit beside me now while we talk.”

I sat beside her.

“Look at you! Your face is all shiny with my cunt juice and ass lube!” She kissed me on the nose. “It looks cute!”

She went on with her story. “After that romantic dinner and dancing, I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me when we got up to the room. It’s like my body has gotten the message that this is the man that’s going to give me a baby and it’s got my hormones all revved up! I just wanted his cum in me as far up as it could go. I had to feel him spurt in my cunny! In fact, I didn’t even really want him to fuck my ass later, but Brian wanted to and I couldn’t say no to him. I think my body is giving me even better orgasms now so that I won’t be able to wait for him to fuck me again!

“So what did you do?”

I told her how I’d come home and beat off again even after having come at the restaurant.

“Oh, you are a horny little devil! I’m so glad you don’t go home and pout just because I’m entertaining another man. In fact, you use it to fuel your horny little masturbation fantasies, don’t you? What about this morning? What did you do?”

“Well, I wasn’t sure if this was OK, but, well, I got horny to feel something up my ass. So I got out the dildos. I hope that was OK.”

“And you fucked yourself with my dildos?!” Tonya asked, surprised.

“Uh, yeah,” I admitted.

“And was it good for you?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“And when you came, were you thinking about me fucking you, or did you imagine it was a man fucking you?”

Again Tonya flummoxed me by knowing me so well. I wouldn’t just come from fucking myself. I’d be having some filthy fantasy as well. I didn’t expect that question: I didn’t know what answer she wanted. I decided I might as well be honest and see what happened.

“A man. I was thinking of when David fucked me this week.”

“Oh, baby, that’s wonderful! That just tells me that you’ve gotten to where you need cock! Your own hand isn’t enough anymore, even with your cuckold fantasies to excite you. You go more than a couple days without cock and you go looking for it, even if it has to be a fake one. I’m surprised you didn’t call David or Calvin for the real thing.”

“That wouldn’t have upset you? If I invited one of them over here while you were with Brian?”

“Well, I don’t want you cruising some gay bar and bringing home some awful disease! But since I didn’t tell you that you had to stay horny, I guess I’d have been happy to see you being hungry for some cock in your mouth or your ass. I’d just as soon hear that you were dreaming about cock sucking and fucking orgies every night. Certainly I have enough to keep me busy. I’ve told you before: the hornier and more perverted a slut you are, the better for me.”

Although I was relieved she wasn’t mad at me, in a way I felt defeated again. No matter what I did, it seemed that I was becoming weaker and more out of control and that Tonya was getting more and more in the driver’s seat in our relationship. It was, “Heads I win, tails you lose.”

Tonya seemed to get an idea.

“In fact, baby, I want to see that so-fuckable ass of yours. You probably got it all clean and greased up, didn’t you? Pull your pants down and lay across my lap and let me see that thing.”

I did as she asked, my ever-ready dick springing up in front of me in anticipation. She grabbed the always handy jar of lube from the end table and quickly stuck a fingerful of lube into my ass. It hummed with surprising pleasure just from feeling her single finger enter me. She reached deeply and found my prostate and stroked it.

“Does that feel good, baby? Do you like Tonya’s finger in your ass? How about two fingers?” She stabbed her fingers into me and I sighed to feel my asshole stretching to accommodate them. Having had three ejaculations in the last 16 hours, there was no urgency. I just enjoyed the sensations.

“You used to think your little weenie was your sexual organ, didn’t you?” Tonya cooed as she gently fucked my ass and rubbed my prostate. “But now you’ve discovered that maybe this one is your real favorite. Doesn’t that feel good? Hm, mmm. Yes, baby. You love to have something shoved up your bottom!”

It was like being hypnotized. I could feel every joint of her fingers and every change of angle or reach. My ass was feeling warm and relaxed and that feeling soaked through me. It was surrender, an oozing away of will and strength. I put myself in her hands.

“I know what it’s like, baby, because I love to be fucked too. But it’s hard for a man, isn’t it? Your whole life you’re programmed to be the hunter, the doer, the fucker, the one in charge. You’re supposed to be hard, tough, take action. And then you find that you enjoy being the hunted, the passive one, the receiver, the fuckee. You have to learn to let go, relax, open up, be vulnerable, to trust. It’s a big change, isn’t it? You can’t be tough and manly, and dying to have a cock up your ass too, can you?”

As she spoke she kept up a maddening, hypnotic rhythm in and out, in and out, stretching wide then easing off.

“It’s OK, baby! It’s OK to be yourself with me! You can be weak, be passive, be unmanly. It won’t bother me: I love you! I know you’re not a man like Brian. I've always known that. You don’t have to be ashamed! You can admit it. Let your shields down. You can let me see your weakness, your inadequacy, because I already know, I already accept it, and I still love you! Even with a dildo sticking out of your ass, even as you grind your ass on another man’s cock, I still love you and I still want you as my husband!”

I groaned and pressed my ass against her hand, loving what she was doing and wanting her hand deeper in me. And I loved having her permission to be turned on by imaging a man fucking me!

“Yes, that’s it! Show me how much you need to be fucked, how you’ve found that is the ultimate pleasure for the weak man, the submissive man! You don’t need to be my strong, manly man. It’s OK! I have Brian, or Calvin, or David for that! I can find loads of manly men with big cocks to fuck me. I don’t need you for that, so you can admit that you don’t want to be that for me. You want to be my wimp, my pansy, my cock-hungry cuckold! You’re my faggot!”

There was that word again! I writhed on her fingers and felt her plunge yet another finger into me, stretching my ass wide with three fingers. I was panting with the strain and with my delirious arousal. I felt everything that Tonya said being branded on my brain. Some of the words caught at me, “weak,” “inadequate,” “wimp,” “pansy,” but I couldn’t protest; I couldn’t resist. Sexual arousal had me in its grip, giving Tonya direct access to my subconscious, deepening her hold over me. My cock was lubricating wetly onto her thighs, a dark stain spreading on the couch cushion.

“But you don’t really want my fingers, do you? Your ass really wants cock, doesn’t it? My fingers can’t fill you right, can they? You want to feel a cock stretch you and fill you, don’t you? You want it to be a man! Because you’re a faggot!” She continued to plunge her fingers into me, reaching and stretching into me.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Say it! Say what you want! Tell me what a faggot you are! Tell me what you need!”

“I want cock,” I groaned. “I want a man!”

“None here,” she said, grasping my cock in her hand. She scooted me off her lap and left me panting on the couch, my ass crying with its emptiness. She went into her bedroom, coming out holding the smaller dildo. She placed me back over her lap.

“Beg me, baby! Beg me to give you what you want!”

My ass was screaming to be filled.

“Please! Fuck me! I want a cock in my ass, please!”

She teased me, running her finger around the gaping maw of my anus. She dipped a slender fingertip in it, sending electric shocks up my spine. I hungered to feel a big cock fill me. She raised it and I felt the thick head of the dildo touch my ass and fill the gap, but she poised it there to taunt me.

“Please!” I groaned. “Please, I need it in me!”

She pressed the cock into me and I sighed with relief. It slipped in easily and I moaned as it filled me and I felt it reach the top of my rectum. Tonya left it there for a few moments until I started to roll my hips, wanting to feel it fuck me. Tonya relented and began a slow fucking motion.

“You love it, don’t you? You love to feel a big cock inside you! You’re incomplete without it. You need a big strong manly cock in you to feel whole.” She twisted the dildo to prod my prostate, eliciting a gratifying shudder form me.

My rectum became my whole world. The rest of my body melted into a puddle as I concentrated on the delightful stroking up and down my ass. Tonya reamed my slowly and steadily in a mesmerizing rhythm. I loved just lying there on her lap and feeling taken, possessed, used, invaded.

“You love it, don’t you? What matters to you if you have to give up fucking your own wife, as long as you get your ass plowed, eh? What do you care if another man knocks up your wife and you have to raise his bastard as your own? Just keep a cock reaming your ass and you’ll let anyone do anything else they want.

“But what you really want is a man’s cock, isn’t it? You want to feel his flesh grow inside you. You want to feel him lose control and spurt his manly essence into your middle! Maybe you want to feel his strong body holding you too, feel his muscular body. That’s what really makes you a faggot. You want his masculine scent, his power. You want to feel him overpower you.” She spoke this litany in rhythm with long slow strokes as my excitement built to its crescendo. My brain cried out in sympathy with her words. ‘Yes! Yes!’ I shouted silently. How did she know? How could she guess how true her words were? I wished this dildo were Brian’s, or Calvin’s, or David’s cock spasming his juice into me!

Tonya closed her thighs around my cock, capturing it with her smooth skin. I jerked, trying to get some friction, but she held it fast, frustrating me.

“No! No fucking with your little weenie! You are the fuckee, remember? Can you come just from being fucked? Or do you need to pull on your little peepee, like the wanker you really are? Are you woman enough to have a ‘vaginal’ orgasm?” Tonya’s tone had changed to sound taunting. She continued the long, slow fucking motions, occasionally prodding my prostate delectably. It felt good, but she was right: I wasn’t going to come unless my cock got more stimulation, which she was preventing.

“Since you really want cock, maybe we should say you can’t come unless you’re touching a cock, shall we? You’d have to have one in your mouth or your ass. Then you’d really be dying for one of my boyfriends to come over, wouldn’t you? You’d be the worst slut ever! We’d be fighting over their gorgeous cocks! Maybe that wouldn’t work out after all!”

I started squirming, trying to get some friction from her thighs on my cock, but it was just frustrating.

“Look at you, trying to dry hump me! You stop that disgusting rutting right now!” she said, smacking my bottom. I settled down and she continued her monotonous reaming of my backside. By now my ass was starting to feel numb from the constancy of the stimulation.

“Do you want more, baby? Do you want the big dildo? Or maybe you want me to fist you?”

“Please, I just want to come! Can you please make me come?”

“You want me to wank you? You want me to pull on your little peepee and make you squirt your useless jism?”

“Yes, please!”

“I don’t think so. I think I’ve been very nice to fuck your ass like you wanted. It’s not my fault that you’re such a wanker that you can’t come like that, that you need to play with your winkie to come. So you decide: do you want me to keep fucking your ass or have you had enough?”

I thought it over as she continued to work my ass up and down with the dildo. As much as I knew I’d hate it when she stopped, I also knew that it wasn’t going to get me off and it was getting less pleasurable the longer it went.

“I guess I’ve had enough.” She slowly pulled the dildo out of me, teasingly toying with my anus with the head of it right at the end. My ass ached with the emptiness.

“Well then, I think you should thank me for the nice fuck. There aren’t many wives out there who would fuck their husband’s ass like I do, are there?”

“Thank you, Tonya, for fucking my ass. It felt good. I’m lucky to have an understanding wife like you.” I lay against her and she hugged me to her.

“You’re welcome. And there aren’t many wives who’d be so accepting of their husband telling her he lusts after other men’s cocks, are there? I’ll bet the whole time I was fucking you, you were thinking about men’s cocks and how much you’d rather have a man’s cock fucking you than me fucking you, weren’t you?”

“Not the whole time. A lot of the time I was just thinking about how good it felt.”

“And wondering what kind of a man you are to like that so much? How you could be a man and love feeling a cock up your ass?”

“Uh, yeah….”

“I’ve been thinking about that, too. Thinking about why a man would rather see his wife fucked by other men than fuck her himself, why he’d find his wife’s cunt more desirable when it was freshly filled with someone else’s cum, why he’d rather see his wife’s belly bulging with another man’s baby than his own.

“You know Freud thought that some men had a primitive fear of the vagina, that it was some kind of monster that would bite his penis off. They even had a name for it: they called it the myth of ‘vagina dentata.’ He thought that explained why some men were impotent or why they became homosexual: they were actually afraid of a woman’s vagina, afraid to stick their penis in there.” She hugged me tenderly and stroked my hair. I was exhausted by my ass fucking and, cradled in her arms, I felt like I was about 5 years old, listening to my mommy tell me a story.

“I think something like that might be going on with you. Being a man is scary to you. You have that awful burden of having to satisfy a woman, of being man enough for her, of living up to her expectations. In your case, a woman’s vagina really does unman you. Since you are too small to really satisfy a woman, her vagina actually exposes you as inadequate. You put your penis in her vagina and you come out a failure. So her vagina is a scary thing.

“So here’s the important part: because being a man is so scary and humbling, the result is you don’t really want to be a man, at least sexually. You’re OK to watch football and play golf and drink beer, but when it comes to sex, you don’t want the pressure.

“So you’re actually happy to have another man take that burden for you. It’s a relief to see another man fuck your wife and satisfy her. Seeing her cunt all stretched out and full of cum is a reprieve for you! Her vagina is no longer a threat: it’s been neutralized, tamed. That’s one reason why you’re happy to feast on that sloppy pussy: it’s been defanged. I bet you’d love to fuck me then, with your cock bathed in his juices, slipping around in his cum, knowing that I’d already been satisfied. No pressure then. That’s why you actually prefer my pussy filled with cum: it’s safe. It makes no demands.

“And it’s the same thing for wanting to see me pregnant with another man’s baby. What a responsibility, to be man enough to impregnate me, to be good enough to be the father of my child. That’s the ultimate ‘stepping up to the plate.’ What if your child was puny, ugly, scrawny?

“But if your wife is knocked up by some other guy? That swelling tummy tells you that you’re home free! The batter before you hit a grand slam! The game’s over and your team won and you don’t even have to go to bat! The pressure’s off! And if he’s some handsome, athletic stud, chances are the children will be strong, healthy, and good-looking! You’ll be sitting pretty! Your wife will be happy and everybody will congratulate you on your beautiful children! So even though you didn’t hit the home run, you’re still on the winning team!”

Tonya’s explanation made the hair stand up on the back of my neck. A sick feeling in the pit of my stomach told me she was very near to the truth. Having to be “the man” did feel like a constant burden to me. It was scary. I always felt like a failure. I felt like an imposter, a fake, always afraid I’d be unmasked, found out, exposed. It did feel like a relief to give up, to admit defeat, to quit trying.

“So for the weak man, the beta male, the woman’s role looks much more inviting. All you need to do is accept the cock, just lie there and let the man have his way with you. You can do that! The only challenge is to surrender enough, to give in, to relax enough, to be empty enough to take that big cock! And you’ve proved adept at that! Surrendering is your best thing!

“Of course the problem is that you’re not very pretty! Most manly men want a pretty woman to fuck, all soft and curves. So that’s where I come in. I’m like the flower that attracts the bees. Luckily for you, men aren’t too picky about where they stick that thing: as long as it is soft and wet, they don’t care. So once I draw them in, it’s not too tough for you to get your bit of cock on the side. Heck, I’m pretty enough to get you lots of cock!”

She stroked my face and brushed my hair. “It might not hurt if you tried harder to be pretty. Maybe let your hair get longer, maybe wear some make-up, maybe get an ear pierced. Get your nails done. Wear some feminine clothes. You might get some cock on your own then! Only with my approval though! I don’t want you really going gay: then you wouldn’t need me!

"But tell me, Johnny, am I right? Are you really wanting cock on your own now? Does sucking and fucking cock really satisfy you now?"

It felt again as if I were going out on the high diving board. My stomach did little flip-flops.

"Tell me the truth, baby," Tonya insisted.

"I don’t know.... I guess.... Yes!" I admitted, blushing.

"Tell me about it. I want to know what is going on inside you. Are you doing it for me, or are you really turned on by a man's penis now?"

"I'm...," I stammered, not know what I wanted to say or how to explain it. "Their cocks ... now ... I don't know why, but ... they really turn me on! I never even thought about that before, or if I did, I thought it must be gross. What man would be turned on by another man's penis? I mean, I've seen other guys' cocks and you always wonder how big they are or what they look like, but I never even thought about sex with another guy.

"But now, now that I've tried it...."

"Yes?"

"I can't believe how sexy it is! When my lips are on one of their cocks, sliding over it.... Their cocks are so big, so hot.... When it fills my mouth.... It is so exciting! I can feel it swelling and straining. It's so ... powerful, so ... sexy!"

"Oh, I know, baby! But is it different for a guy? I mean, a gal is supposed to like it, but a guy...."

"I don't know what it's like for a girl...."

"But what is it like for you, to be a guy who is sucking off a guy?"

"It's ... it's electric! It's so ... submissive. You are so ... lowering yourself, putting yourself at his mercy, giving in to him. It's ... it feels like ... like I'm melting. Like all the strength is going out of me. But it ... it feels great, in a way. Like I'm giving up, giving up everything: ego, defensiveness, pride, manliness. I'm bowing down to him and that's all that matters in the world at that moment."

"Yes, that's it!" Tonya agreed.

"And I can't believe how good that feels! And how exciting!"

"And what about the fucking?"

"Oh, God, Tonya, that's even better! When his cock is in me, when my ass is all relaxed and his cock is pumping in and out of me, oh, God, I love that feeling! I'm helpless—and I love being helpless! I’m weak—and I want to feel weak, to be in his power! His strength and my weakness: that just makes me his! And I want that cock to just keep stroking me, going in and out of me. I want him to use me, to own me. I want to belong to him!"

"Oh, yes! I know! And that's why I want Brian’s baby inside of me! That same feeling! I'm his woman and I'm going to give him a baby! So are you ... are you starting to hunger for them? Are you thinking about their cocks when they're not here? Are you impatient for the next time you can suck or fuck a cock? Are you dreaming about them, daydreaming about their cocks?"

How did she know me that well?

"Well, uh ... yes!" I strangled out.

“Oh, look at you!” Tonya said, gesturing toward my stiff penis, with a bead of pre-cum on its end. “This discussion has gotten you all hot again! Should I call one of your boyfriends over?”

I sputtered. “No! I’m OK. Actually I’m feeling tired and I never had any lunch.”

“Oh, I forgot! I just had breakfast and yours was probably ages ago! But first, let me give you something to drink!”

I lay down on the floor and Tonya crouched over me. I saw her pee hole open up and then a stream of her golden liquid poured into my mouth. I welcomed its salty warmth and swallowed it gratefully.

“That’s just between you and me, Johnny. Other men or women can have my cunt or my ass, but only you can have my piss. Now make yourself some lunch. Why don’t you put on a pretty apron while you do it?” she suggested.

I blushed, but I put on the apron and made myself a sandwich, while Tonya took a shower.

After lunch she said, “Johnny, I think you’ve had enough excitement for one weekend. I don’t want you masturbating or looking at any more pornography. Let’s have a normal day for the rest of today.”

She only went back on that at the end of the day.

“Johnny, I see that you didn’t sleep in my bed last night. That pleases me very much! This room will be my room from now on. This will be my bed and I will let you know when I want you to sleep with me: otherwise you will expect to sleep in the guest room. I may want you to sleep with me most nights that I don’t have company, but it will be strictly up to me. I think you have lost your prerogative to insist on your ‘husbandly rights,’ don’t you?”

I nodded.

“But tonight I want you to sleep with me.” So after I moved my clothes to the guest room, I slipped into bed with her. It felt so good to snuggle up with her, almost as if we were a normal married couple, except that we were both wearing nightgowns! After a few minutes Tonya started squirming.

“Baby, I know I said no more sex today, but I really want to feel your mouth on my cunt and ass again. I think that would be so relaxing.” So I sucked her cunt. After her shower and the passage of time, I couldn’t taste much evidence of Brian’s cum. As Tonya had predicted, I found myself actually disappointed. I enjoyed licking out her ass more, feeling the muscles squeeze my tongue and smelling the musky scents of her back passage.

I noticed that Tonya wasn’t getting too excited, almost as if she were falling asleep on me. After a while she murmured that that was good enough and she was ready to go to sleep now and thanked me. I was a little crestfallen that I hadn’t gotten her off. Another failure. I wrapped my hand around my own frustrated erection and let that comfort me as I fell asleep.


-Day 38 & 39 Monday & Tuesday-

"Wake up, sleepyhead," Tonya chided. I opened my eyes to see her straddling my face, her fragrant cunt before me. "Open wide for your breakfast juice!" I opened my mouth and her dark golden urine began to splash into my mouth. I swallowed quickly, fearful of spilling her nectar on our bed. Her stream seemed to go on forever, forcing me to swallow several mouthfuls of strong pee. When she was done she lowered herself so I could lick her pee hole clean, then she lifted up.

"Oh, baby, I love doing that! It makes me feel so powerful, up above you. It's as if you're under my command and I can order you to do anything, even drink my piss. It's such a rush! And to see you taking it, swallowing it! What deeper acceptance could another person show me? And to know that the rest of the day you are going around with my piss in your tummy—it makes me feel closer to you!"

The rest of the day was mostly uneventful, except Tonya specifically told me not to masturbate at work and then repeated that admonition that evening. After dinner she called Brian and talked to him on the phone like a schoolgirl with a crush, giggling and whispering and cooing at him.

After she hung up she told me, "God, he gets me so hot!" She told me to get between her knees and suck her off. Her pussy was already wet and she came quickly in my mouth.

"Mmmph!" she snorted. "That reminds me so much of my orgasms when you were trying to fuck me—coming with an empty cunt! It's OK, but ... not the same as...." She invited me to sleep with her again. My cock was hard, but Tonya ignored it.

The next day was much the same. Tonya continued to forbid me to masturbate. She said she was planning something for Wednesday night and she needed me horny.


-Day 40 Wednesday-

At dinner Tonya announced that Brian, Calvin, and David were all coming over. She had me give her an enema and told me to give myself one too, so I had an inkling what was on the agenda.

The doorbell rang and Tonya greeted Brian and his two friends. She sat down on the couch with Brian and kissed him and snuggled up next to him.

“Tell David and Calvin our news, baby!” Tonya said to me. “Tell them what’s going to happen on Saturday night!” We hadn’t discussed whether our arrangement with Brian was going to be public knowledge, but obviously Tonya had decided that my humiliation should be public, at least among our “group.”

I swallowed hard and felt my face begin to redden. How could I still be capable of embarrassment? I guess it meant that this was another step deeper into cuckoldry. The fact that I could feel shame about this proved it was even more abject than being ass-fucked or drinking piss or eating cum. Tonya was a genius at pushing my buttons.

“We’ve decided … Tonya’s decided … well, I guess we’ve decided that Tonya will … that we want Tonya to get pregnant … and that … we want Brian … we want Brian to be the father.”

Calvin’s and David’s jaws dropped.

“Whoa!” Calvin whistled. “You’re gonna let another guy knock up your wife??? You want him to get her pregnant??? Is there some problem? I mean, are you shooting blanks or something?”

“Not as far as we know,” Tonya answered. “No, it’s nothing like that. It’s not like a genetic disease or anything either—unless you consider small-dickedness a disease! Tell them why, Johnny.”

I swallowed again, my mouth dry.

“It’s … it’s that … I’m … I’m not the right man for the job. I’m … I’m not man enough to be … to be the father of Tonya’s baby. She should have a real man … for the father of her baby.”

“That’s right!” said Tonya, hugging herself to Brian.

“Well, wait a second,” Calvin piped up. “If you need a real man to do the job, I’ll volunteer!” he said, hefting his package.

“Yeah, why don’t we just all do you and see whose boys do the job?” David asked.

“Well, that’s a generous offer!” Tonya replied. “Maybe next time! But for now I’ve decided that I want Brian to be the father of my first child. I’ve stopped my birth control and I should be ovulating about Saturday. That’s when Brian is going to do the honors.”

“So you’re off limits tonight?” David asked. “So what are we here for? Aren’t we going to party?”

“Use your imagination, silly!” Tonya chided. “There’s several more holes here that no one ever got pregnant using! Or would you rather just go home?”

“Hell, no! I’m ready to party! I need some relief!” David answered.

“Well, good, because my ass needs some fucking!” Tonya told him. “Johnny, get David ready. I want his cock in my ass!”

David and Tonya quickly stripped down. I got the jar of lube and knelt in front of David. I took his hardening meat in my hand. It felt so good! I stroked it gently and looked at it. My mouth cried out to taste it! Before I knew it, I had taken it into my mouth. I just had to suck on it. The spongy hardness of it and its manly smell were so sexy. It felt good in my mouth.

“Do you like it, baby?” Tonya taunted. “Do you like David’s cock? Are you getting it ready for me—or for you? Do you want it in your ass? Well, you can’t have it now! I want it! So get it lubed up!”

I reluctantly took my mouth off David’s man-sized penis and generously greased it for my wife’s ass. Tonya got on all fours.

“Put him in me, Johnny! Your wife needs some fucking and you’ve got the cock for the job in your hand!” She shook her ass seductively at us. “My husband can’t satisfy me. He needs to find some man-meat to fill me!”

I guided David’s cock to Tonya’s puckered hole. Lines radiated out from it like a starburst. David’s knob dwarfed it and I wondered again how her ass would accommodate his thickness. Tonya sighed as his organ touched her bottom and he began to pierce her. Her face was screwed up in concentration as she tried to relax and allow him to penetrate her defenses. I watched in fascination as her anus began to swallow his penis inch by inch.

“Oh, yes! Oh, God, that feels so good!” Tonya proclaimed. “Fuck my dirty ass, Davey! Make me your whore!” David grunted his agreement and worked his cock deeper into her backside with short thrusts.

My brain was sparking with the heat of it. I was watching again as my wife’s ass was claimed by another man, while at the same time remembering how good that cock had felt in my own rectum! I could not take my eyes off the spectacle of his glistening shaft disappearing into that ring of muscle, only to reappear seconds later. I watched as Tonya’s anus clung to his thickness, squeezing it so deliciously as he probed her. I could see how tight her ass was by the indentation in his cock flesh.

“Do you love it, baby?” Tonya said to me. “Do you love to watch a man fuck me?”

“Yes!” I choked out, my mouth dry with my excitement.

“Then come kiss me! Lie down here and kiss me while I let another man have my ass!” I shinnied into position at ninety degrees to her, so that her face hung above mine. She bent down to lock lips with me, while David sawed in and out of her.

“Do you love me, baby? Do you love me even though I won’t let you fuck me and I let other men fuck me and fuck my ass?”

“Yes!” I moaned into her mouth.

“God, his cock feels good, Johnny! I’m close now. Thank me, baby—thank me for cuckolding you.” She reached under herself and began to scrub her clitoris while David screwed her ass.

“Thank you!” I obeyed. “Thank you for cuckolding me! Thank you for screwing other men and letting me watch!”

“You’re so welcome, baby!” she shouted. “Oh! Oh, fuck! Oh, oh, oh!” she cried as her orgasm overcame her. Her face was contorted with the intensity of her pleasure as her ass spasmed around his cock. I kissed her as she coasted down from her peak. I could feel the tremors as David still thrust into her, but he wasn’t far behind.

“Oh, Jesus! Fuck! Arrgghh!” he cried as he emptied his balls into her rectum. “Shit!” Tonya held still, her eyes closed so she could feel every twitch of his cock spilling his seed into her. David pushed her forward, trying vainly to bury himself even deeper in her behind.

“That’s it, baby!” Tonya said to him. “Shoot your cum into my ass! Oh, God, I love to feel your stuff squirt into me!” She turned her attention back to me and found my mouth. “Mmm!” she moaned into our kiss. “Johnny, that feels so good to have a big cock explode in my whore’s ass! I’m so glad you’re the kind of husband who wants me to have that.

“Do you want to eat my ass now, baby?” she asked me. “You really need other men now, don’t you, baby? You need them to prepare my ass and cunt for you to eat! You need Brian to put a baby in my tummy for you! You depend on them. You must be so grateful to them!”

“Yeah,” I whispered.

“Then eat my cummy ass!” she whispered back. I crawled under her and watched as David withdrew his shaft. I gasped as her anus gaped open, stretched wide by his girth. Almost immediately a gout of his slime gushed out and I opened my mouth to catch the hot seed. It was a delirious mixture of cum, lube, and ass juices.

I sealed my lips to Tonya’s portal like a soul kiss, sucking more of the nectar from her. My tongue snaked into her stretched opening, licking up her lover’s spend. I could feel her sphincters trying to shrink closed after their rough treatment and their caress of my tongue excited me. I kissed her ass more fervently, trying to express my devotion and my joy. As perverted as it was, I really loved her ass like this!

My cock stood up hard. Tonya grasped it and spread the seeping pre-cum up and down the shaft. I hissed with the exquisiteness of the sensation and the nearness of my orgasm. But Tonya knew me too well and let go before I could reach my release.

“Clean up David too, Johnny! I know you love his big cock too!” I crawled out from under her and looked at David’s cock. His half-hard penis was still bigger than my painfully erect one. It was red and glistening with lube and Tonya’s ass juices and his cum.

I gratefully took his cockhead into my mouth and he moaned with pleasure. I enjoyed the feel of his hot flesh in my mouth and the taste of his cum and Tonya’s scents. I licked up from the base of his shaft to clean all the cum and lube off his prick. I felt like an altar boy carefully attending to his duties as the priest and the deacon starred in the show.

“Now it’s Calvin’s turn!” Tonya announced.

“Now we’re talking, baby!” Calvin agreed. His ebony cock was already hard from the sexy show he’d been watching.

“Come lie down over here, baby,” Tonya told him. “Johnny's gonna get you ready for me to ride!”

She turned to me. “You want to see that big black cock fuck my ass, cucky?”

“Mm-hmm,” I muttered.

She took my drooling dick in her hand and pumped it a couple times.

“Grease him up then! Get his cock all slick so it can slip into my bowels!”

I took the lube and grasped the thickness of his spear in my hand, hefting its mass. I swabbed the lube up and down his shaft, enjoying the sensation of my hand sliding over his hot flesh, feeling his blood filling and throbbing with lust for my wife’s ass.

“Hold him up for me, baby. Put his cock into my ass!” Tonya ordered as she mounted him and lowered her behind toward his penis. Her asshole still looked red, gleaming with lube, and distended from her earlier fucking, making it all the more whorish-looking, like a mouth eager to devour Calvin’s rod.

I held Calvin’s cock, aiming it carefully at its target as Tonya lowered herself onto it. This time her ass swallowed it up with only a little bit of effort. I watched as she bounced herself up and down, his cock disappearing into her inch by inch. I let go of Calvin’s cock and she sank down until she was sitting on him. I sighed with arousal as I imagined how his cock felt deep in her ass.

Calvin reached up and grasped her firm tits in his hands. The contrast of his black hands squeezing her white breasts was wrong and yet electrically arousing. His hold on her tits somehow put him in charge of her, even though she loomed over him.

Tonya began a long slow fucking of Calvin’s cock, her taut ring of flesh stroking his shaft up and down. I watched the nexus where her anus clutched at his cock and I could not take my eyes off of it, imagining how his cock felt in her and her ass felt on him. I grabbed my cock and began to stroke myself with my greasy hand, knowing that my release could only be moments away.

Tonya saw me. Her own eyes were glazed with lust, but she managed to croak out, “Squirt on me, baby! Squirt on my ass with another man’s cock in me! Bless our fuck with your cum!”

I trembled with the lewdness of it, but I obeyed. I sidled up with the edge of the couch, aiming my cock at her pistoning ass. I looked at the creamy expanse of her ass cheeks and the red ring of her anus stretched around the black cock. My cock swelled in my hand and a second later I was squirting my sperm onto her left ass cheek.

“Oh, baby, I feel your hot cum on my ass! Fuck! Lick it off now! Kiss your cuckold cum off my fucking ass!”

With difficulty I managed to swipe my tongue at my squirt and to seal my lips to her gyrating rear end.

“Shoot in me, Calvin! I want your black cum up my ass! Fuck me! Fuck my white ass!”

That was good enough for Calvin. He grabbed her hips with his big black hands and bucked up into her, holding her down to keep himself buried to the hilt in her ass. A second later he was yelling out a string of profanity as his semen shot into her colon. He bucked up into her in spasmodic jerks as his penis filled her with his sperm.

“Oh, God!” Tonya cried as she scrubbed at her clit with a free hand. “I’m gonna come again! Oh shit! Oh, God, that feels so good!” She gritted her teeth and screwed her eyes shut as her ass convulsed around Calvin’s cock.

In my post-orgasmic haze I sighed in awe at the power of the scene before me. The sheer eroticism of it was stunning. I was humbled at how little I could hope to inspire that kind of lust and pleasure in my own wife. I could only stand back in admiration and be thankful that she allowed me to share this with her in some small way.

Tonya collapsed on Calvin’s chest and allowed him to kiss her. Somehow that was more threatening than his fucking her. Suddenly they were a couple instead of two performers in a sex show. I felt as if I were in a bubble, drifting away. Tonya called me back.

“Suck Calvin’s cum out of my ass, baby!”

I was all the more eager, in order to reestablish my connection with her, my devotion to her. I bent down between her ass cheeks and watched as she pulled herself up and forward, sliding Calvin’s slick meatpole from her bunghole. I swooped in as soon as she pulled free, catching the cream that flooded out. I felt her ass clench as she attempted to squeeze a snack for me out of her plundered rectum. My lips slid all around her hole on the slippery mixture of jism and lube. I licked into her hole, scooping up tonguefuls of the slimy potion.

“Eat Cal too, baby,” Tonya directed, reaching down between her legs and raising the chocolate fuckpole to my lips. I bobbed up and down on it, inhaling all the stray cum and lube off his veined shaft. She returned to kissing Calvin while I sucked on his cock, to my jealous consternation. However, as soon as I was done she rolled off him.

“Wow!” Tonya said with a rush of breath. “Well, we’ve taken care of everybody but Brian. I wonder who wants to take care of him?” she said, as she took my spent cock in hand and began to massage it. “We have one person who hasn’t been fucked and one who hasn’t fucked anyone. Do you think they should get together, Johnny? Since he’s gonna knock up your wife on Saturday, would you like to have some special time with Brian? Would you like to feel what I’m gonna feel when he gives me a baby? Or do you want him to save up his sperm, so he’ll be sure to have plenty for me? Would you rather I fucked you with my dildo?”

I wasn’t sure what I wanted. I’d come just minutes ago, but beating off wasn’t the same as getting fucked.

“You think about, baby. You don’t have to answer right away. Hand me that lube jar.” She took the jar and turned me so she could work some lube up my backside. I felt one, then two greasy fingers penetrate my anus. Almost immediate as she began to slowly finger-fuck me, my poor cock began to inflate again.

“I’m sure the boys would like to see me do you. I can’t decide which would be more humiliating: to be dildo-fucked by a woman in front of them, to let your wife prove she’s a better fucker than you, or to be fucked by the man who’s fucking your wife, to submit to the same cock that is cuckolding you? Which would you rather, Johnny?

“Come here, Brian,” she asked him. She continued reaming me with two fingers, prodding my prostate with her fingertips. “Johnny, suck on Brian’s cock. Get it nice and hard. Calvin, would you bring me my dildo? It’s in the nightstand next to my bed.”

I wrapped my lips around Brian’s hardening cock. Its girth filled my mouth. It felt strange to have my attention divided between the fingers in my ass and the cock in my mouth. I sensed the growing fuzziness of my thinking as lust began to cloud my mind.

Calvin approached with the large dildo, almost the same size as Brian’s organ. Tonya had Calvin stop and hold it near Brian’s pelvis.

“I know you want to be entered, Johnny. That’s the lust that burns in the breast of a cuckold. You long to give up the charade of being a man, of being the doer. You long to be the passive one, the one who is filled.

“But there is another wish. It is the wish to connect with a real man, to experience the power of a manly man. Watching a real man fuck your wife gives you that connection. You can drink in that power through your eyes. You can bask in the raw animal energy of his fucking and the mind-bending orgasms he gives your wife. And then after—you can literally drink in his power as you suck his powerful juice out of your wife’s cunt or ass.

“But even better to be able to connect with that masculine power directly: to be able to suck on that magnificent cock, to be able to feel it enter your ass, to feel that awesome fucking energy directly. Feel him spurt his precious juice into your body! There is a tiny triumph in that: to drain his masculine gift and claim a little bit of it for yourself.

“Compared to that, a dildo fuck by your mistress is a pale reflection. Sure, you delight in the submission to her, in throwing away your masculinity. You’re less of a man than your own wife! But she has no cum to fill you with, no magic male energy to bestow.

“So you really want that cock, don’t you? Tell me now: do you want this ass filled with Brian’s meat or my dildo?”

Her fingers plunged into me, tantalizing my prostate, stretching my ass deliciously. I think I would have had trouble adding two plus two at that second. Under the pressure of her suggestion, there was no doubt as to the outcome.

“His. His … cock.”

“That’s a fine kettle of fish! A devoted wife offers her husband a perfectly nice ass-fucking and, no, he’d rather be fucked by her boyfriend! Well, I think that’s asking a lot. I think you’d better beg for my permission.”

I groaned as she worked a third finger into my rectum. I was pushing myself back against her hand, while I sucked on Brian’s cock as if it were a mother’s teat.

“Please! Please … let him fuck … me! Oh, God, I need it! I want it so bad!”

“Well if I let you fuck him, I think I should get something in return. After all, you are spurning me, your own wife! Let’s see … what should I ask for? Now I've already told you that your little worm of a penis will never fuck me ever again, right? You’ve agreed that’s fair, haven’t you?” She stabbed her fingers deep into my rectum.

“Ugh!” I cried at the delicious penetration. “Yes! Yes, I agree!”

‘Would you agree, then, that you shouldn’t cheat any other woman either, by trying to fuck her with your baby weenie? Do you agree that your little dick should never enter a woman’s mouth or cunt or ass ever again?”

My God, that sounded final! What man would ever agree to that? To never feel that sweet tunnel ever again? To never even have a chance of having offspring? It had already been how long? It felt like years, but it had only been weeks.

Tonya reached through my legs and began to milk my stiff cock.

“You won’t be giving up anything really, baby. What chance do you have of getting a woman in bed with you? You’ll be too busy sucking cum out of my cunt and sucking cocks and getting fucked up the ass, not to mention being nursemaid to the babies I have by my boyfriends.

“It’s not what you want anyway: you have much better orgasms with a cock or a dildo up your ass than you ever did fucking me. We’ll just be protecting some poor girl from disappointment, some girl that doesn’t know better or is so desperate that she’d settle for your little worm.

“But I want you to agree. I want to hear you admit it and do it of your own free will: ‘Yes, Tonya, I agree that I will never fuck a woman the rest of my life.’ Then I’ll let Brian fuck you to your heart’s content!”

She stretched out her fingers and raked them against my prostate and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of the tip of my cock.

I felt that familiar feeling of reality dropping way from me, like a super-fast elevator dropping. My stomach did a flip-flop as I realized that Tonya was probably right. I was headed down a path where my poor cock would never fuck anything ever again! And my stomach did another flip when I realized that I would agree to whatever she asked of me, even that.

“I … my cock … will never fuck a woman … ever again!”

“You agree to that?”

“Yes!”

“Good boy! Well, then you should have a nice fuck with a nice long, fat, manly cock!”

Tonya splayed me over the back of the couch and I felt Brian come up behind me. I was dying to feel his cock in my ass! Tonya had revved my ass up so well: it felt hot and loose and tingly—and so empty! I sighed as I felt the mushroom of his cockhead nudge my as cheeks aside and begin to press into my anus.

His cock slipped in with no pain, just blessed tightness. It felt so big, so hot, so thick, so smooth! I gasped as it pressed deeper and deeper into me. When it touched my swollen prostate I thought I’d pass out. Then his cock prodded the top of my rectum, as his thighs hit my ass.

My mouth hung open in ecstasy as Brian began to saw in and out of my hole. My rectum heated up with the friction. I wanted it to go on and on! Every thrust was sending electricity through my ass and up my cock. The fact that I’d come only a short time before somehow made it even better: I wasn’t desperate to come; I was only desperate to keep feeling his cock plunge in and out of me.

Tonya reached under me and lubed up my cock. She began a steady milking of my organ that was heavenly.

“Feel his manly energy, baby!” she whispered in my ear. “That’s what a man is supposed to feel like! That’s a real fuck! Isn’t it wonderful! Soak it up, feel his sexual power! He owns you, Johnny! You’re his! Don’t you love that? Don’t you want him way up inside you? Don’t you want to surrender, to belong to him, to be his slave, to cling to his strength?”

“Oh! God!” I cried out, feeling everything she was saying!

“You aren’t tenth of the man he is! You’re like a different species compared to him. You're like a woman compared to him. Do you want to be his woman? This is your peak, when a man’s big cock is inside you!”

Her words and her hand were driving my insane with lust. But my cock was only half-hard because I’d already come, despite how much I was loving Brian’s fucking. As she jacked me I could feel Brian starting to become more ragged in his thrusting, more desperate, wilder, and I knew his ejaculation could not be far off.

Tonya hissed in my ear, “Feel the cock that will fuck a baby into my womb while your sperm will never find an egg!”

Brian groaned an animal cry while he slammed his pelvis again my ass. His cockhead strained against the top of my rectum. I felt his penis throb and then spasm over and over, spewing is hot spunk into me. My heart skipped a beat as I felt the sexual energy of his orgasm like a sun in my groin. Tonya milked my cock frantically and I moaned as my own orgasm wouldn’t happen.

“Fuck shit!” Brian cursed, a crude testimony to the excellence of his orgasm. My own head swam in a sexual daze, but my ass felt so good wrapped around his long, thick cock. I wanted it to stay like that.

But I knew he was a man. The cock wants to do its business and be gone. It lingers only long enough to be sure its load of sperm are deeply planted before it withdraws. I felt his start to back away and his sword withdrew from my scabbard with a sickening <splurt>.

“Poor baby! Couldn’t come again so soon, eh?” Tonya murmured as she held her hand to my yawning orifice, holding the flood of cum in there. “C’mon, baby, I’ll feed you Brian’s yummy cum. You can eat your own luscious cream pie!”

Tonya continued to cup my ass like an attentive nurse. Then she bade me to squat and squirt the contents of my ass into her hand, which she fed to me as if it were ambrosia.

“That’s your man’s precious gift, Johnny! You can’t get enough of his manly essence! That’s his life juice that your sexy ass coaxed out of him! It’s his tribute to your desirability! You made him hot enough to shoot! It’s your little victory!"

After that Tonya packed the men off, to my surprise. But she didn’t invite me into her bed.

“After a girl’s been fucked, she wants to go to bed dreaming about her man! You go to your bed and think about the man whose just fucked you! Let the heat in your ass warm you and let the tingle deep inside you remind you of what just happened and relive it over and over! Don’t let me distract you!”

I got ready for bed, very aware of my stretched and pounded ass. As I put on my feminine nightie, it seemed only too appropriate, given the way I’d been plumbed. I thought back to Tonya’s taunt that I wanted to be a man’s “sissy wife,” and I shivered! I felt the telltale wetness between my ass cheeks reminding me that Brian’s cum and lube were still oozing out of my stretched backside!

When I lay down I was exhausted, but I felt satisfied too. Despite everything that had happened and would happen, I didn’t feel worried or troubled. True to Tonya’s prediction, the warmth in my ass seemed to envelop me in a warm cocoon. I drifted off into a very pleasant sleep, my last thoughts of the sensation of Brian’s cock filling me.


-Day 41, Day 42 Thursday & Friday-

The next two days went by relatively uneventfully. Tonya repeatedly reminded me that Saturday was the big day when Brian would get her pregnant, as if pregnancy could be planned like the D-Day invasion.  She jokingly called it "P-Day." She marked the calendar with the days since her period in big black numbers, like a countdown.

She said that her body felt different, as if her knowing that this time she could actually get pregnant had hyped up her hormones or something. She said her breasts felt fuller and her pussy felt tingly, as if it were salivating for Brian’s cock. Every night she had me eat her out while she fantasized about Brian knocking her up. She said she wasn’t going to have sex with him again until that night because she wanted him to be horny and to have a big load of sperm for her.

She had me jerk off to the pregnancy pictures on the laptop, but she didn’t do anything else with me. She said she wanted me extra horny for Saturday.


-Day 43 Saturday: “P-Day"-

Finally the day arrived. Tonya was walking on clouds, but nervous as well, like a bride on her wedding day. She said she wanted everything to be perfect. She laid out her lingerie: lacy white thong panties, a demi-cup bra, white lacy garter belt and white silk stockings. She had me help her bathe and shave her legs, then she had me trim her pubic hair short. Then she talked to me while she put on her make-up.

“Johnny, I have to tell you about something I want to do, and I hope it won’t upset you too much. With the way so much has changed between you and me and Brian and me, I just don’t feel right only wearing the wedding ring you gave me. I mean, I am still your wife in many ways, but since you don’t fuck me anymore and Brian does, and since I’m going to have his baby, I want to wear something to show him how much I care for him too.

“When I meet him tonight, he’s going to give me a ring we had made at the jewelers. I’m going to let him put it on my ring finger. So I need to take your rings off to make room for his. I bought a chain at the jewelers, and I’m going to wear your rings on it, around my neck. It’ll be closer to my heart that way. His ring will be closer to my pussy. Doesn’t that seem right? I’ll still be wearing your rings, just not where faithful wives wear theirs.

“I know that might be hard for you, but it will make Brian very happy, I’m sure. And it will make me happy, so I hope you can get used to it.”

She looked me in the eye.

“Since you put these rings on me when we got engaged and when we got married, I want you to be the one to take them off.”

She stretched her hand toward me. I saw the rings she had worn for over two years.

“They are like links in a chain, Johnny. A wedding ring is supposed to keep a wife chained, show that she is the husband’s possession. Unchain me, Johnny! Set me free. We don’t need chains in our relationship.”

I reached out and slid the wedding band and the engagement ring over her knuckle. I was surprised how easily it came off. My wedding band fit much more snugly. She held out a thin gold chain and I took the end and slipped the rings onto it. How convenient to have a condemned man who will slip his head into the noose for you! The rings slid to the center, looking somewhat forlorn off her hand. She clasped the chain around her neck. It slipped between her breasts, well below where it would show under most blouses. She put her hand over them and pressed them to her. Then she kissed me.

“Johnny, you are so good to me! I do love you, darling, even if it isn't always in a way you understand.”

Again my stomach did its little flip-flop as I felt part of my old world falling away. She would wear his ring, not mine. Fuck his cock. Sleep in his bed. Bear his baby.

Tonya looked at my face and saw how lost I felt.

“Oh, baby! It is so hard for you, isn’t it? But it’s a good thing! You are throwing off your old illusions. The scales fall from your eyes and you can truly see!  Don’t be trapped in your traditional ideas. A man like you can’t possess a wife. Are you the big strong man with the little woman by his side? That suit doesn’t fit you! Throw it off and good riddance!

“A man like you worships his wife! He thanks her for letting him be part of her life in any way! He falls over himself to show her his devotion, to be of use to her in any way. He’s happy just to be her handmaiden, her piss bucket, her cum drop, her ass licker. He spreads her cunt lips for her lover to fuck her.”

She pushed down on my shoulders to make me kneel at her feet and pressed my face to her belly.

“Worship me, Johnny! Celebrate that I removed your rings, so that you can acknowledge that you are more my slave than my husband! Exult that I still wear your rings around my neck! Let your heart burst with your love for me! Beg me to let you be there when my lover gets me with child! Pray that this belly will soon swell with Brian’s baby!”

I buried my face in the silken skin of her stomach. My eyes welled up with tears and I sobbed against her belly. I put my arms around her hips and hugged her hard to me.

"Don't leave me, Tonya! I'll do whatever you say, whatever you want!"

"That's it, baby! Let it out! Show how pitiful you feel! Don't be afraid to show how weak and unmanly you are! You really are powerless, aren’t you? I love it when you can show me how little of a man you are! Cry like a woman!" My body was racked with sobs.

"Poor baby! It hurts so much. I'm sorry it has to hurt so much, although in another way your pain excites me too! It shows how much you are willing to give up for me! To give up all that pride, all those illusions. You're grieving all those dreams you were taught to dream. You won't be a fireman, or a jet pilot, or a cowboy. And you won't be a big strong man with a submissive wife. It hurts to give up those hopes.

"But those were always false hopes, Johnny, at least for a sissy boy like you.  Little boys' dreams don't fit all little boys. What about the little boys who are small, weak, scared, and a little feminine? What are they to do? Should they compete with the big, strong, brave, manly boys and get ripped to shreds?

"So let those dreams go, baby. Cry them out and put them to rest. Show me how much it hurts, because I love to see that! But when you throw off those shackles you'll be free to serve me, to be my perfect helper. And you'll be free to go wherever your real inclinations take you. You don't have to be a man! Maybe you're better cut out to be a girl! You can be whoever you are meant to be!

"You don't have to fuck a wife and knock her up. But you can witness that miracle and celebrate it tonight. And you can share that every day, as you watch my belly grow and see the ultrasounds and hear the heartbeat and feel the kicks. You can share that with me in every way but one. And I want to share that all with you! Tonight, tomorrow, every day.

"Do you want to share it with me? Do you want to help me get ready for my big night? You can help make me so sexy and desirable that Brian's cock will be bursting to fuck me! Do you want to see me put on his ring? Do you want to be there when our son or daughter is conceived? Do you want to be the one who puts his big cock in my drooling pussy so he can fuck a baby into me?"

I held her body tight to mine. I couldn't imagine a life without her. I felt so weak, so helpless! I wanted whatever would keep us together, no matter how, no matter what I had to stoop to. I raised my tear-stained face, looking past her naked breasts, past her wedding rings dangling on a chain instead of on her finger.

"Yes!" I croaked. "I want to be with you! I want to be there. I'll do whatever you want."

"Oh, Johnny," she said, chuckling to herself. "Now if you aren't a sight, crying, clinging to me! What girl wouldn't want you for her hero?" she said sarcastically. "But do you want whatever I want, or are you just going along? I want to fuck Brian tonight and to get pregnant. Do you want that too? Will you help me? Will you be happy for me? Excited for it? Will your cock get hard to know that you are the ultimate cuckold, that he's made your wife's womb his bastard's nursery?"

"Yes," I blubbered and began to sob again. "I want whatever will make you happy!"

"And does it make Little Johnny happy, make him hard? Does your little willie stiffen at the thought?" She reached down and took my dick in her hand and stroked it to life. "Say it with me. 'I want to be the ultimate cuckold. I want another man to give my wife a baby!' "

"I ... want it. I ... want him to ... cuckold me. To give you a baby!" My cock swelled in her hand. She stroked it and whispered in my ear.

"Remember! You don't want to be a man. That's too much pressure. You're not up to it. You're more like a woman. Let Brian be the man."

"I can't be the man!" I squeaked. "Let him do it!"

"Yes! That’s right! What a relief for you! Let him do it. Let him be the daddy. Thank God he'll do it!"

"Thank God!" I sighed.

"You be my girlfriend! Help me get ready for my big night. Be excited for me!

"At least this way, I'll stay with you, right?" Tonya went on. She let go of my stiff cock and lay back on the bed. "Kiss the pussy that will cuckold you tonight. Thank this pussy for letting you off the hook. Thank God that you'll never have to put your little dick in a pussy ever again!"

I was overcome with fear and confusion and desperation and relief. 'At least I'll stay with you'! Yes! Whatever, if she'll stay with me, it's worth it. I kissed her pussy with great eagerness and fervor.

"Thank you! Thank you!" I croaked into her pussy. Tonya stroked my hair and smiled as I prostrated myself before her unfaithful vagina.

After Tonya’s systematic dismantling of my ego, we proceeded to dress her for the night’s momentous events. I held her thong out with trembling hands as she stepped into it and I pulled it up her creamy thighs and over her beauteous derriere. Its white lace accented her nearly naked charms and made her all the more ravishing. I fumbled her strapless bra around her torso and pulled it so that it offered her breasts on a platter for her lover to admire. I pulled her garter belt around her middle and I felt as if I were wrapping a present for Brian to unwrap. I rolled her white stockings up her curvaceous legs and fought with the garters until I finally got them fastened.

Tonya admired herself in the mirror, imagining the impact the ensemble would have on her lover. She smiled widely, evidently pleased with the overall effect. She looked like a whorish fairy princess.

“Do you think he’ll like it? Will it make his big cock even bigger? Will he burn to spurt his seed into me?”

“I… I’m… s-s-sure he will,” I stammered.

“Good! Now help me put on my dress.” I helped her squeeze into the diaphanous dress she had purchased last weekend for the occasion, a white cocktail dress with a gauzy see-through bodice. Then Tonya slipped on high-heeled sandals. She admired herself again and of course the white-on-white ensemble couldn’t help but make her look like a bride on her wedding day.

“You should watch how I put on my make-up and learn something. One day I may want you to put it on for me, like a make-up artist. Or maybe you’ll want to put some on yourself some day, to make you more feminine and attract a man!”

That gave me an uncomfortable tightness in my stomach, to think of putting on make-up like a girl. I would never want to do that: why would Tonya even suggest it? I loved how she looked in her make-up, but I didn’t have the first idea how to put it on. I didn’t know what 90% of her supplies were even called, much less how to apply them. I’d make her look like clown, or worse. I was sure I couldn‘t learn how to do it.

“Don’t look like that! Do you think girls are born knowing how to put on make-up? Do you think it’s genetic, like growing a clitoris? We learn how to do it from other girls! If I learned how to do it, you can. This is sheer foundation. You apply it all over to make your skin appear smoother. It hides little spots and wrinkles. Mine has a little shine to it, to give my face a glow. It has to match your skin tone, or it will clash with your eyes and hair color and look too artificial. I use a make-up sponge to give a smooth application.” She quickly applied it all over in a thin layer.

“Now I apply a loose powder, with a brush, to finish off the foundation.” A quick few brush strokes and she was done. “Now the artistry starts. I use a highlight powder to emphasize my cheekbones. And a blusher to give my cheeks a little color. And then a dark contour powder below that and a light-light powder above to make my cheekbones stand out even more. And then a few quick strokes to blend everything together subtly.”

I had no idea it was so complicated. But the effect was striking! And we hadn’t even done her eyes or lips yet.

“Now eyeliner to make my lashes look longer.” She deftly dragged a dark brushstroke along the edge of each eyelid. “The eye shadow has three colors. The middle color is for the lid.” She used a Q-tip looking applicator. “The dark color is for the crease.” She used a tiny brush. “The light color is for just under the eyebrow. It makes my eyes look larger.” Her eyes jumped out at me, very smoldering.

“An eyebrow pencil has to be used very sparingly, just to fill in any unevenness.” Out came a weird contraption that I had always wondered what it was for, looking like a cross between scissors and tongs. “This is a special occasion, so I’m going to curl my eyelashes. I wouldn’t do that just for going to work.” She clamped the contraption on her eyelashes. “It curls them up instead of straight out, so there’s a starburst effect that makes your lashes look longer.

“Then they’re ready for the mascara. It darkens and thickens your lashes, so you can see all the way out to the ends of the lash that are usually invisible.” Her lashes jumped out with a few strokes. “If I only do the outside part of the bottom lashes, it makes my eyes look even bigger. It draws your attention out.” She batted her eyes at me a few times and it took my breath away.

“I want to start with a sealer on my lips so my lipstick will last longer. Then I outline my lips with a lip liner pencil. Lipstick itself is too smeary. Then I brush on my lip color to make it more even. Add a little gloss for a special occasion. Then blot with a tissue—like this—to make absorb some of the oil and make it stick to my lips. Voila!”

She turned to me and she had gone from pretty to model gorgeous in a few minutes.

“How do I look?”

“Like … like a goddess!” I husked out.

“Then bow down to your goddess!”

She was dressed and I was in a camisole and panties. I got on my knees and bowed down, putting my forehead on the floor at her feet.

“Get up now, baby. Sit on my bench here.” She looked at my face with appraisal. “You have good bone structure. With a little help you could really be pretty.”

My insides tightened in anxiety. “But I don’t want to be pretty!”

“Oh, I’m not going to put a lot of make-up on you! Relax! I just want to see…,” she reached out and took my chin in her hand, “…what a little eyeliner would look like…. Now don’t be a baby!”

I resigned myself to letting her do what she liked. I could always wash it off in a minute. She took the eyeliner in hand and painted a line down the base of my eyelashes.

“Now look at that! I only put a little on. It just makes your eyes look prettier. What are you afraid it will ruin your rough tough macho image?”

I looked into the mirror. There was only a slightly more feminine look, but I could just be a man with naturally dark eyelashes. Tonya reached for the mascara and I protested.

“Don’t worry! I just want to see what it looks like! I’ll only put the littlest bit on, just to darken the ends! I won’t gob it on!” I pouted and held still as she just touched the ends of my eyelashes. I hardly felt it.

But when I opened my eyes and looked in the mirror these intense eyes looked back at me. My eyes looked bigger, sexier.

“You have pretty eyes, Johnny. You should show them off. They’re sexy. I knew there was something that attracted me to you!”

A shiver went down my back. After all the abuse that I’d had heaped on me, it was nice to be called sexy for a change. I wouldn’t want to walk into an NFL locker room in bright lights, but I doubted anyone would notice anything amiss in a bar or restaurant.

“Leave it on that way. I guarantee you, if you’re with me, no one will be paying attention to you, man or woman!” She reached over and tweaked my nipple. “But if you like it, you’ll have to learn to put it on yourself! I’m not going to be your chamber maid!”

Tonya brushed her hair and pulled out a headband with some white lace. It wasn’t a veil, but it put me in mind of one. Then she pulled out a white ribbon choker and clasped it around her neck. It definitely added a sexy quality and clashed with the bridal look. She wanted to say, “I’m a bride, but I can get down and dirty.” A tiny spray of musk cologne completed her preparations.

We had already packed for our weekend the night before. We were going back to the same hotel, but this time, Tonya’d had me reserve the Bridal Suite. I loaded our car and Tonya sat in the back, while I chauffeured her to pick up Brian. She had me ring his door and carry his bag to the car. He was dressed in the suit Tonya had picked out for him the week before. It fit him like a glove. He’d had his hair styled and he put me in mind of Clark Kent the moment he whips off his glasses and becomes Superman.

“My God, Tonya,” Brian enthused, “you are a vision of beauty!” He immediately kissed her, but she admonished him not to mess up her make-up.

As we walked into the impressive lobby of the hotel, everybody looked at Tonya in her striking outfit and the handsome beau who escorted her to the front desk. I’m sure everyone assumed they were newlyweds on their honeymoon. I checked them in as “Mr. & Mrs. _______,” using Tonya’s and my last name, but I’m sure the staff assumed that Brian was the “mister.” I must have been taken for their driver or valet. I carried the bags for all three of us as we made our way up to the room.

I used the keycard to open the door and went in. I blushed with humiliation as Brian took Tonya in her arms and carried her over the threshold. He was so strong that it was no sweat, though I'm sure I would have had a hernia even trying that. He set her down and they kissed, oblivious to my presence. When they broke their clinch they surveyed the sumptuous bridal suite.

We were in a large living room. A large flower arrangement graced the side table. I saw that the couch was a hide-a-bed, no doubt where I was going to sleep tonight. Connecting was a huge bedroom with a California king size bed. In the bathroom was a whirlpool bath and well as a stand-up shower.

Tonya squealed with delight as she surveyed the room. This was her fantasy honeymoon suite.

“Oh, Brian, it’s perfect! This is a perfect setting for us to conceive our child!”

I wanted to disappear. Her joy was mortifying.

“I can’t wait for you to give me my ring! Look! See?” She showed off her naked left hand. “I explained everything to Johnny and he took them off himself! I can’t wait to see you wear yours too! Let’s exchange them right now!”

Brian for once looked a little nervous and unsure. But he composed himself and true to the conceit he took out a ring box and then sank to one knee. He looked up at Tonya, truly dazzled by her beauty, and said, “Tonya, will you wear my ring?”

Tonya whooped and yelped, “Yes!” as if it were all a surprise. Brian stood up and slipped a gold ring on her finger. Then she told me to bring her a ring box out of her purse. I pulled it out and handed it to her. Leave it to Tonya to make sure I was an accomplice at every step. She snapped it open and pulled the ring out.

“Brian, will you wear my ring? With this ring I promise that my cunt and ass will always be as open to you as this ring is open to your finger.” Brian held out his hand and she pushed it over his knuckle. Then Tonya went on.

“Unlike a wedding ring, this ring does not signify that I expect you to be sexually faithful to me. I love you too much to want anything but pure happiness for you in whatever cunt or ass or mouth gives you pleasure.” My heart skipped a beat when she went on to say, “I love you.”

Tonya stretched her hand out to me so I could admire her ring. I could see that it was sculpted. As she turned her hand I realized that the ring depicted a man and a woman nude and entwined in a passionate embrace. It was subtle. At a quick glance it would look like any gold band, but anyone who took a close look at it would be able to tell. It was like getting a big tattoo that said “slut,” but only if you squinted your eyes.

“Do you like it, Johnny? I hope it will excite some notice in men that take a good look at it. Do you think?”

“Yes, I’m sure it will,” I mumbled.

She put her left hand in Brian’s and they admired their new rings.

“We’re going down to dinner, Johnny. You order room service for yourself and wait for us. I’m sure we won’t be too long: we just as impatient as you are for the ‘main event,’ I’m sure!” She patted her flat tummy, alluding to her hoped-for impregnation.

I could hardly concentrate on the menu long enough to choose my order, I was so burning with curiosity and impatience to know what they were doing and to experience what was planned. How would I feel, knowing that this fuck might make me the ultimate cuckold? Would I be aroused? Would I be terrified? Would I regret all the decisions, all the defeats which had led to this night? When it was over, how would I feel? Would I be praying for Tonya to be pregnant or praying that Brian’s bullets had missed the mark? Would I be bereft?

Or … would I be exultant, as Tonya hoped? Was Tonya right? Was this really what I wanted in my heart of hearts? Would I find myself joyous as her belly bulged? Would I be stiff with arousal to know Brian’s DNA was growing inside her?

I didn’t know! How could I be sure? Tonya had told me from the first that my Little Johnny would tell me. A war raged within me as I was tortured with doubts, but my little cockette was much less torn. Whenever I imagined Brian spewing his sperm inside Tonya, when I imagined her pregnant belly, when I pictured her beaming with the knowledge that it was her lover’s baby in her womb, my little dick swelled!

I looked from the table where I was eating to the satiny bed where soon Tonya would be welcoming Brian’s fertile seeds—and my blood thrummed with lust! Oh God, Tonya was right! I wanted this! Somewhere inside, I was agonizingly excited to have my manhood ground into the dust! What was wrong with me?

Tonya had been so right to leave me alone in this room, the very room where Brian would breed my wife. All by myself, with nothing but my perverted imagination and my insecurities to feed each other, I was whipping myself up into a frenzy. I had no idea how long they had been gone or how long I had been lost in my own thoughts, whether they would be getting back soon or whether they had been far too long already. By the time they got back I might be mad or incoherent!

I called room service to remove the tray and on a whim I ordered a bottle of champagne. I had no idea why. What was I trying to prove? Did I want to make points with Tonya for being a “good sport”? Did I really want to celebrate another man taking my place? I hoped Tonya would be surprised and pleased. Despite everything I still desperately wanted to make her happy.

I had no idea how long their dinner had taken when the lock clicked and Tonya and Brian swept into the room. They were both buoyant, their cheeks flushed. Tonya saw the champagne bucket and exclaimed.

“Oh, Johnny, it’s perfect! You’re a doll! Brian, we absolutely have to toast the occasion, don’t we? All three of us! Brian, you should pop the cork! It’s so symbolic: that’s what you’re going to be doing in me in about 20 minutes!” Brian laughed and began to unwrap the cork and pry it off the bottle. The cork shot across the room, but no bubbly splashed out, since we hadn’t shaken it. Brian poured out three glasses. Tonya held her glass out to me.

“I want to toast Johnny’s courage! It takes courage to let yourself be the person you really are instead of who everyone expects you to be, to be true to what your heart wants even if others would scorn you, to admit that what you really want is something others would consider humiliating. But Johnny had the courage to admit to himself and to us that giving his wife away made him happier than having her himself. And tonight is the ultimate expression of that, the fulfillment of the cuckold fantasy, to watch another man make his wife pregnant. Here’s to Johnny!”

I felt an odd stirring in my stomach as the congratulatory tone of her words clashed with the ideas themselves. I raised my glass hesitantly to clink with theirs and I felt my cheeks get hot. I drank tentatively from my glass as Tonya and Brian quaffed theirs.

“To Tonya!” Brian toasted, “The sexy beauty that every man wants, but tonight she’s all mine!” Tonya smiled and touched glasses and looked to see if I would drink to that. I raised my glass reluctantly and drank from it. Then Tonya turned to me, obviously expecting me to make a toast.

“Go ahead and make a toast, Johnny! After all, you were the one who ordered the champagne. You must be feeling like celebrating this night! Did you order it to show us that you really want this, that you’re not just going along with it, but that you’re really happy to see another man make me pregnant? That it makes you horny to think about and even hornier that it is going to happen tonight, right before your eyes? Tell us, baby!”

I felt all hot with the pressure of Tonya and Brian looking at me, as if it were my turn to make a speech in front of a crowded room.

“Er … t-to….” My mouth was dry. “To Brian and Tonya. To … two beautiful people…. You’ll … you’ll make a beautiful baby together.” My voice caught and I started to cry. I raised my glass awkwardly and they were both looking at me in surprise. Tonya reached out and brushed a tear from my cheek.

“Oh, baby, that was beautiful! This is so hard for you! You’re so … tender-hearted. So … feminine.” She raised her glass to mine and then to Brian’s. “To making a beautiful baby, then!” she said, and then drank off her champagne, looking Brian in the eyes.

“To making a baby!” Brian echoed.

Tonya faced me.

“Johnny, I wanted you here because I want you to be involved in every step. I need to know that you weren’t just letting this happen. I need to know that you are supporting it, agreeing with it, and—yes—wanting it.

“But I also want you to be able to enjoy it! I want you to be here so that you can drink from the cup of the ultimate cuckolding, drink it deeply, drink it until your thirst is completely satisfied.” She extended her hand and held it to my cheek tenderly. “I don’t want you to do it being afraid or sad. I want you to feel joy, triumph, pride! You’re at the top of Mt. Everest! You’ve conquered your fears, your shame, your instincts, your selfishness. I want to see you flush with the pride! Not masculine pride, but the pride of a noble sacrifice, stepping aside so a better man can breed your wife, to improve the race.”

She reached down an stroked the bulge in the front of my pants.

“And I want you to give in completely to that perverse connection in your little brain between submission and excitement. Revel in it! Shout it from the rooftops! ‘I’m not man enough—and it’s OK! I don’t want to be a man! I want to be something else! I don’t want to fuck my wife! I don’t want to get her pregnant! I’m much happier to watch someone else do it!’ ” She raised her hand to my chest and began to make lewd circles around one nipple.

“Here in this room you can say that and live it without fear. Embrace it! Don’t feel shame. Feel excited! Feel joy! Feel accomplishment!

“How many men could do what you’re doing and feel happy and proud? What courage! What devotion! Go for it, Johnny!”

Tonya turned to her suitcase and brought out a video camera and tripod.

“I never want you to forget this night, baby. I want you to be able to relive it, to exult in it over and over. I want you to set this up so it can record Brian fucking a baby into me and see you right there, supporting us, jerking yourself off in joy at the same time!”

As so often before, Tonya’s speech had sent me into an almost hypnotic trance. My mind fought to focus on what I was doing as I set up the camera and focused it. Thoughts and images swirled through my mind like a tornado, everything she had said: doubt, fear, sadness, shame, humiliation, inadequacy, love, devotion, excitement, pride, joy, arousal, triumph, satisfaction, lust. Which was right? Which was real? Which would win?

Tonya and Brian kissed and hugged each other as I worked. When I had the equipment in place, Tonya spoke to me.

“Prepare me as an offering, Johnny. Show Brian and me that you freely offer my womb to him.”

I started the camera and then was unsure where to start. I hesitantly reached for her headband and she bowed her head to let me remove it. She turned and I unzipped the back of her dress and helped her wriggle out of it. She stood now in her alluring lingerie and Brian gave an appreciative wolf whistle. Tonya smiled. I bent to take a shoe off her and she stopped me.

“Let Brian feast his eyes as you help him undress. Let’s savor it!”

I lifted Brian’s suit jacket off his broad shoulders and hung it on a hanger. I waited then as he took off his tie and unbuttoned his shirt. I pulled the shirt off his bare torso from behind and put it on a hanger, then waited as he handed me his belt and slacks. He took of his socks and stood across from Tonya clad only in his tented underwear.

“Continue, Johnny,” Tonya instructed me. With trembling hand I unhooked Tonya’s bra, uncovering her luscious breasts. Brian stepped behind her and took her breasts in his hands, as if to claim the gift I’d unwrapped for him. Tonya sighed and half-turned to accept his kiss.

I knelt in front of her and unhooked her stockings from the garter belt, leaving her only in the lacy thong. Tonya extricated herself from Brian’s grasp and stood facing me, my face at her belly.

“Uncover my pussy, Johnny.” I skimmed the thong down her legs and she stepped out of it. The thong had a dark spot of wetness at the crotch. “Kiss your wife’s un-pregnant pussy goodbye.” She held my head to her pubic mound as I kissed it fervently.

“Do you want it? Do you want me to do this?”

I felt a pressure pushing me from all around, as if I were at the bottom of a pool feeling the water pushing from all sides. I felt hot and as if it were hard to breathe.

“Yes!” I whispered urgently.

“Louder, for the tape,” Tonya whispered back.

“Yes!” I spoke up. “Yes, I want you to have his baby.”

“Take your dickie out and show me how hard you are.”

I dropped my pants awkwardly. My cock was tenting my panties. I slipped them down my legs and showed her my rampant erection.

“Good boy” Tonya said quietly. She lay down on the satiny bed and spread her legs.

“Feel how wet I am, Johnny! I want Brian so bad! I want his big cock to fuck me! My egg is crying out for him! I want to feel my belly swell with his baby! I’m so ready! Put your mouth here, Johnny, and feel my heat! Spread my lips for his big cock!”

I crawled onto the bed and inhaled the pungent aroma of her arousal. Her cunt parted easily as my tongue probed her wetness. Her cunny was hot against my lips.

“Take off all your clothes,” Tonya told me. I quickly undressed and stood naked. Brian had taken off his underpants and his cock stood erect.

“Ask Brian to get me pregnant. Kneel in front of his cock and hold it and repeat what I say.”

I knelt in front of him, his cock inches from my face. I reached up and wrapped my hand around his thick shaft. It pulsed with arousal. A shiver of excitement rippled from where my hand grasped another man's sex organ. I loved the feel of it in my hand!

“P-please f-fuck my wife and m-make her pregnant. I w-want her to be pregnant with your baby,” I stuttered.

“Now repeat after me: ‘I don’t want to be a man.’ “ I repeated each phrase as she pronounced them. “ ‘I’m not man enough. Tonya deserves better. She deserves you.’

“Now show us how much you want it by sucking Brian’s cock, to bring his sperm up, to be sure he shoots a huge load way up my cunt to make you a daddy!”

I took his cock in my mouth eagerly. I was so horny now I’d have done anything. But I thrilled at the feel of his cock in my mouth. A surge of sexual arousal made me tremble. His cock felt so nice in my mouth. It tasted good. It smelled good.

“That should be plenty,” Tonya instructed. “Now get a condom out of my purse and put it on. I know you’ll come while we’re fucking and I don’t want to lose that cum. I have plans for it.”

That surprised me. I found a foil packet and unwrapped it and pulled it over my raging hard-on. It was cold and slimy. K felt even more ridiculous, naked with the rubber covering my dick.

“I don’t want you to come too soon. Come when Brian does; come when he’s planted his seed. Now put his cock in me! Put the cock in me that will put his baby in me!”

Tonya looked like a kid on Christmas morning, all excitement and anticipation. Her legs were spread and her pussy glistened wetly. She held her labia open with her fingers on each side. I took Brian’s thick organ again and felt its heat and weight in my hand. I pointed it at Tonya’s opening as he inched forward. I felt it meet her flesh and start to penetrate. Despite her eagerness, it met resistance and Brian pumped it back and forth to spread her open. I let go as her gradually worked his way in to the hilt.

I heard Tonya gasp as the tip of his cock touched her cervix and kept pressing forward. She grasped his ass cheeks and held him hard to her, wanting his cock and his sperm as deep in her as it could go. Brian moaned and began to thrust back and forth.

I grabbed my sheathed cock and began to stroke myself. Oh God, it felt good! Even through the condom I was so turned on that my hand felt divine!

My mind was racing. This is it. It’s actually happening. I’m actually letting another man knock my wife up. It’s not a dream. It’s not a fantasy, not a role play. It’s real. She’s really doing it! We’re really doing it! She’s going to be pregnant. Oh God! She’s going to have his baby. We’re going to have his baby! It’s so … so … hot! So … fucking … hot! Unh! Oh!

Through my lust I dimly heard Tonya imploring Brian.

“Fuck me! Oh God, I want your cum so bad! Fuck my fertile cunt! Fuck a baby into my belly! Oh God! I want your seed! I want your baby!"

I watched Brian’s cock thrust in and out of her slick cunt. ‘This is it,’ I thought, ‘What sex is really all about, to make two people insane to make a baby.’ Two beautiful, sexy people. Tonya was completely open to him, spreading her legs as wide as she could, her pussy wet and welcoming, urging him on, urging him to breed her. Her scent was rising from the bed like a fog, attesting to her arousal.

This was the goal of her whole life up to now: to attract a worthy mate to seed her womb. To coax his manly sperm into her vagina. To propel her genes into the next generation with the best male DNA she could find. And Brian too had grabbed the brass ring: a young gorgeous fertile woman who wanted his child. They were locked in a beautiful erotic union. I felt awe at the primal power of it.

I shuddered as my hand slid over the slick condom, stroking my swollen member. I felt strangely warm and joyful. I was feeling not bereft or frustrated, but privileged to be a handmaiden to their joining. Their sexual energy was intoxicating, overwhelming! They looked so good together, so sexy, so beautiful.

I imagined Tonya’s uterus within her, yearning for Brian’s sperm. I pictured his swimmers reaching her egg and joining and her womb swelling and her belly bulging with this child. His strong beautiful child growing within Tonya. Her belly protruding, announcing to the world her fertility.

Tonya’s head was whipping side to side Now as she was orgasming around Brian’s thick thrusting penis. Her mouth hung open in ecstasy. She wanted this so badly, so was so happy to be accepting his seed into her. Her climax goaded Brian into driving hard into her pussy, slamming his groin against hers.

‘This is it!’ my brain screamed. ‘He’s going to do it! In a second it will be too late. His cum will be in her, racing to her egg!’ My cock swelled perversely at the thought of my ultimate cuckolding! ‘I did it! I actually did it! I’ve given my wife away, delivered her womb to another man! I’ve made her his mistress! She’s having his baby!’

My cock scintillated with arousal, as if it were almost too pleasurable. Could anything feel this good? A second later my orgasm was being torn out of my nuts. Indescribable pleasure pulsated through my body! A convulsion ripped through my pelvis, and my cock throbbed and throbbed with one spurt after another, after another!

“Arrgghhh!!!” I cried helplessly, overcome at the intensity of my climax. Oh God, it was sweet! All the preparation, all the anticipation, all the mind games reached a crescendo of pure release! I clutched my cock and felt the condom fill with the weight of my drained balls. “Oh God!” I gasped. “Oh fucking God!”

“Johnny’s coming, baby!” Tonya told Brian. “He’s coming for you fucking a baby into my belly! Do it, baby! Give me a baby!”

That did it for Brian. He thrust two more times and then stabbed violently into Tonya’s pussy and began to buck into her. I held my breath as I knew he was pumping the sperm into my wife that would get her pregnant.

“Unh! Unh! Oh shit!” Brian grunted as his cock spurted his cum deeply into her.

“Do it, baby!” Tonya exulted. “Oh God, I can feel it! I can feel you shooting so far up in me! Oh, fill me up with your spunk! Jizz my damn cunt! Oh God, I’m gonna make your baby, Brian!” She reached up and grabbed his ass, holding him fast deep inside her. “Give me every drop, baby! I want all your cum!” Brian writhed against her, as if he wanted to crawl right up into her cunt. Then all of a sudden he was done and collapsed on top of her.

Tonya hugged him tight to her, chortling in triumph. “We did it, baby! You’re gonna be a daddy now! I’m so excited! You’ve made me so happy!” She kissed him effusively. “God, what a fuck! I was so horny to get your cum in me and get pregnant!”

Then suddenly she was aware of me, standing there forgotten, holding the condom around my dick, the end hanging down full of semen.

“Brian, lift up, but stay in me. Johnny’s got something to do.” Brian pushed himself up by his arms, his cock still sealed to Tonya’s cunt. “Baby, carefully take the condom off. Drip your cum on my pregnant belly. Make your spilled seed a tribute to my pregnant tummy. That will be your way of saying how excited and happy you are that Brian’s made me pregnant!”

I slipped the glistening condom off my wet and shriveled penis. I reached between their joined bellies and began to drizzle my pearly cum onto Tonya flat belly. As the gooey stream dripped on her belly I imagined Brian’s sperm and Tonya’s egg racing to meet each other, uniting to make a zygote. My spend looked forlorn lying on her skin compared to Brian’s fertile army. There my sperm were, so near to her womb but they might as well been a million miles away, because they would never get into Tonya’s pussy.

“Now lick it off. Lick it off and kiss my belly. Tell me how thankful you are that I make you a cuckold. Tell me how glad you are that I never let you in my pussy and that I fuck other men and let them get me pregnant!”

I carefully lowered me head between them and began to lick my lukewarm cum off Tonya’s belly. I tasted my pitiful spurting as I decided what to say to please Tonya.

“Thank you for making me a cuckold. It excites me so to see you fuck other men. It excites me that you give your pussy only to other men and to think that I will never put my poor penis in your pussy. Thank you for letting me see Brian make you pregnant. Thank you for making me the ultimate cuckold by getting pregnant by another man.”

“Very well said,” Tonya praised me. “Now, you may not suck Brian’s cum out of my pussy, obviously, because I want every drop to stay in there. But you may lick his cock clean as a reward and to thank him for making you an ultimate cuckold.”

Brian carefully extracted his cock from Tonya’s pussy and she closed her legs and held her hand to her cunt, keeping his cum inside her. Brian lay next to her and let out a sigh. He was grinning from ear to ear.

I walked around to the other side of the bed. Brian’s cock was wet with Tonya and his own cum. I inhaled the incredibly erotic aroma of their mixed sex juices and eagerly took him detumescent cock into my mouth. It was no humiliation anymore, but a celebration of my joy to serve him! The taste of their joined essences was delicious to me now! I found myself feeling warm with gratitude for this magnificent cock impregnating my wife.

“Thank you,” I said to him simply. “Thank you for giving my wife—giving us—a baby. She deserves a real man.”

“Now come kiss my unfaithful pussy, Johnny. Show me you still love this pussy even though it’s just conceived a bastard. You can kiss, but don’t suck!” She only parted her legs a few inches to let me kiss her pussy and the protruding lips. I tasted a little of Brian’s spilled seed on her lips. The aroma of her arousal and Brian’s cum was powerful and it thrilled me!

“I love you, Tonya,” I murmured. “I love your pregnant pussy. I can’t wait to see your belly bulge!” I said without reservation or deceit. I knew it was crazy, but I was happy!

‘I did it!’ I thought to myself. ‘I actually did it! I let another man fuck my wife when we know she’s fertile. It’s done. She’s going to be pregnant. Another man’s baby is going to grow in her belly. In nine months another man’s child is going to squeeze out of her pussy! I’m going to raise another man’s baby. Tonya’s baby by her lover.’ I felt my cock twitch. It wanted to get hard again!

“Get us all another glass of champagne, Johnny!” Tonya ordered. I came back with the three flutes. Tonya stayed mostly prone, only lifting up on one elbow. She raised her glass.

“To our baby!” We clinked glasses and drink to her toast.

I looked at both of them.

“Thank you for letting me be here,” I told them. “It was … you were … beautiful.”

Tonya looked at me as if in awe. She started to cry.

“Oh, Johnny! I don’t deserve you!” She turned to Brian. “I don’t deserve either of you! I’m the luckiest, happiest woman in the world right now!” Brian leaned in the her and kissed her. Then she pulled me to her side and turned to me and kissed me.

Tonya lay back. “I’m just going to stay in bed and give those swimmers a head start on finding that egg. Johnny, I think Brian and I would like to be alone now. We’ll see you in the morning.”

I remembered the camera equipment and turned off the video camera. I carried it into the other room and shut the door. I decided against watching it right then: I was too drained. I busied myself pulling out the hide-a-bed and readied myself for bed. I put on one of my most feminine nightgowns. I watched a little TV and then turned out the lights and tried to sleep.

I was the ultimate cuckold now. I didn’t just let other men borrow my wife’s pussy. One of them owned it. I was committed to my wife having a child with her lover. How did it feel? Was I scared? Was I regretful? I felt excited! A little scared, as if I had signed up for sky diving lessons tomorrow, but mostly excited! My dick jumped up and started to get hard thinking about Tonya peeing on a stick with a blue dot on it. Buying maternity clothes. Having a baby bump. I reached for my cock and cradled its hardening shaft in my hand. I fell asleep like that.


-Day 44 Sunday-

I awakened to find Tonya crawling over my bed.

“Wake up, sleepyhead. I’ve got a treat for you.” She straddled my head and I opened my mouth to accept the gift I knew was coming. The aroma of her cunt juice and Brian’s cum dried and fermented overnight had become even more intoxicating. I lifted my head to fill my nose with the scents.

“Oh, God, you smell good!”

“You like my pussy best when you can smell that I’ve been well fucked by another man, don’t you? A faithful pussy would come in a distant second to an adulterous one!” I watched as her peehole flexed and opened and a golden stream emerged. I relaxed as my mouth filed with her hot strong urine and I let it glug down my throat. I kissed her cunt gratefully. She pulled me up to sitting on the side of the bed and fixed me with a intent look.

“Brian’s still asleep. Before he wakes up I have to find out if you’ve had second thoughts.” She put her hand to my cheek. “You’re my husband, despite everything else. I’m not going to force you to raise someone else’s child unless you really want it. It’s not too late to go back. I could still get the morning-after pill. We could stop now instead of my fucking Brian again to make sure I get pregnant. He could wear a condom or fuck me in the ass until I go back on the pill.” She took my face in both hands and stared me in the eyes. “I need to know if you’re really OK with this or whether you’ve been lying here wondering why you ever agreed to it.”

I took a minute before I answered. I searched my heart for reservations or doubts.

“I still don’t know why, but I am OK with it. Sure it’s weird. Sure it’s scary. But for some reason it feels right. I know it’s crazy but I’m excited! I’m happy for you, for Brian, for us! I know I can’t be the man you need. I’m just glad you still want me to be your husband despite that.”

“Oh, God, it makes me cream to hear you say that, baby! You are so the husband I need, baby, even if you’re not the man for me. When you admit you’re not man enough for me, it just makes my cunt hurt to be filled by some fat cock! C’mon, let’s wake Brian up and get more of his love juice in me!”

We crept into the bedroom to find Brian still sawing logs. I set up the video camera and started it. Tonya pantomimed that I should suck him awake. I carefully pulled back the covers and found his cock, still redolent with Tonya’s scent, but flaccid. I gently took it in my hand and began to fondle it. My own hard-on started to rise as I felt his flesh begin to swell in my hand. Brian moaned softly and began to stir. He smiled and sighed.

Here was the penis that would dip into my bride again and again attempt to impregnate her. The thought stiffened my little erection. I felt very feminine in my nightie next to his solid masculinity. His cock felt so good in my hand; I was hungry to feel it in my mouth again. I slipped the large head of his penis into my mouth and pressed it with my tongue. Brian hummed in pleasure. I drooled plenty of saliva down his shaft and began to stroke up and down with my mouth. Brian stretched out, pushing his groin up into my face. My erection got harder as I thrilled to the sexual contact with this gorgeous penis. Tonya started to caress his one nipple and kissed him on the mouth.

“Wake up, baby. You’ve got work to do. Your slave-driver lover needs more of your cock cream in her pussy.” Brian began to come to his senses and dazedly realized that Tonya couldn’t be kissing him and sucking him off at the same time. Tonya saw a puzzled look and explained, “Johnny’s giving you some morning wood, so wake up and get to work with it!” Brian relaxed then and lay back to absorb all the loving from both of us.

The lazy morning mood allowed me to play with Brian’s cock with less frenzy than I had usually been driven by. I let myself enjoy the smooth hardness of it and toy with the ridges and folds my lips and tongue could tease. I ran the tip of my tongue around the edge of his helmet and then I tickled his frenulum with little licks. Who would have guessed that sucking a cock could be so exciting? He liked what I was doing, but he reared up, trying to get more stimulation. Down, big boy!

I took as much as I could get in my mouth and hummed softly. He liked that too. I reached down and took his balls in my hand. Here’s where my future child might be hiding, in these potent testicles. These were the source of his man-juice. I caressed them softly, knowing all too well that only the gentlest handling could be pleasurable.

“Bring him along, Johnny,” Tonya urged me. “Coax his cum up, so there’ll be a big load in those balls to breed your wife again.”

I started to give him long, slow strokes with my mouth and hand, to tease him, to make him buck up into my mouth, to make him long to plunge into Tonya’s pussy for relief. Every stroke I’d let his cock slip out of my mouth and every time I’d pause with my lips kissing his slit before I’d engulf his manhood again. He began to moan and I knew I’d gotten his fire going.

Tonya lay down on the bed.

“Hold me open, Johnny. Pull my pussy lips open so your wife’s lover can put his cock in her and shoot his cum right into her womb.” I bent over her and spread her labia apart, revealing her quivering opening. She was already weeping juice to ease his passage. Brian turned over and held his cockhead to her hole while I held it open for him.

“Play with my tits, Johnny! Make me even hotter for Brian’s cock. Help me have a great big orgasm to welcome his seed.”

Her words made me wild with lust. “Fuck her! Fuck a baby into her!” I hissed.

Brian was warming to his work, but he was not as overcome with lust as last night. He was fucking her with long, slow strokes, like a machine. I reached between them and tweaked Tonya’s nipples and she writhed in response. She loved having her nipples played with.

“Give me a baby!” she urged. "Put a baby in Johnny’s wife! Take his husbandly rights for yourself!” She was really getting into it.

“Do it!” I joined in. “Give her your baby” I reached down and grabbed my own seeping cock. I stroked my erection, using my own pre-cum as lube. “It makes me so hot to think of Tonya big with your baby!”

Now Brian was striving for his orgasm. Tonya looked up at me jerking off while her lover was impregnating her and she started to climax. Brian began grunting with effort as her spasms kneaded his cock and he felt her heat. The energy of their fuck was driving me wild.

“Oh fuck!” Brian cried as he felt his balls tighten. My hand was a blur on my penis. I wanted to come with them. I wanted to spill my seed on Tonya’s belly at the very moment Brian was emptying himself into her. Brian cried out and plunged into her and held still. I could see his butt cheeks quiver as his ejaculation splashed into her cervix.

“Oh God!” I cried and I thrust my prick forward as my cum squirted onto Tonya’s belly.  “Oh! Oh! Oh!” I groaned as each pulse sent a thin stream of translucent liquid onto her pink skin.

“That’s it, Johnny!” Tonya gasped. “Squirt your juice there, on the outside while Brian puts his inside me! Jerk off onto your wife while she gets knocked up!” She reached out and grabbed my cock, squeezing another few drops onto her side. Then she pushed my face into her belly and held my cheek against her stomach. “Feel it! In there, Brian’s sperm are getting me pregnant! I’m going to have his baby! Yes! Now lick up your spunk!”

Half of it was smeared on my face but I licked her belly clean and then wiped my face off and licked my cum off my hand. Then I sucked Brian’s cock clean and kissed Tonya’s pussy again, as I had the night before. Brian hugged himself to her side. Tonya spread her hands wide on her belly.

“I know I’m gonna get pregnant now! Two doses of Brian’s jism and my hot cunt, that’s a sure thing. I’m so happy! I can’t wait to see my belly start to grow!”

Tonya asked me to order a big breakfast from room service. I served them both in bed, so Tonya wouldn’t have to move. When she needed to pee again she did it into the carafe that had held our orange juice, so that she wouldn’t even have to walk to the bathroom. Of course, then I drank the carafe empty.

We left the hotel about lunch time. We dropped Brian home and Tonya took it easy the rest of the day. She lay on the couch and had me kiss her belly off and on all day, saying, “That’s your wife’s pregnant belly. I know it!” She had me download the video and edit it. Then we watched it. Tonya had me masturbate onto her belly again after I got all stiff watching it. I saw her rubbing herself as we watched it, but she stopped short of coming again, since she wasn’t sure how that might affect implantation of the zygote, assuming there was one. She let me sleep with her that night, telling me it was a reward for being “a perfect gentleman” all weekend.


-Days 45 – 56-

Tonya got superstitious after that, saying she didn’t want to fuck again until she tested positive for pregnancy. So when Brian came over, there was a lively question of how he was going to get his sexual needs taken care of.

Of course Brian had no objections to Tonya sucking him off, but she had other ideas. After they had started out making out in front of me on the couch in front of the TV, Tonya fished Brian’s cock out of his pants and was lazily playing with it.

Of course I was already hard from watching Brian kiss and paw my wife, and the humiliation of their doing that in front of me as if I didn’t exist. But I got harder looking at Brian’s erect penis. My pulse quickened as I looked at it. It fascinated me, drew me. It was sexy. Tonya looked over at me, a sly smile on her face.

“Look at Johnny, Brian! Look at how he’s looking at your cock! It’s making him hot! Do you want some of this, Johnny?” I licked my lips but did not answer. “I think he wants to suck your cock, Brian. Isn’t it sexy, Johnny? God, it’s a nice cock! So big, so hard.” She continued to stroke it slowly. “Wouldn’t it feel so good in your mouth?”

She pulled at Brian’s impressive organ and started kissing and licking it, then put the head in her mouth.

“Mmm, good,” she murmured. She got the shaft all wet and stroked it with her hand. “So nice,” she breathed, licking the head all around while her hand worked the length of it.

“It’s OK if you want to,” she offered. She leaned Brian’s penis in my direction, holding it up for me with her hand. “I don’t mind if you get hot for another man’s cock. I don’t want to get too worked up myself until we know I’m pregnant, so maybe it’s better if you take care of Brian. I bet the idea of being Brian’s designated cocksucker really turns you on! Take your pants down! Show us your peenie!”

Guiltily I pulled my pants and panties down, displaying my stiff dick.

“Look, Brian! You’re really making him hard! He’s really excited to suck you off! Is it OK?” Brian could not deny Tonya, especially after she’d got him hot and bothered already.

“Sure.”

“C’mon, then, Johnny. You know you want to.” She kept hold of Brian’s penis while I took the top half of it into my mouth. “Doesn’t it feel so good in your mouth?” Tonya observed. “Milk some pre-cum out of him. Get him all hot!”

I felt a familiar rush of arousal as I wrapped my mouth around another man’s penis again. Oh, God, it felt so sexy! I could smell his masculine scent and a shiver went down my back. Another man’s cock shouldn't turn me on so! Quickly I was bobbing my head hungrily, twisting my head this way and that, feeling the rim of his cockhead with my tongue, feeling his pulsing veins with my lips.

“Isn’t it good, baby? Isn’t it good to suck cock? Feel how much it excites you! Your little dick is so hard! You love Brian’s big cock! You’re really a faggot!” My only answer was to groan softly with how much I was loving this.

After I had sucked him for a minute, she suggested we change roles. She had me stroke him using the spit I’d drooled down the shaft and she took over sucking his cock into her mouth. A minute later she told me to lick him up and down like an ice cream cone.

“Oh, I love sharing Brian's cock with you, Johnny! It’s so nice that we both get hot for cock!” But I’m gonna let you bring him off. I have to rest and take it easy. You enjoy Brian’s penis all to yourself.” But she began to kiss Brian while I continued to suck his penis and it was as if we were both making love to him as a team.

“Get ready, Johnny! He’s gonna come any second!”

I thrilled to feel his cock jerking and pulsing in my mouth. His penis was hard and hot and quivering.

“Oh, I think he’s gonna cream!” Tonya shouted. A split second Brian was roaring his orgasm.  I felt his thick shaft expand and then it pulsed and filled my mouth with hot cum. I exulted at the distinctive taste and feel of his semen.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Brian growled in pleasure.

“That’s it, baby,” Tonya said to me. “Suck it all out. Make that cock feel so good. Doesn’t it taste good, Johnny? I want to share it with you!” She pulled my face to hers and kissed me, darting her tongue deep into my mouth to taste Brian’s cum.

My only regret was that it was over. I stretched it out by squeezing a few more drops of cum out of Brian’s slit and licking his cockhead gently.

“Look, he really loves it, Brian! He can’t get enough of your cock! I think you have an admirer! And someone to take care of you whenever I can’t!” She turned back to me.

“It’s OK, baby. I don’t mind it if you like sucking a nice cock. It’s just like admiring a football star. Brian is hot and his cock is a really handsome one. I don’t blame you for getting turned on by it and I don’t mind if you need to show that by sucking him off. In fact, that probably made you so horny that you need to jerk off. Why don’t you beat yourself off with his cock in your mouth? Wouldn’t you like that? Is it OK, Brian? Look how hard his little penis is. I think he’s turning into a little faggot! It would be cruel to leave him like that.”

“Sure, knock yourself out,” Brian said.

Without even asking if I wanted to, Tonya handed me the jar of lube and I lubed myself up. Of course she was right. Taking even Brian’s deflating cock in my mouth while I masturbated was terribly exciting. I felt foolish kneeling at his feet sucking his cock while I stroked myself, but that was nothing compared to my arousal. It took only a minute and I was pathetically spurting into my hand.

“God, what a faggot!” Tonya laughed. “My wonderful sissy faggot husband!” she mused. She snuggled up to Brian while I licked my spunk off my hand.

“Takes all kinds, I guess,” Brian said charitably. “He’s very good at it, at cocksucking, I mean. He can suck my cock all he wants when you’re ‘resting’ or not in the mood. It’ll be handy to have a spare.”

So that became our routine over the next two weeks. Brian came over almost every day and it became standard for me to suck him off at least once while he was over. Sometimes he practically dropped his pants as he walked through the door, plopped in a chair and waited for me to drop to my knees and start sucking. Sometimes he waited until later. Sometimes he had me do him once as soon as he got there and once before bed or first thing in the morning if he slept over. But usually he did not sleep over because Tonya didn’t really trust herself not to fool around and thought that her taking it easy might make it more likely that the pregnancy would “take.”

After "P-Day," Tonya made more of a point of expecting me to dress in a feminine way at home, "to show that Brian's the man of the house." I always slept in a nightie now and wore a slinky satin or lacy robe, in addition to wearing panties all the time even when I wore masculine clothes outside the house. She bought me feminine loungewear to dress in before bedtime, like pink pajama pants or sweatpants, or feminine-looking shirts or sweats. Of course I couldn't find anything to her requirements in the men's department, so we shopped in the larger sizes of the women's clothing. Tonya began to insist that I should wear some eyeliner and mascara to look sexier for Brian!

I kept my body shaved everywhere and once a week Tonya helped by shaving me in places I had trouble seeing, like my anal area. I always felt a warm shudder of submission as I spread my cheeks for her attentions and she rubbed shaving cream around my pucker, then afterwards felt to see that I was smooth.

"You have such a cute little pink rosebud! I love to see all naked and ready!" Tonya gushed. "It looks so fuckable, I have trouble resisting the temptation myself.“

I wished she would have, because as much as I loved sucking Brian off, my ass hungered to be plundered. I could feel my sphincter twitch when I saw his penis stiffen. I borrowed the smaller dildo out of Tonya’s nightstand and took it back to my room. After I went to my room for the night, I got out the lube and "practiced" fucking myself. I was always tight to begin with, but sooner and sooner my ass would loosen and it wasn't long before I felt the blessed surrender of my muscles to the intrusion and the thrum of sexual arousal from the prostate massage. My orgasms when I was stretched like that, were somehow more satisfying. I only wished I could be completely passive and feel myself taken by another.

I found myself getting excited in anticipation of Brian's coming over. I would start to get hard thinking about his penis. I worried about what that meant about me, whether it meant I was gay that it got me so hot to blow him, but I couldn’t help it. I just got excited. I couldn’t wait for the next time I could stroke his cock and get it into my mouth. The smell and taste of his cum was becoming a turn-on for me. If he didn’t come over I was disappointed. I tried to hide it from Tonya, but I think she sensed it. She knew me better than I apparently knew myself.

One night after Brian had left, Tonya invited me into her (!) bed. My mouth still tasted of Brian's cum, my having just provided him a "nightcap."

"Wow, baby," she said, stroking my stiff dickie. "I think you've blown Brian every night this week. Are you getting tired of it? Are you hoping for a night off?"

I loved how Tonya's hand felt on my frustrated peter. Obviously Brian wasn't reciprocating any of my attentions. I, no surprise, had been taking care of myself, more and more frequently given the situation, but that did not compare with feeling someone else's hand on my sex.

"Oh, God, that feels good," I sighed. I swallowed hard, knowing what I'd be confessing. "Actually, it's the opposite. The more I do it, the more I seem to need it! If he doesn't come over or he isn't in the mood, it feels as if Christmas is cancelled. I don't know how I'll make it until he next time!"

"Oh, baby, that's wonderful! You really, really love sucking cock!"

"It feels worse than that!" I protested. "It feels as if I'm addicted to it! It's like a need more than a want! I don't understand it!"

"But don't you enjoy it? Doesn't your little dickie get hard? Doesn't that cum taste delicious going down your throat?"

I closed my eyes and sighed, thinking of the taste of cum and how I'd come to love it. I thought of how I thrilled every time I felt Brian's spurt and that unmistakable taste of a superior man's cum filled my mouth and nose.

"Yes," I admitted. "I love it! But it's as if I can't live without it now!"

"And you don't have to! All you have to do is get around your silly male ego and admit you need it! Do you think anybody's ever gone without cock who honestly asked for it? You just need to ask!"

On Saturday Brian was coming over and Tonya started to worry that despite daily blow jobs he'd be getting impatient at not being able to fuck her. She told me to come into her bedroom and sit at her make-up table.

"I think Brian's going to need to fuck somebody tonight. I mean, he's a real man and he's not like you, used to settling for jerking off. And I bet you’re getting pretty horny to get fucked again too, aren’t you? I'll bet you wouldn't say no to a nice cock up your boy-pussy, would you?"

My ass twitched at the thought. I'd loved sucking Brian off this past week and getting his cum straight from the source. But I longed to submit myself and feel a man's cock up my ass again.

"I think he'd be more comfortable if we femmed you up a little bit more. We' have you wearing a nightie and a satiny robe around him, but then I'm going to put some more make-up on you, just a little more." I was a little reluctant but I guess it hadn't hurt before. I sat still while she went through her steps.

"Watch in the mirror. I don't want to always have to do this for you. You should learn to do it for yourself." This time she went a little further, not just working on my eyes but putting on a hint of blush and some very subtle lip liner.

"You'd make a pretty girl, Johnny! Look how pretty your eyes are! You really have delicate features," Tonya enthused.

I looked at myself in the mirror and the difference with the make-up was definite but not too flaming. I looked a little "metrosexual" I supposed.

"This will calm any fears he might have about fucking a man. You won't look much like a man at all!"

My cock stiffened at the condescending and gender-bending treatment.

"But first why don't we get your other end ready!"  After an enema Tonya had me lie on the bed on my stomach. She circled my anus with lube and slipped a finger in. I sighed with satisfaction of having my rectum penetrated. To think that a few weeks  ago this had been virgin territory! Now I moaned softly at how much I had missed having my ass played with—at least by someone else!

Tonya worked her fingers into my bottom and rubbed up my prostate. It felt so nice!

"I bet you're pretty horny for some cock meat up your rear, aren't you? To feel a man inside you, to feel him using you. Mmmm. It's something us girls need."

After a few minutes of that Tonya had some trouble stuffing my penis into my panties.

Tonya greeted Brian at the door with a warm embrace and a kiss. They really had become much more affectionate since the decision to get Tonya pregnant. But he raised an eyebrow when he saw my made-up face, perhaps having a suspicion of what might happen.

"I know you're a real man," Tonya told Brian, "but since I can't accommodate you, I can at least be a good hostess and offer my husband's ass. I know Johnny's missed watching you fuck me and getting to suck your cum out of my pussy. He'd probably be very happy to accommodate you. I'll get you ready and you can at least enjoy a tight ass while you're waiting for my pussy to reopen for business!"

She sucked his cock to hardness and then gestured for me to join them.

"Come help me with this nice cock, Johnny! Isn't it nice? Feel it." I reached out and she relinquished it to let me wrap my fingers around it. I stroked it and my dicklet tented under my nightie. "Look, your little clitty is getting all excited just from touching him. What a naughty girl you are! I'll bet you even take boys' cocks up your bunghole, don't you?"

I answered by bending down to slip the head of Brian's cock in my mouth. It was like communion to me, to be able to worship this succulent penis. I pushed the head all the way to the back of my mouth and I was in heaven. The knowledge that this cock would soon be fucking me made the fellatio all the more exciting and luxurious.

"You must be desperate to be fucked again, aren't you?" Tonya asked. "It's been over a week since you got any. Or have you been playing with your dildos?" I looked at Tonya and blushed. "You have! Oh, what a dirty girl! You've been fucking yourself and dreaming of having this cock again, haven't you?" I nodded sheepishly.

"Well, at least you shouldn't have too much trouble taking him up your pussy! So I guess we can excuse that! I suppose you might as well do the honors and grease him up." I started to do as she asked. The feeling of Brian's hard penis was even better with the lube making his cock so nice and slippery. He was getting harder and his cock was getting redder.  He really had missed being able to fuck! I shivered when I saw a drop of pre-cum ooze out of his slit.

Tonya pushed me onto my back onto the floor. She told me to spread my legs and started applying the lube to my hole.

"Aren't you dying to feel him inside you again?" she asked breathily as she massaged the lube into my anus. Oh God, it did feel so hot! I groaned my answer.

"Oh, that feels so good!"

"But not as good as a cock, does it? You want his cock, don't you? You love that feeling of a man inside you, don't you?" She moved her hand to Brian's cock and he hissed as her small hands applied yet more grease to his pole. "Beg for it."

"Please!"

"You want it," she said, not a question, but a statement.

"Yes! Please! I want your cock! I want to be fucked!" I sensed she was doing this more to rev Brian up than to humiliate or titillate me. She felt my need would stoke his lust and overcome any reluctance to engage in homosexual acts (although he'd showed precious little reluctance so far, but I bowed to Tonya's expertise in these matters of the male psyche).

“Show him your fuck-hole, baby! Spread your cheeks and show him how much you want it!”

I grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, lewdly displaying my greasy anus.

Tonya reached for Brian's lubed cock and pulled it toward my ass. I sighed as I felt his flesh touch mine and then the inexorable pressure began to spread my sphincter open. A shudder went through me as I could feel the warmth and firmness of his hot penis entering me.

My mouth fell open in a wide "OH!" as I experienced again the indescribable rush of knowing a man's sexual organ was taking me! Wonderful sensations welled up within my pelvis and rippled up my bowel and into my throbbing cock. My head tossed from side to side as I surrendered myself. I loved the feeling of his cock filling me! My ass strained to stretch around his shaft and the he began to pump in and out. Every thrust made me whimper with the thrill that was making my stomach do flip-flops and pre-cum weep from my dick!

'I'm a fucking faggot!' I screamed at myself silently. 'I'm a gay sissy who wants to be fucked up the ass!'

"Oh! Oh! Oh!" I groaned as Brian's lust took over and he delighted to the grip of my rectum around his penis. He grunted and the primal animal instinct to fuck ruled us both. I willed myself to surrender and give in to his strength and masculine power. I longed to receive his magnificent organ. My ass got hotter and hotter with the friction and the helplessness of my muscles to resist his thrusts.

"Fuck me! Oh, fuck me!" I urged him and I was on Cloud 9, delirious with the pleasure that his cock was wringing from my rectum! I loved the rhythm of his pumping and the sensation of his penis rubbing my prostate rendered me almost unable to think. I loved feeling full of him and I loved the stroking in and out. As soon as he pulled back I felt empty and wanted him inside me. As soon as I was full, I wanted to feel his cock sliding out again.

I felt Tonya reach in and grasp my dick and that was almost too much. I couldn't focus on my ass and my cock at the same time. It was so much pleasure that I was on the verge of pain.

"Fucking tight!" Brian groaned. "Oh shit! So hot!" He continued to pump into me. My cock felt hot, as if it were going to melt. My whole pelvis felt on fire!

Then I felt it. Brian throbbing, shuddering, and his cum spurting into me, deep inside! I felt every pulse.

"Oh, gawd! Oh, God! Take that, you fuckin' fairy!" he growled as his balls emptied into my rectum.

"Spurt now!" Tonya demanded as she stroked my straining erection. It took about three more strokes and I obeyed her, squirting my stuff onto my belly.

"Shit!" said Brian as he felt my ass convulse around his penis. "Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Ohhhh! Ohhh!" he gasped as my sphincters gripped his supersensitive prick.

I lay panting and a feeling of satisfaction and satiation enveloped me. I was exhausted and no muscle in my body wanted to move. It felt so good!

'I guess I am a faggot," I thought to myself. 'I love this. I love to feel a man come inside me!'

Brian pulled his cock out of my behind and I gave a small whimper of protest. I felt my slack anus open and I reached down to cup my hand over the chasm.

Tonya dragged her fingers through the spunk on my belly and fed it to me. I sucked on her fingers over and over, without repugnance.  It had become part of the ritual. And, of course, the next part of the ritual was for me to attend to Brian. Despite my post-orgasmic lassitude I looked forward to taking his cock in my mouth again to coax another few drips of cum out of it. The lube was not as appetizing as when his cock was perfumed with Tonya's pussy juice, but still the opportunity to commune with this handsome penis was welcome.

'I love this cock,' I thought. 'Mmmm, so good. I love it. I'm a faggot cock-lover.'

"I like seeing you serve Brian this way!" Tonya said as I sucked Brian's penis. "After all, he's really the man of this house now. Seeing on your knees in front of him with his cock in your mouth seems fitting. I think you should greet him that way from now on when he comes over. Greet him on your knees. If he wants you to suck him right away, you'll be ready, or if he's not in the mood, he can tell you to get up; but I think it would be good for your training to acknowledge him."

It showed how far gone I was that I did not object to this suggestion, nor did it shock me. I guess Tonya was right. I was already feeling so subservient to both her and Brian that this was a natural next step.

Every day after that I greeted Brian's arrival on my knees, silently offering him my oral talents. More often than not he offered me his cock to suck, although he didn't always want me to finish the job. But I always enjoyed it, communing with his meaty manhood. A spark went through my nervous system every time I touched it and every time it sunk into my mouth.

Later that weekend Tonya invited me to watch TV with them. She had me get dolled up again and then suggested I play with Brian's cock, "just to be friendly," while they watched a movie. It was almost as if Brian had two girlfriends, as Tonya snuggled up to him on one side and I alternately toyed, stroked, kissed, and sucked his penis lazily on the other. Again Tonya demonstrated her mastery of applied psychology, as this lazy, almost casual contact seemed well designed to inure Brian and me to our having sexual contact, as if that were the most natural thing in the world.

I was constantly aroused the whole time. I had time to study Brian's penis intimately, to commit every vein and ridge and curve of it to memory, both visual and tactile. I felt like an altar boy given charge of a sacred totem. Perhaps it was not too surprising that after about an hour of this that Brian's cock was dripping pre-cum and he was starting to get a bad case of blue balls. He started to get restless. When I took his cock in my mouth one more time he groaned.

"On your knees, faggot!" he ordered me, roughly. Overcome with his need, he grabbed the lube and knelt behind me. He greased up his cock hurriedly and sloppily crammed some lube in rectum; then I felt his cockhead pressing against my hole. He was impatient and in no mind to get me "in the mood." He pushed forward, forcing me open. I winced with the pain, but I was also blown away by his obvious lust. He rocked back and thrust forward, sending another stab of pain into my bowels, but managing to bury his thick cock about two-thirds in me.

I bit my lip and strained to push back and open myself up to relieve the pain. Brian began to roughly fuck me, desperate to obtain relief for the pent-up arousal I had been stoking for the last hour. I was being taken, no doubt. I was being used, not made love to. He cared little for how it felt to me; he was focused only on his own need. Tonya had talked to me about the primal female instinct to be "taken" sometimes. This felt like that, primitive, powerful. Something in me responded, despite the discomfort.

But gradually my rectum began to relax and accept his manhood and it began to be pleasurable. And then it became more and more and more pleasurable! Soon we were both groaning, him slamming into me and me hunching back into him, wanting his cock deeper and harder.

"Oh, God, yes, fuck me!" I panted. "I love it when you fuck my ass!" I moaned. "Your cock feels so good!" I stole a glance over at Tonya and she was grinning like the Cheshire Cat to watch her two boys fucking.

"Show him who's the real man, Brian!" she suggested, again planting the seed that she approved of her hetero lover's bisexual activities. This tryst only impugned my sexual orientation, not his.

It wasn't long before I felt the wonderful sensation of Brian's cock pulsing and spasming in my rectum. I felt the delightful wet warmth of his spend deep in me. Brian groaned and then quickly withdrew, as if to show that this was just a cum deposit, nothing more. But he had no objection to my licking his cock clean. And I had no objection to licking up the hot cum that oozed from my distended anus.

When David and Calvin called, Tonya told them they could come over and fuck me or she or I could suck them off, but they decided they’d call Audrey and her friends.

During those two weeks Tonya enjoyed taunting me.

"You're not getting any pussy licking. But maybe you don't mind, since you get to suck and fuck Brian's cock." She suggested that I watch the videos we'd made and I did so. I found myself watching Brian's cock more than her pussy as he fucked her fertile cunt.

But pretty soon I found myself switching to the videos of Brian fucking me, and my ass began to twitch for some attention. I began to toy with my ass, pressing a lubricated finger and then two up my behind. As I watched Brian sawing in and out of me on the video I longed for that feeling again. I turned to the training plug and the dildos.

Just lubing up the realistic dildo got me hot and I could not wait to feel it in me. I lay on the bed and pushed the shaft through the resistance of my sphincter. I sighed with satisfaction at the fullness. It wasn't long before I was pumping the dildo in and out. It was Brian's cock, and Calvin's, and David's that I was thinking of, wishing the rubber dong were a real man's penis instead. I missed the warm fleshy feeling, the throbbing of blood thrumming through it, the feel of a man's strong body enveloping me, the knowledge that my ass was exciting a man to orgasm!

With those images in my head I spurted my measly cum onto my belly, panting. I lay there with the fulfilling feeling of a cock up my bum. Never satisfied any more with just one perversion, I withdrew the fake phallus and scooped up my cum and rubbed all over the dildo, then licked it off, reminding myself of the lube / cum / cock taste of licking off my lover's cock after the deed.

One day Brian came in sweaty from a workout at the gym and Tonya's perverse mind had a new idea.

"I bet a nice rubdown would feel good, wouldn't it, Brian?" she offered.

"Sure, babe!" he answered, pulling her to him.

"Well get those sweaty clothes off and lie down, then!"

Brian stripped down to the buff. I felt a little frisson of arousal to see his thick cock, even though it was not erect. His body was sculpted, from the combination of his genetics and his regular weight-lifting. He was not a body-builder freak in any way, but he was a handsome man with a very fit body. He was calendar material. To my dismay I felt myself hardening just looking at him.

Tonya bade him to lie down on a sheet spread quickly on the floor and went to get some massage oil. But when she returned, it was me to whom she handed the massage oil, making the "Shh!" sign with her finger over her lips.

"You just close your eyes and relax, babe," Tonya told Brian, while pantomiming to me that I was to be the masseur. Then she bent close to my ear and whispered to me to doff my clothing. Despite my nervousness, once my clothes were shed my arousal was revealed. Tonya looked at my erect dicklet and shook her head and made the "naughty-naughty" sign.

I hesitantly leaned over Brian's body and rubbed some oil onto my hands and began massaging his strong back muscles. Even though I'd sucked and fucked Brian, my contact had almost exclusively been with his genitals up until now. I was nervous to stroke his body this way. Although I'm sure he assumed it was Tonya who was massaging him, once I started rubbing him down, his sighs and little murmurs indicated he was enjoying himself.

I watched my hands slide over his skin and I felt the solidity of his muscles beneath. He was a real hunk of a man. My acute awareness of his strength and manliness did nothing to soften my erection. If anything I felt little thrills stiffen it and make it strain to get even harder! I had to watch myself as I worked so that I didn't accidentally poke him in the side and give myself away.

When I worked down to his buttocks and took in my hands those hummocks that led down to his cleft and balls, I had to suppress a moan and my penis began to seep a clear string of pre-cum. Tonya archly reached out and grabbed my little peter and swabbed it with my own juices, making me bite my lip to keep from groaning. I poured a little more oil on my hands and massaged Brian's butt thoroughly, dipping only as far as I dared between his cheeks without taking a chance of his objecting. I knew that if it were me I'd be begging for contact with my rosebud, but I was sure Brian would not share my sentiments.

His thighs and calves were like stone, but I massaged them as best I could. Then came the moment when Tonya told him to turn over.

"But keep your eyes closed, babe, so that you can keep relaxing." She lay a towel over his head to enforce her suggestion.

When Brian turned over I smiled to note that his cock was now half-hard. I was more nervous now that he would snatch away the towel and discover the deception, although I was not sure if he would be mad or indifferent. I knew that I was not indifferent. I was disturbingly turned on by being able to worship Brian's manly body, part by part, inch by inch.  Before I'd only worshipped the 8 inches between his legs, but now I found myself turned on by the man. I was finding my whole body flushed, as if my body cried out for his. It was only the situation, I told myself. Two naked bodies. My confused libido could not keep things straight.

My hands were quickly tiring as I caressed his thick pecs. I trembled as my palms glided over his nipples, which were erect. As I continued my massage, Brian's penis grew harder and my eyes could stay away from it only long enough to keep track of what I was doing. As I moved down to massage his thighs, my mouth positively watered to fill itself with man-cock. I forced myself to move past it and continue down to his legs.

But when I finished his feet I could not resist the temptation to extend my massage to that last piece of flesh. Brian's cock was still three-quarters erect as I poured one last dollop of massage oil into my palm. I reached out and cradled his penis in one greasy hand. The slippery feel of his skin sliding through my hand electrified me. He gave a low groan as well.

I applied oil to the other side of his shaft with the other hand. I loved the way his erect penis looked, glistening with the oil. I slid my hand over his cockhead, enjoying the way the rim of it scraped my palm. I caressed his man-flesh, watching how my skin flowed over every ridge. Nervously I placed one hand on his six-pack abs and stroked his muscular abdomen while my other hand gripped his love-muscle. I was admiring this man's gorgeous body as well as his gorgeous penis.

Brian, worn out from his workout and relaxed from the rubdown, seemed content to luxuriate in my attentions without any urgency. I permitted myself a long interval to just stroke his penis and enjoy the feel of it in my hand and my power over it. I thrilled to see it become even harder and redder and start to throb with his every heartbeat. Though my mouth watered, my hand was enjoying itself too much for me to give that up.

Pre-cum was welling up from his slit and I added its wetness to the oil. Brian's breath started to come faster and I saw his legs start to tense. Still I stroked him, slowly, caressingly, letting his arousal build and build. A moan came from his throat and his hips started to buck up and my mouth descended on his cock like a hawk. Brian moaned at the welcome feel of my wet mouth all around him and with a jerk his cum began to shoot.

The taste of his hot cum was exciting. Like caviar or blue cheese, it was not initially a pleasant taste, but eventually one began to regard it as a delicacy. I gratefully swallowed it, savoring the distinctive manly flavor. It was the fulfillment of my mission, to satisfy a real man, to serve him in my humble way.

“God, babe, you’re killing me!” Brian groaned from beneath the towel. “After a workout, a rubdown, and a hand job, I’ll need crutches to get to bed!”

“Don’t scold me, baby,” Tonya smirked, pulling away the towel. “Blame Johnny!” Brian started with surprise, and I thought I detected a slight blush. He was embarrassed that he’d enjoyed my hands on his body, not just his cock. I quickly decided to distract him by finishing my job. I squeezed a few more drops of cum out of his cock, which pulled a small grunt out of him and I licked his shaft up and down. He relaxed back into the floor.

“You two blow my mind!”

“That’s not all we blow!” Tonya laughed. “And I don’t see you have any kick coming!”

“No, hell, we should send Johnny to massage school. He’s multi-talented … despite his shortcomings!” Brian laughed.

“Speaking of shortcomings, Johnny, why don’t you go take care of that?” she said, gesturing toward my still rampant hard-on. She pointed toward my room. I padded off, my ridiculous little penis bobbing in front of me. But once in my room I wasted no time in taking hold of it, thinking of what it had felt like to touch Brian all over. I fetched one of the dildos and speared myself, pining to feel Brian’s hard body covering mine, his man-sized cock sliding in and out of my hole. It did not take too long before I was shooting my wad over my hairless belly!


-Day 57 Saturday-

Finally by two weeks later it was long enough to take a home pregnancy test. Tonya was excited and hopeful because she noticed her nipples seemed to be more sensitive. She hoped that was a sign of her hormones changing already. As eager as she was, we decided to wait until Saturday morning to do the test, so we wouldn’t have to rush off to work right after, either way it turned out.

When we bought the test at the drug store I wondered if my feelings would change if the test turned out positive. Up until that it was all a possibility, a fantasy. If that stick had a plus-sign on it, it would be real. We read the directions inside the package.

“No husband will ever have been more intimately involved in a home pregnancy test than you will be, darling!” Tonya joked as she squatted down over my mouth on our bathroom floor. She held the test stick between my open lips, her pink labia spread wide to expose her cute little pee hole. After a second her urine started streaming out onto the end of the stick and then into my mouth. I savored her hot piss, hoping it had the magic hormones in it which would reveal her pregnancy. The test said she needed a 5-second stream of urine, but she held it in there for the whole bladderful.

We checked the tip and it was pink as the instructions said it should be. We waited with bated breath for the two minutes it took for the chemicals to react.

It was a plus sign! Tonya was pregnant!

“Oh baby!” Tonya cried. “I’m gonna have a baby!” She grabbed me and hugged me to her. I hugged her back. I bent down and kissed her tummy. There was a baby in there. My wife was pregnant.

“I’m gonna call Brian! I’m pregnant! I’m gonna have a baby!” She tore into the bedroom to grab the phone, leaving me in the bathroom.

I sat on the toilet and gathered my thoughts. How did I feel? I felt excited! My wife was pregnant! We were going to be parents! I am going to be a daddy! I felt … what else? Proud? Of what? It wasn’t my child. It was Brian’s. My cock hadn’t been in my wife for two months. But it didn’t matter. I felt proud! Proud that my wife was pregnant. Proud that we were going to have a baby!

I went in the bedroom and Tonya was still talking excitedly with Brian, but soon she hung up and she came and hugged me.

“He can’t come right over,” she told me. “He’ll be over later. It’s just as well. I have to check in and see how my Johnny’s doing. Are you OK? Are you happy, baby?”

I looked her in the eye and then I kissed her deeply as my answer.

“Yes, I am happy,” I told her. “It’s a miracle! We’re going to have a baby.”

“Even though it’s another man’s baby? You’re still happy?”

“I know, it doesn’t make any sense. I love you. And crazily also I love that you have Brian’s baby growing in you! I was there. I know what passion put that baby in there. I know what a big manly cock shot that sperm in there. I know that baby is going to be beautiful, because two beautiful people made it.”

“Oh, baby, that’s lovely!” Her eyes were dewy and she kissed me deeply. “I picked the right man for my husband and the right man to father my baby!”

She reached down and took my cock in her hand.

“I picked a manly man with a big hard cock to put a baby in my belly,” she said in a seductive voice as she stroked my cock to hardness.

“You know, my husband never gets to put his little weenie in me,” she said, her tone suddenly changing to a taunting one! ”He’s not worthy of that. He only gets to come by whacking off. But it’s OK because he loves to see me fuck my big strong stud boyfriends! He’s so into being a cuckold that he actually wanted my boyfriend to get me pregnant! He wants to see my belly get big so he can whack off on my pregnant tummy!”

I didn’t know what had changed her mood from celebratory, but I was trembling with arousal as she both stroked me and humiliated me with her words.

“He doesn’t mind me fucking other men, because he really gets off on their big cocks too. You know he gets hard when he sees a big hard cock? He salivates thinking about sucking on my boyfriends’ cocks. But most of all, he wants to feel those big cocks in his ass, fucking him and shooting their big loads up his ass. So he doesn’t mind if they knock his wife up, as long as they keep fucking his ass.

“I think he’s really going to like seeing me pregnant, because it will remind him that he’s never getting in my cunt ever again. My bulge will remind him every day that my cunt belongs to every big-cocked stud in the world more than to him. Because he gets off on that. He gets off on losing, on being less of a man than my studs. He’s not a real man, my husband. He’s more like a girl. I keep him in panties and nighties. He loves his cock, but not to fuck with. He knows it’s only a jerk-off cock, more like a clit than a cock.”

She let go of my dick and lay back on the bed.

“Jerk off, Johnny. Jerk off your little cock on my pregnant belly. Squirt your seed in honor of Brian’s baby growing in my belly!”

I couldn’t think of doing anything else. I knelt over her and beat my meat frantically.

“That’s it, baby! Think of your shame! Think how you gave your wife’s womb to another man, a better man. Think how her bulging belly is going to be an indictment every day of the next nine months. Her belly is going to say, ‘I’m not man enough! My cum is never going to make a baby! All my cum is going to be wanked away!’ Think that and come deliriously!”

She knew all the buttons to push and she was pushing them. She’d never talked to me in just this way, so obviously degrading me. And it excited me no end! All the ideas and images she suggested raced through my mind, swelling my cock to bursting. My hand flew over my penis in a blur.

I lurched and suddenly my spunk was flying in an arc and landing on her perfect skin. Wave after wave of lust shot through me and propelled my jism onto her stomach.

“That’s it, baby! Spurt your slime onto my pregnant belly! Drain that useless goo from your balls where it can’t do any harm, where it can’t reach any woman’s cunt. Show me how happy you are to give my cunt to Brian!”

I felt all my strength leaving me. I came out of my haze and saw my beautiful wife marred by the disgusting pool of my jism on her pregnant belly. I bent over her to hold myself up with my arms, arched over her middle.

“Lick it up now, Johnny. You’ve made a mess and you need to clean it up. Lick up your sissy spunk.”

I was ashamed of myself. She was right to talk to me that way. I was some kind of worm, a parasite attached to this beautiful woman and her beautiful lovers. I started licking up the gross goo from her smooth pink skin. I licked and licked until I was just licking skin.

“Kiss my belly,” she commanded me. “Worship my pregnant belly, the emblem of your inferiority. Pray that I don’t tire of you, that I will keep you to be my helper, my handmaiden, my nurse, my girlfriend in her pink nighties and frilly panties. Kiss my tender pregnant breasts and nipples that will suckle Brian’s baby and make him or her big and strong and beautiful like him.”

I kissed her belly and made my way by kisses up to her breasts and tenderly kissed them. I gently kissed and sucked on her nipples, bringing them to sharp points.

“Now suck my pussy, where Brian planted his seed in me and where Brian’s baby will be coming out in 9 months!”

I kissed and sucked at her cunt and she began to lubricate and writhe under my mouth. Soon she was bucking up into my face and I sucked her to orgasm.

Her climax seemed to satisfy her need to degrade me and her mood changed to an affectionate one then. She pulled me up to lie beside her, my face wet and fragrant with her pussy juices. She kissed me and told me that she loved me.

“Don’t pay too much attention to what I say when I’m trying to get you going, baby. It does come a little easier when I think about how you stood by while my boyfriend made me pregnant. That is pretty pathetic, you’ll have to admit.  But also I know what you need to hear to get turned on, to have the best orgasm. You love to be degraded, to be humiliated! You need to hear that you are worthless, weak, pathetic.”

“But do you mean any of it? Am I really disgusting to you?”

“What do you think?” she dodged.

“I don’t know!”

“So you think maybe deep down I really do think of you as pathetic and I just keep you around as a plaything or a servant? That my affection is just a trick to keep you loyal?”

“I don’t know! It could be!”

“Well, let’s leave it that way then. Better for you not to know for sure, to have that seed of doubt, to have that keen edge to your fear that it might all come crashing down. Maybe one day I might tire of you and throw you out, laughing along with my studs about all the fun we had at your expense.”

I clung to her. “Oh, no! Please! I’ll do anything to keep from losing you!”

“I know,” she said quietly.

That night Brian came over. She greeted him with a huge hug and kiss at the door. They twirled each other around like two people who’d just won the lottery. Tonya announced that since she was definitely pregnant, that fucking or orgasms couldn’t hurt the baby, so her cunt was no longer off limits to Brian. They left me and went into the bedroom to seal the deal, although I was able to watch on the hidden camera.

After they were done, Tonya slipped out of the bedroom to find me.

“Poor baby, it’s been two weeks since your favorite snack: cummy pussy! But now it’s even better: it’s cummy pregnant pussy! Jerk off while you eat my scummy cunt!” She sat on my face and I luxuriated in that treat which I had actually truly missed these last two weeks. The smell of her arousal and Brian’s hot cum was incredibly delicious to me now.

“It’s doubly good for you now,” Tonya narrated as I stroked myself with my face mashed into her swollen vulva. “Not only have I just fucked another man and you are eating his cum right out of my adulterous vagina, but I’m pregnant with his baby too. I’m cheating on you in two ways at once! I’m growing his baby even while I’m taking his big thick cock up my cunt!”

Her taunting inflamed me predictably. Soon I was squirting my jism onto my stomach. Tonya then lay down on top of me, smearing my cum onto her belly. Then she had me lick my cum off her belly for the second time that day.

“They say you should talk to your baby even while it’s in the womb. What will you say to it? ‘I’m not really your daddy, because I’m too much of a pin-dick wimp to knock up a real woman. But I get off on watching your real daddy fuck your mommy.’ I don’t know, maybe that wouldn’t be good for the baby. But I know it would get your little dickie hard!”


-Day 58 Sunday-

The next day Tonya approached me in a serious mood.

“I don’t mean to pile too much on you all at once, Johnny, but there are some things I’ve been holding off on to see how things would go. I mean, I didn’t know if you’d really go along with my getting pregnant and all, or how you’d take that when we knew for sure. But you’ve really impressed me! You’re doing OK.”

I was happy to hear she was pleased with me.

“So now I think you might be ready for more.”

“More! What more?” My imagination was racing. What’s next? Chastity belts? Handcuffs? Whips?

“Well, there are aspects of cuckolding and other … um … related activities that I think you might really, really enjoy. I mean, two months ago would you have thought you’d be happy that I was pregnant by another man? No, you had to … try the idea out, see what your little dickie thought of the idea, let it roll around in that filthy brain of yours.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Well, we’ve shared our secret with a few other people, you know: Audrey, Calvin, David. But I’d like to get together with another couple who are also into cuckolding. I mean another husband and wife. I’ve contacted the wife through one of the cuckolding websites. They live here in town. I’ve corresponded by e-mail with the wife and she seems nice. They’ve been into cuckolding for longer than we have. Even so, we’ve done some things that they haven’t, even though we’ve only been into it a short time. And of course they’ve done some things we haven’t done. I’d like to get together with them.”

“I don’t know. They’re strangers. We don’t know anything about them.”

“Yes, I know, but if we don’t like them, we don’t have to see them again. But think of it. Who do we have to talk to about this? I mean, we can talk to Brian or Audrey, but they aren’t really in our same shoes. They aren’t married. Wouldn’t it be nice for you to have another cuckold husband to talk to? To see if he feels the same ways about things that you do? I’ll bet we could learn things from them, since they’ve been into it longer. Maybe there are some pitfalls we need to be on the lookout for.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I want to invite them over for a little party, next Saturday. Their names are Nikki and Bob. Nikki has a regular boyfriend, Chad, just like I have Brian. I’d invite him and Brian too. That’s all, just the six of us.”

“I don’t know. It gives me the willies a little. Letting perfect strangers in on what we’re doing.”

“It’ll be the same for them too! Think of it: Nikki says Chad’s got quite a package! Wouldn’t you like to see him fuck me? And wouldn’t you like to find out what his cum tastes like? Or how his cock feels in your mouth? Or what it feels like fucking your ass? They say variety is the spice of life, don’t they?”

Tonya knew what to say to stop my rational mind from operating. My common sense knew this was a bad idea. My “cock sense” was already voting for it. Tonya reached down to my crotch to give my “cock sense” a boost.

“Oh, I can tell Little Johnny wants to do it! You are such a little cock whore, Johnny! All I have to do is wave some strange dick under your nose and you’ll do anything!” She kept rubbing the front of my pants. “Take your dick out!”

I noticed that Tonya didn’t bother much to ask me things any more. She was getting into giving me orders. I unzipped my pants and brought out my erection. She took it in hand.

“Oh, you naughty boy! You do want to suck some strange cum out of my pussy! It’s not enough that I fuck three different men. You’re already bored of that! They haven’t given you enough cock to suck or enough cock up your ass! You want more!”

She got out the lube and slicked up my dick.

“Think of it, baby! Your pregnant wife riding Chad’s throbbing cock while Nikki rides Brian’s. And then you get to lick off Chad’s dong after, while you taste his spunk out of my brimming bowl. Then maybe for round two he’ll do you!” Her hand was sliding up and down my erect dick, bringing more blood to my groin. She went on in a seductive tone of voice.

“Maybe you’re a better cocksucker than Bob. You love it so much! Won’t you be proud if Chad prefers your mouth or your ass?” She reached up and started playing with one nipple, teasing a moan out of me.

“And what if they know a lot of other hung men? I mean they’ve been doing this for way longer than we have. It only took us a month or so to find three studs. How many do they know? Maybe we can line you up to pull a train!” Her voice started to get insistent, trying to drive my arousal.

“Imagine your belly as full of cum as when I fill it full of piss! Imagine taking so many cocks up your ass that you lose count!”

My cock was hard now. The danger of exposing our perversion to more people warred in my mind with the spice of transgressing another limit.

“I’d like to meet another stud,” Tonya whispered in my ear. “And they’ll be so excited that I got pregnant by my lover! That’ll be a way you’ll be one-up on Bob. Imagine bragging to them how you jerked off while Brian was getting me pregnant! Bob will turn green!” She milked droplets of pre-cum out of my slit and added its slickness to the lube that let her hand slide over my sensitive flesh. “Maybe you’ll inspire Nikki to let Chad knock her up! You could be a cuckold superstar!”

I hadn’t considered the possibility of bragging! But Tonya had a point. I did feel a little bit proud of having the guts to “go all the way” and let Tonya get pregnant by her lover. I wasn’t a halfway cuckold at least.

It had been a big line crossed to go from only Tonya knowing that I was a willing cuckold to facing Brian and admitting it to him. From there it had been another step to face Calvin and David. Letting Audrey in had been yet another leap. She was a friend. She’d known us since we first started dating. She was more like a “normal” person, despite her loose ways.

Ironically the person whose disdain I most worried about was Bob, the other husband. Chad would be just like another Brian or David. Nikki would be like another Audrey. But Bob would be like looking at myself in the mirror. What if I didn’t like what I saw? What if I looked at him and felt horror at what we both were doing? In a way seeing him would be the starkest way to admit and face what Tonya and I were doing. What if he looked like an absurd clown to me?

But there was deeper fear yet. What if he looked down his nose at me? It was one thing to be sneered at by studs like Brian and Calvin. I already resigned myself to being their inferior. But what if another cuckold sneered at me? What if in some way he was better? More manly? Better hung? What if he pleased his wife better in some way? If he showed me up, would I fall even lower in Tonya’s eyes? Would she learn that I wasn’t even good at being a cuckold?

“It scares me, Tonya,” I admitted. “Things are OK with us now. Should we rock the boat?”

“Oh, Johnny!” Tonya laughed. “You really are like a little girl! You’re afraid of your own shadow! You’ve been afraid of every step we’ve taken down this road! But don’t worry, baby. I’ll protect wid-dow Johnny from the bad monsters,” she teased in a baby-talk voice. “I’m not going to do anything you don’t tell me you’re OK with. We’re in this together, baby!”

She flipped her thumb over the tip of my cock, sending shivers down my spine. Then she started barely touching the sensitive ridge with her fingertips, running her fingers up and down very slowly. My cock began to throb with arousal.

“So what do you say, Johnny? Do I have your permission to invite everyone over?” She continued teasing me tantalizingly.

“Oh God!” I cried in frustration. “Yes! OK! I’ll do it!”

“Good boy!” she exclaimed and immediately let go of my cock, which bounced in midair with every beat of my heart.

“Oh, God, let me come!” I begged.

“No, I think I like you like that. In fact, I forbid you to masturbate either,” she said as she wiped the lube off her hand with a tissue.

“But I said OK!” I protested.

“Yes, you did. But I want the idea of another couple to make you excited. So I’m going to leave you horny and tell you to keep thinking about Saturday, about having Nikki and Chad and Bob here. Let that seep into our horny little mind.

“Think about what you’ll say to them and what we’ll do with them. For instance, I don’t know if they do anything with pee. You think we should offer to have you drink Nikki’s pee? Or is that going to disgust them? Will Nikki even want you to lick her pussy after you’ve drunk my piss with that mouth?”


-Day 64 Saturday-

Being pregnant seemed to put Tonya in a family frame of mind. On Tuesday night we went out to dinner with my parents, even though we decided it was way too early to tell them anything, in case of a miscarriage or a false alarm. On Wednesday Tonya entertained Calvin, David, and Brian. On Friday we went to her parents’ house for dinner.

On Saturday we had an appointment with her gynecologist, where they drew blood and confirmed the home pregnancy test results. They started Tonya on prenatal vitamins. She asked a lot of questions about whether sex could hurt the baby. Of course the doctor’s main concern was VD.

I was grateful for the busy schedule, because it gave me less time to fret about meeting Nikki, Bob, and Chad. Brian, of course, was cool with it, since it meant another notch in his belt, and evidently he wasn’t too worried about measuring up to the competition. Of course, I knew I couldn’t “measure up” to Chad, but for some reason I was fearful of being shown up by Bob.

Finally it was time. Tonya had told me to set up for a party, with wine, beer, and snacks. And to put out lube and terry cloth robes, of course. The doorbell rang and we greeted our guests at the door. Nikki was a beautiful brunette just a few years older than Tonya. Bob was an average looking guy, medium build. Chad was tall and thinner than Brian and not as muscular, but he had more of a movie star face, a really handsome man. He was built more like some of your lanky tennis players than Brian’s frame.

Tonya took the initiative by greeting Nikki with a hug and a kiss on the lips. Nikki exclaimed that she was delighted to meet us. She went right up to Brian and felt his bicep.

“I’m especially looking forward to meeting you, big boy! If your love muscle is anything like your arm muscles, we’re gonna get along just fine!”

Tonya, not about to be outdone, walked up to Chad and said, “I’m looking forward to getting to know you, Chad.” Then she kissed him on the lips and reached around and squeezed his rear end.

“The lady has good taste!” Chad joked.

I shook hands with Bob and Chad and Nikki gave me a peck on the cheek.

“Tonya’s told me that you have some special talents, Johnny,” Nikki observed. “I hope Bobbie can show you a trick or two as well.”

We sat in the living room and Bob and I, as befit our station, were dispatched to get everyone drinks.

“How did you and Bob get into cuckolding?” asked Tonya, ever one to plunge in.

“Ha!” Nikki responded. “I’ve cuckolded Bobbie since before we started dating! How do you like that?”

“Before?” How could that be?”

“When I started dating Bobbie I was still seeing my ex-boyfriend. I couldn’t stand the guy as a boyfriend, but I couldn’t get enough of his cock! We had one of those relationships where it was heaven in bed and hell everywhere else. So I decided to keep the good part and get Bobbie for everything else!

“So I told Bobbie from the get-go that I was going to keep seeing Chuck and if he couldn’t handle that to let me know. But I don’t think Bobbie really understood what a whore I was for Chuck’s cock and what a bastard he was. I mean, it wasn’t just dates. Chuck would just show up at my house anytime and expect me to just drop my drawers. And the thing was: I would! I just couldn’t say no to that cock!

“So it was only a matter of time until pretty soon Bobbie shows up to pick me up for a date and Chuck’s still there and we’d been going at it! By that time I was starting to get pretty fond of Bobbie, so I apologized for not being ready and told Bobbie to wait, that Chuck would be leaving pretty soon. I really expected Bobbie to storm off, but he didn’t! That was my first clue that Bobbie was a different sort of man than the average. He sat on my living room couch while Chuck and I went back to the bedroom and finished fucking! Then Chuck walked right past him, saying, ‘See you soon, babe!’ “

Nikki turned to Bob, who was staring down into his drink.

“That’s when we discovered something pretty interesting about Bobbie, didn’t we, honey? I came out to apologize to Bobbie. We hadn’t done anything more than some necking at that point and I felt pretty guilty about standing him up like that. But when I sat down on the couch to apologize, with Chuck’s cum leaking down my leg under my robe, I found something else standing up!

“Bobbie had a tent in his pants! He’d been sitting there listening to his date rattling the bedframe with another guy and he was as turned on as all get out! I asked him, ‘Did that turn you on?’ and he hemmed and hawed, but when I put my hand on the front of his pants, it was pretty hard to conceal that he was as hard as steel!

“I said to him, ‘Poor baby, I feel terrible for doing this to you. How about if we do something to take care of this and I can make it up to you for my awful inconsiderate behavior?’ Well he was so horny and he wasn’t going to pass up a golden opportunity to get into my pants, so we went straight to the bedroom, with the bed still warm from Chuck fucking me!

“I think Bobbie was embarrassed by his hard-on in the circumstances. Of course, as soon as I saw him undressed I knew right away that his little cock was not going to do much for me, especially right after Chuck had stretched my poor pussy with his horse cock. I could barely feel Bobbie in me, especially with Chuck’s cum providing so much lubrication. Poor little Bobbie had to pump away like a jackhammer to get any friction! It must have felt like sticking his cock out the window.

“But it turned out he loved it, didn’t you, baby? He loved those sloppy seconds! He got so horny knowing that I was banging some stud! And seeing me all flushed, smelling my cunt all hot, having all that cum streaming down my leg, and knowing he was sliding his cock through another man’s spunk—it was all too much for him! It was the peak sexual experience of his life!

"And I found out something else about myself. For some reason it turned me on to feel Bobbie writhing around on top of me, so frustrated that he couldn't get more friction, and terrified at the same time that he was failing me by taking so long! I was getting off on having that power, to have Bobbie in such a one-down position. The fact that he'd put up with my making him play second fiddle like that made me feel like a goddess. I found I have a little mean streak, don't I, dear?" she asked Bob, rhetorically.

“I can’t say I was all innocence in how things turned out. I’d read some porn about guys who liked cream pies and such. So when Bobbie had spurted his goo, I asked him to eat me! I think that was a little bit mean. I think he was really afraid to say no to me, so he was afraid not to do it, even though he didn’t really like the idea. But it grew on him, didn’t it, hon? Once he got started he couldn’t stop! He sucked me to a great orgasm. And when I was done, he’d gotten himself so turned on that he fucked me again and then ate me out again after that!

“I teased him about how turned on he’d gotten and tried to get him to admit that sharing me with another man was a turn-on for him. He only admitted that listening to us fuck had excited him, just like watching a porn movie would. Reluctantly he admitted that the idea of another man’s cum in me had excited him too while we were fucking and he was sucking me out, even though he thought that was perverted and he didn’t understand why that idea should be arousing.

“I’m afraid I was very naughty then! I decided to see what would happen if we did that again. I don’t know if I was simply fascinated by the phenomenon or whether I was getting off on the power trip. But the next time Chuck did a ‘drive by,’ I called Bobbie right away after Chuck left and told him that if he were there in 15 minutes he could fuck me. Well, what man is going to pass up a no-strings fuck like that?

“Well he was there in 10 minutes! And just like before: he fucked me frantically, his cock swimming in Chuck’s cum! Of course, I’d orgasmed my brains out on Chuck’s fat cock, so I’m just lying there while Bobbie’s humping away on top of me like a whirling dervish. But I could tell he was so turned on that he couldn’t help himself. It was sort of cute, in a pathetic way.

“Of course he shot his load in me and then I insisted that since he hadn’t made me come that he should eat cream pie. This time he wasn’t nearly as reluctant, although you know they all lose a little bit of their enthusiasm after they come. They eat the cream pies much better if they haven’t come yet.

“Well that went so well, I decided to continue my little experiment! I started calling Bobbie every time Chuck came by. Bobbie would come over like a shot and I’d still be in bed, cum dripping out of me, and he’d practically jump on me. If he asked if we could make love any other time, I’d tell him I wasn’t in the mood. But Chuck was coming by about three times a week, so for a guy like Bobbie, he was getting more pussy than he ever had in his life!

“It seemed like every time Bobbie screwed me that way, knowing I’d just fucked another man, and knowing that other man had satisfied me much better than he could, it eroded a little bit of his pride and his spine. It was as if he knew he was giving in to something he shouldn’t do, but he couldn’t help himself. So bit by bit he was losing respect for himself as a man. But as a boyfriend, it made him better and better! As his manhood drained away he was more affectionate, more attentive, and more agreeable. I was more and more in love with him!

“Pretty soon I decided this time I would call him ahead of time, telling him that Chuck was coming over at such and such a time, so he should be free at such and such a time. When I did that, he asked me why he couldn’t make love to me another other time. So I put it out there: I needed Chuck to get me in the mood. I needed a big cock, but I loved Bobbie and I knew that he liked fucking me, so I thought that if we had a future that this was the way it was going to have to be.

“Bobbie was pretty floored by that. He was overjoyed to hear that I loved him and that I thought we had a future together. But he was pretty disappointed to hear that he didn’t turn me on and that he didn’t measure up to Chuck. But I made him admit to me that the sex we had was the best he’d ever had, every time. He was hooked!

“I guess I used a little psychology on him too. I started talking dirty to him while he was fucking me. You know, I started asking him if it turned him on to think of Chuck’s big cock fucking me, and for him to feel my cunt all puffy and stretched wide, and to feel Chuck’s cum coating his cock as he fucked me sloppy seconds. I asked him if it excited him to be eating another man’s cum out of my pussy. I told him how good Chuck’s big cock felt inside me and that I could barely feel his little cock when he fucked me. I’m sure you already know, Tonya, that breaking down a cuckold’s male ego is a vital part of the process of forging a cuckold marriage.

“From there it was only a small step to telling Bobbie that he needed to be there before Chuck showed up. I’ll never forget the first time Chuck showed up when Bobbie was there already! The balls on that guy! He just waltzed in, hardly did a double-take to find my boyfriend there, and just swept me into the bedroom! And Bobbie just sat there in humiliation, while his girlfriend fucked her ex!

“From there it was just another small step to asking Bobbie if he’d like to hide in the closet next time and watch Chuck fuck me! He almost screamed ‘Yes!’! He couldn’t wait for it and he begged me to call Chuck right then to set up a date! That’s when I knew Bobbie was the one for me.”

Nikki put a hand on Bob’s thigh and squeezed it. Her story was bringing back cherished memories.

“From there it was just a series of small steps to where we are today. I asked Bobbie if it would excite him if Chuck and I had anal sex and he got so excited I thought he’d have a stroke! I didn’t realize then that I was spoiling him, that most cuckold husbands never get to enjoy anal sex with their wives, but I didn’t know any better at the time. I figured that after taking Chuck’s cock up my backside, it’d be so easy to take Bobbie’s little thing, so why not?

“The next step was getting Bobbie used to the idea that I’d be seeing other men too, not just Chuck. That wasn’t too hard for him to swallow. The biggest hurdle was to get Bobbie out of the closet, literally! By that time we were engaged. I told Chuck that I’d used the prospect of breaking the engagement to get Bobbie to accept my right to have other men and that I wanted to start having Bobbie there watching. Chuck wasn’t thrilled about that, but he was pretty happy to hear that my marriage wasn’t going to end his free lunch.

“I would say one of the highlights of our relationship has to be our wedding day. Of course, Bobbie wasn’t the first man to fuck me on our wedding night. He was actually the fourth. Three of my lovers were groomsmen and they accompanied us to the bridal suite.

“It is our rule that Bobbie only gets to screw me right after another man. To this day he had never enjoyed my pussy or ass any other way, and if I have any say about it, he never will!”

“What a story!” Tonya exclaimed. “But you’re making poor Johnny so envious! Lucky Bob, getting sloppy seconds, and in your ass too! Now Johnny will be hounding me to let him do that! You see, Bobbie, I decided to cut Johnny off after I admitted to him that his little cockette just didn’t do anything for me. Since we started cuckolding he’s only come in his hand or mine!”

“Well, see, that’s where John may be better off than Bobbie anyway. After Bobbie beat off in the closet watching Chuck fuck me for the first time with his own eyes, I decided that he’d have to have my permission to whack off. And I’m pretty stingy with him. That way pretty soon he’s begging me to call one of my boyfriends so he can fuck me after and get off.

"And, of course, the only way to make sure a wanker like our husbands doesn't come without permission is to keep them in chastity," Nikki dropped a bombshell.

"What?!?!" Tonya cried. "No! Really? Bob's ... locked up?"

"Yup! A Jailbird from Mature Metal. Custom-made to his measurements. Cost $400. But worth every penny. Works like a charm and it fits so well he can wear it indefinitely without any harm."

"Oh, my God!" Tonya marveled. "I have to see this! Is he wearing it now? Can I see it?"

"Bobbie, show her," Nikki ordered. "I unlock him for special occasions, but he wears it almost 24/7. Best decision I ever made!"

Bob quickly doffed his clothing and there he was standing in complete lingerie! He had a lacy camisole, garter belt and hose, and women’s panties under his clothes. Nikki saw my surprise.

“Oh, Bobbie, they’re beautiful” Tonya gushed. Oh, don’t take them off yet! They look so pretty and feminine on you! Is it OK if I take some snapshots?” Nikki nodded her assent.

“Yes, we’ve found that, like many cuckolds, Bobbie likes to tiptoe the line between male and female. I mean, it’s natural, isn’t it? If he’s not much of a man, maybe he’d be a better woman? When I dress him up like that it really plays a mind-game on him. But he’s come to love it, way beyond what I ever expected!”

I stared at Bob and I noticed more as I looked longer. He'd clearly shaved everywhere I could see. I peered at his face and decided he must be wearing foundation because I couldn't see any beard line at all.

However I also noticed that there was a definite bulge in his satiny panties. But not the bulge of a big cock. It had ridges that I figured must be due to the contraption Nikki had him confined in. Nikki motioned for him to skim his panties off now that Tonya had had a chance to admire them.

"Oh, my God!" Tonya burst out. Bob's groin was completely shaved, but that was not the shocking thing. The sensation was a tiny metal cage around a seemingly tiny cock. There was a ring around the top of Bob's cock that ran underneath his balls. Attached to that were bars lengthwise attached to a ring about where his glans started. It was curved down so that his cockhead pointed almost toward his balls. The whole thing didn't look as if it could be over 2 and a half inches long! Was Bob some kind of eunuch? Even I was over 4 inches!

You could see that his poor cock was trying to get hard, but the cage was restraining him. His penis was pressing against the bars, puffing through slightly. It looked painful!

"But it's so small! How can he fit into that thing? Is he really ... really ... tiny?"

"Oh, no, he's just a shade under average, I mean for white cuckolds. But that's the idea. You get the chastity about a quarter-inch shorter than his size when he's flaccid. You want to keep him cramped, to where he can't really get erect at all. And the smaller it is, the more comfortable it will be to fit under his clothes and the more, shall we say, undetectable to the general public?"

"But it looks, uh, 'squished.' His poor thingie is pushing to get out on all sides. Is it hurting?" Tonya asked Bob.

Nikki nodded to him, as if he had to ask her permission to speak.

"It feels a little, um, confined," Bob said hesitantly.

"Hah! I'll say!" Tonya laughed.

"But it's no worse than like wearing support hose or a girdle," he continued, sounding a little embarrassed. "You feel squished on all sides, like that, but once you reach the limits of the cage, your penis can't swell anymore because there's no place for the blood to go. That's the most physically uncomfortable part: the congested feeling, like having blue balls, except your balls don't hurt. It's more just a pressure in your clit, er, cock I mean. But the other thing is that the lack of room means the blood can’t really get in, so you don’t have as many erections in the first place."

"You said 'the most physically uncomfortable part.' What's the other uncomfortable part?"

"Oh, the psychological part!" Nikki crowed. "The part where you can't masturbate all you want! The part where you don't know how long it will be until you come next! The part where you get so horny you think you're going to go mad if you don't come, but you can't! The part where you can't think about anything but how bad you need to come but are at the complete mercy of your key holder. You can't even touch your own cock without her permission! You haven't just lost her pussy to other men: you've lost your own cock to her!"

Bob looked at Nikki with a look that said so much. It was a look of fear, pain, devotion, and ... awe. It made a shiver go up my spine. And my cock throbbed!

Bob seemed to have trouble getting his mouth to work. It had gone dry.

"Yeah, that," he finally said quietly.

Tonya took some close-up pictures of the device and then asked, "Can I ... can I touch it?"

"Knock yourself out!" Nikki said, smiling, clearly enjoying the sensation her charge's chastity device had sparked.

Tonya reached out and her hand grasped Bob's metal-encased dick.

"Oh, my!" Tonya gasped. "It's ... so ... strange! I can feel the metal, so hard, cold! And his little peepee is peeking out, trying to squeeze between the bars! Poor thing!"

Bob squirmed and closed his eyes, simultaneously thrilled and mortified that a strange woman was handling his caged junk. Tonya reached down and bounced his balls on her hand. Bob groaned.

"They're so tight! The ring is pulling the skin taut! I like how that looks! But it looks so mean too! Like it's armored!"

"I know!" Nikki agreed. "I can hardly keep my hands off of it, although, as you see, Bobbie can only feel a little bit of what you are doing through the bars. He says it's as if you're getting a massage, but the masseuse is only touching your left shoulder blade and your right kidney! Very frustrating! When you jiggle it, it does pull on his balls for sure."

Tonya continued to feather touches to the parts of Bob's penis that she could touch through the cage. Bob was trembling.

"Can he come with it on?" she asked.

"Oh, yes," Nikki answered. "But only if he's gone a long time without an orgasm, and it is not a full orgasm, because his dick can't get all the way hard. So his cum sort of seeps out instead." Nikki gave a little menacing chuckle. "Or he can get a prostate milking!"

"Tell me!" Tonya demanded.

"Well, I can rub his prostate with a finger or a dildo or a special prostate wand until he starts coming that way. It gets the cum out without his having any kind of an orgasm at all! Bobbie says after that he's just as horny as ever. It only relieves some of the physical pressure, so he doesn't have a nocturnal emission.

"But the biggest benefit is the effect on his attitude. I mean, he's pretty devoted anyway, but since he's locked, his whole world revolves around me. He's afraid to do anything that would make me want to deny him longer. And he can hardly think about anything but sex! I mean, imagine if someone was holding your cock all day! How could you think about anything else?"

"How often do you let him out?"

"Oh, I'm pretty liberal as keyholders go. Most weeks he comes at least twice. I mean, he's a good girl, I mean, good boy, aren't you, Bobbie? But sometimes I just feel ... contrary. I want to feel my power and I want Bobbie to remember it. So I make him go longer. And when I'm in the mood I tease him. Maybe I let him take it out and I excite him just to the edge, but I don't let him come. Then I put him back in! Sometimes he hasn't done a thing to displease me. I just want to see him squirm! I know it’s mean, but what's the point of having a cuckold if you have to be fair all the time?" She pointedly fingered the small key that hung on a string around her neck, presumably the key to Bob's chastity device.

"Oh, you wicked woman! Johnny, can you imagine only coming twice a week!" Tonya yelped. “Johnny comes twice a day most days!”

"You'd be surprised, though, Nikki continued. ”Sometimes I think Bobbie wants me to deny him. He says he feels terribly torn whether he really wants to come or not! On the one hand he feels as if he'd kill for an orgasm, but on the other hand, once he comes it feels like such a letdown. The feeling of being horny can be terribly exciting and with a chastity, you can maintain that build-up indefinitely. Apparently it can be literally mind-bending!"

I stared at Bob's strangled penis and I felt shudder but an almost fevered longing went through me at the same time! Would I let Tonya put a lock on my cock? What would it be like to have a part of your body owned, no longer yours? The very thought took my breath away. Could I stand to be hornier and hornier, with no limit? What would that be like?

"My God. If I limited Johnny to two comes a week, I think he'd have a stroke!" Tonya opined.

"Oh, you don't know until you try it! You should get him a chastity and see what happens."

“Well, to each her own,” Tonya responded. “I figure that as long as Johnny is beating off thinking about me fucking my boyfriends, it only makes him more addicted to being a cuckold. So far, so good!”

“Well, I guess I can’t argue with your results. Different strokes for different folks, I suppose.”

“Let’s all get more comfortable, shall we?” Tonya suggested. “Johnny, help me undress and let’s show them what they’ve won!” Tonya stood passively, making me unbutton her blouse and unhook her bra to display her wares to our guests. Nikki had Bob do the same, while I removed Tonya’s pants and panties. Then Tonya whispered instructions in my ear.

“Um, Chad, would you … um … like to … touch my wife?” I stammered, blushing.

Chad walked over, still dressed. He appraised Tonya with his eyes and then ran a hand down her back and caressed the globes of her ass. He took one breast in his hand and then bent to kiss her and she raised her lips to accept his kiss. Chad moved his hand to her pubic mound and cupped it. Tonya moaned softly into his mouth as his fingers slid through the wetness of her pussy lips.

“Johnny,” Tonya husked, “help Chad get more comfortable.” I took Chad’s clothes as he removed them and I folded them neatly. My eyes were drawn naturally to Chad’s package. My own willie got harder. Chad was at least Brian’s size, but his penis had more of a mushroom-shaped head with a large ridge, and it had a pronounced upward curve. My prostate twitched imagining that knob raking across it. I imagined that Tonya’s G-spot was doing the same.

Nikki already had Brian’s pants down and was eagerly fondling his prick to hardness. Tonya took Chad’s in hand and they resumed their kiss.

“Before we get carried away, I want to see John’s oral technique,” Nikki announced.

“Oh, no problem,” Tonya responded. “It’s a perfect appetizer.” Tonya handed out the terrycloth robes as she instructed me to join them in undress.

After everything we’d already done, I found myself still dreading exposing my shortcomings to Bob and Nikki. But I swallowed hard and began to undress robotically. When I was down to my panties, Nikki exclaimed.

“Oh, you have him pantied! How cute! Great minds think alike after all!”

I took a breath and skimmed them off. My dick stood erect despite my embarrassment.

“What a darling little cock!” Nikki cried. “Just like a real one, only smaller!” she repeated the oft-made joke.

"Johnny?" Tonya snapped me out of my self-consciousness. "Why don't you show Chad your oral skills?" Despite my nervousness, I appreciated the terminology, “oral skills.” That almost sounded respectful compared to, “Show them what a faggot cocksucker you are!” She had her phone in hand again, ready to take a video of my performance.

Chad had splayed himself out on the couch, his robe thrown open. Once I neared his man-sized hunk of meat I forgot about Bob and imprisoned cock and his frillies and his hairless body. Now it was me and Chad's cock. Time for me to display my “oral skills”!

He was already erect, but when I grasped his shaft I could feel it stiffen a little more. As always I was struck by the stark contrast between holding my own cock and holding this organ, which was at least twice as much penis. My hand was so used to the feel of my own diminutive cock that the heft of a real man's cock always surprised me. It was like reaching for the handle of baseball bat and being handed the barrel of the bat instead. It felt huge in my hand.

I wanted to feel the skin and the warmth of it. I held it to my lips and I half-kissed and half-caressed it with my lips. I ran my lips up and down the length of it.

“Oh, my, he really savors a cock, doesn’t he!” Nikki exclaimed. “He appreciates a beautiful penis.”

Her comment made me self-conscious, but instead of stopping, I decided to exaggerate what I was doing, to give her a show. I ran my lips all over Chad’s cock, while he murmured his approval of what I was doing. Then I began to play with his cockhead and frenulum, tasting the prominent rim of his mushroom cap with the tip of my tongue, then flicking his frenulum as well.

But I knew what the audience was waiting for, so I took him into my mouth, I got it well wet with my saliva and then pushed him to the back of my throat. I could tell right away that the upward curve of his cock was going to make it awkward. His curve was going the opposite way to the way his cock had to go to get as much as I could in my mouth. So I asked him to lie down on the couch, while I got over him in a 69 position.

As soon as I took him in my mouth again I knew that this way was going to be much better. The curve of his cock was going to make it slide right to the back of my throat. I loved feeling the prominent ridge of his cockhead.

God, these guys’ cocks were so thick! It didn’t matter how many times I did this: every time I had to get over how fat they felt. It filled my mouth. I started to fuck his cock with my mouth, plunging it in and out. I got into a good rhythm, pulling him all the way out and then slowly cramming him back in. He was loving it.

“Oh, nice!” Chad moaned. He watched as my head completely engulfed his cock over and over. Tonya came over and wickedly began to toy with Chad’s nipples and stroke his pecs.

“Oh, shit, I’m gonna blow!” Chad warned, not realizing that I needed no warning. I slammed his cock down and waited for his explosion with his cock deep in my mouth. I felt his penis swell and held him down while he shot is load straight down my throat. I started to gag but I held his cock in while my eyes watered. When I felt he was done I slipped his prick quickly out of my mouth, to a groan from Chad. I took his cockhead back into my mouth and gently sucked the last of his cum out of the end of his dick.

“What a show!” Nikki congratulated, clapping. “I guess you really liked that, huh, Chad?”

“Shit, yes! He can really suck cock like a pro!"

‘No, just an enthusiastic amateur,’ I thought to myself, but I couldn’t help but be gratified by their praise.  It was as Tonya had suggested: instead of feeling embarrassed, I might actually find some things to be proud of in my cuckold service.

“Sorry, Tonya,” Chad told her. “I won’t be able to help you out for a little while. But I’ll be ready again pretty soon.”

“Well. I’ve got some ideas to stoke your fires and keep myself amused in the meantime,” Tonya responded, sidling up to Nikki. “Your girlfriend is quite beautiful. Having another couple here opens up a lot of possible combinations that don’t happen when it is just me and my boyfriends!”

Tonya stood in front of Nikki and their breasts came together nipple to nipple. Tonya reached out and pulled Nikki to her, their breasts squeezing into each other erotically. She pushed her lips into Nikki’s and Nikki responded, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths. Tonya slipped a hand behind Nikki and took one luscious ass cheek into her and squeezed it. One of Nikki’s hands wandered up and took Tonya’s breast in her hand, her thumb flicking over the nipple, which hardened immediately. Tonya moaned into Nikki’s mouth.

Tonya’s hand left Nikki’s ass and moved in front of her, diving into Nikki’s brunette bush. Nikki’s hips undulated as Tonya’s fingers found her wet folds and stroked them.

“Oh, shit, you’re making me hot!” Nikki protested. “But I need some cock! Brian, get your ass over here!” Tonya pulled Nikki over to the couch and on top of her. Nikki continued to kiss Tonya and stroke her tits, while Tonya snaked her fingers into Nikki’s cunt, extracting another moan from her.

“Bobbie, put his cock in me!” Nikki ordered her husband. Brian knelt behind Nikki among the women’s tangled legs. His cock was hard, as was mine, from watching the women make love to each other. Bob came over in his incongruous female attire. He grasped Brian’s prick and guided it into Nikki’s open cunt. Brian worked his cock deep into Nikki, who groaned and kissed Tonya all the harder. Brian pumped into Nikki as Tonya played with her nipples.

“Oh that feels so good!” Nikki moaned.

“Take that cock, baby!” Tonya insisted. “Come hard! Come fast!”

The warm-up with Tonya, the stimulation of watching me suck off Chad, and Tonya’s work on her nipples soon had Nikki crying out with orgasm. Brian, encouraged by the same events, was not far behind her, grunting with abandon while her sprayed his spunk into her cunt.

Brian pulled out and Tonya slipped out from under Nikki, letting her lie on the couch. Nikki called out to Bob.

“Oh, honey, I have something for you! A nice slippery cunt, all full of man-cum!”

In a shot Bob was at Nikki's side and she was unlocking his chastity device. Bob groaned as Nikki pulled the cage off his painfully engorged penis. You could see the indentations where he had swelled against the bars. Nikki grasped his dick and Bob shuddered as if it were such a relief it almost hurt. Maybe it did hurt, but that didn't stop his penis from filling out in short order. Bob moaned as Nikki let him go.

Bobbie's cock was about my size, but had a smaller knob than mine. He quickly knelt between Nikki’s legs. He slipped his cock into Nikki’s gooey cunt and began humping away like mad. My cock throbbed at the memory of Tonya’s and my last fuck, so long ago, when she had let me experience her used cunt just one time.

Bob was like a madman, fucking Nikki as if it were a race to see how fast he could come! I was green with envy as I watched him take his pleasure. At the same time I felt embarrassed for him, still in his camisole, garter belt and hose, as well as the degrading nature of his frantic gyrations on top of his wife. Despite the fact that he couldn’t be getting much friction, it didn’t take him long and soon he was groaning as if in pain, as his little dick squirted into his wife’s used cunt.

“I always time him,” Nikki explained. “If he doesn’t come quickly, I call time on him! I mean I’m not getting anything out of it, so at least he can have the decency to be quick about it! Thanks to the chastity, that is almost never a problem anymore.”

“Who should clean Nikki up?” Tonya wondered. ”I guess Johnny’s already got one load of cum in his belly, so it’s Bobbie’s turn. I know, Bobbie, you lick up your mess and Johnny, you lick Bobbie off!”

I looked up at Tonya in surprise. I didn’t expect any sexual contact between Bob and me. I mean, he wasn’t a stud. Why should I clean him up? Tonya saw my reluctance and with a nod of her head, she silently answered my unspoken question: “Because I told you to.”

Nikki had squatted over Bob’s prone form, letting the combined jism of her husband and her new friend’s boyfriend drip into her husband’s mouth. I crawled over to Bob. I knelt between his stockinged legs and looked at the limp, cum-covered worm of Bob’s spent cock, made more pathetic by the frame of the garter belt.

I reluctantly lifted the penis into my mouth. It suffered terribly by comparison with Chad’s hunk that I had just worshipped 15 minutes ago, and it was as limp as cooked spaghetti. I detected some of the taste of Brian’s cum along with the unfamiliar taste of Bob’s. I was easily able to fit Bob’s entire cock in my mouth and feel the strange sensation of his shaven pubis against my lips. I sucked it dutifully and rolled it around in my mouth, sucking all the cum and cunt juice off it. I noticed Bob squirming a little bit; I couldn’t tell if he liked it or if his cock was still too sensitive.

“Good job, Johnny,” Tonya intoned, with a hint that any less enthusiasm would have been unacceptable. “Let’s show Nikki another one of your special talents. Lie down!”

I lay on the floor and Tonya hovered over me.

“Watch this, Nikki!” She concentrated and soon her golden urine was emerging from her fragrant cunt and splashing into my mouth. I swallowed quickly and Tonya filled my mouth three times.

“Do you want to try it?” Tonya asked.

“Oh, I don’t think I should miss this treat,” she responded. She quickly replaced Tonya over me. I could smell the pungent smell of her pussy mixed with two different men’s cum. “You sure you don’t mind, Johnny?”

“No, it’s OK,” I muttered.

She closed her eyes, but nothing came.

“I’m not used to doing this!” Nikki blustered. “It feels so strange! But I do so love having a man under me, having to take whatever I chose to give him! Just give me a second.” She closed her eyes again and concentrated. A few more seconds passed and then a small squirt was followed with a spurt, and then finally a stream. Nikki stared down, taking in the scene of a man willingly opening his mouth to her piss. She watched my mouth fill and stopped her stream. “You’re going to make a mess!” she cried.

I glugged and swallowed her pee down and she laughed. “Oh, God!” Then she resumed spurting out another mouthful. When she was done I lifted up and kissed the last drops of her pee clean and sucked on her fragrant pussy for the first time.

“Oh, wow! That beats toilet paper six ways from Sunday! That’s wild! I could see getting hooked on that! Thank you, Johnny!” I felt a little unaccustomed burst of pride, followed by the awareness that my tummy was now very full of two women’s hot piss as well as three loads of cum.

“God, you’re a wicked woman, Tonya!” Chad exclaimed in good humor. “Why don’t you get your husband to suck me hard and I’ll take care of you?”

“Oh, Johnny’s already gotten to suck you, Chad,” Nikki protested. “Give Bobbie his turn! He loves sucking cock just as much as the next pansy boy!”

“Well, that’s true. The little fairy hasn’t had one cock in his mouth yet, and lucky Johnny’s had two—well, one and a half,” Chad conceded. “C’mon, Bobbie, have your favorite snack!”

Bobbie crawled over and took Chad’s half-hard penis in his mouth. He sucked it hard and fast, just as he had fucked Nikki, as if he was afraid Nikki would chastise him if he took too long to get it hard. Chad seemed to like that technique, as he was soon fully erect again.

“Johnny, do you want to see Nikki’s stud fuck your wife?” Tonya asked. “Do you like to see a real man fuck your woman?”

I swallowed and admitted, “Yes, I like to see her get a good fucking and to come like gangbusters on a long, thick cock like she needs.”

“Oh, you’re a doll, Johnny! So spread my cunt lips out wide and stick Chad’s donkey dong in my pussy.”

I bent over her and saw that her cunt was already wet and puffy. I pulled her labia apart with both hands, exposing her vaginal opening. I held it open with one hand while I reached out for Chad’s cock.

“Ask him to fuck your wife, Johnny. Ask him to do your job for you.”

“Um, please, Chad, please fuck my wife. Give her the good fucking I can’t give her. Fuck her for me, please.”

I guided his curving cock up to her gaping opening and watched in fascination as he worked his cock into her between my fingers, still holding her labia out of the way. I let go and stepped away.

“Oh, God!” Tonya gasped. “Johnny, don’t go. Play with my titties while Chad fucks me. Unh!”

I reached over the end of the couch and grabbed Tonya’s breasts and took each nipple between my thumb and forefinger. Tonya groaned as I did so.

“Oh, his cock feels so good! Oh, it’s rubbing my G-spot! Did you ever fuck a pregnant lady before, Chad? Fuck me! Fuck my pregnant pussy! Oh, God, I love his cock, Johnny! My cunt loves a big cock in it! That feels good on my tits! Oh, God! Oh, God!”

I held her nipples while I felt her convulse in orgasm. I was in awe of the effect Chad’s cock had on her. I had never seen her in the throes of such pleasure in all the times I had made love to her.

Chad continued to pump into her, his earlier blow job having extended his stamina. I was caught up in the passion and I leaned over Tonya and began to kiss her as she continued to writhe under the assault of Chad’s cock. She loved the contact and the submission it bespoke, as I expressed love for her even as she accepted another man’s penis into her.

Chad must have liked it too, as he began to drill into her jerkily, signaling his impending ejaculation. I played with Tonya’s nipples as I continued to kiss her, mentally saying to her, ‘Go for it, baby!’ She moaned and Chad grunted as he spurted wave after wave of semen into my wife’s pregnant womb.

I continued to kiss Tonya on the lips and then over her face. In my mind I was saying, ‘I love you! I still love you, even with another man’s cock and cream in your cunt. I worship you, I adore you, I want you to feel all the pleasure you can, even if other men have to give it to you.” Tonya beamed with silent understanding of what was going on in me and she glowed with the flush of her peak.

Without any words, I descended on Chad’s cock as soon as her withdrew it from Tonya. Once his cock was clean, without any bidding I lay on the floor and Tonya planted her sopping cunt on my face. I savored the new taste of Chad’s cum, which I had missed by swallowing him down so quickly earlier.

I was in a sub-space, thrilling at my immersion in Tonya’s swollen cunt, happy to be vacuuming another man’s deposit from her. From somewhere inside a perverse delight arose. I was happier sucking another man’s leavings from her cunt than if it had been my own! It was as if the repeated assaults on propriety had beaten my brain into submission and something inside me had snapped. My cock had been so hard for so long—I was the only person who had not yet come—it was as if my unrelieved arousal had become a drug. Maybe that was what it was constantly like for Bobbie in his penis cage!

Speaking of which Nikki was just that moment restraining Bobbie's cock again!

"If I wait too long, he'll gets hard again and then it's hell getting this thing on him. Damn, he's already a little bit aroused." She pulled his cock though the base ring and then squeezed his balls through one at a time. It was a tight fit, which she said had to be that way or he'd be able to slip out of it. "Where's there's a horny will, you'd be surprised that they always find a way!" Then with some difficulty she squeezed his already stiffening cock into the penis cage. "You have to be so careful with this part if he's getting any refill at all, or you'll pinch the shit out of him. C'mon, c'mon, you little bastard! OK, there! And then the lock. You do the honors, will you, Bobbie? Lock your naughty clitty away!" And she looked on as Bobbie turned the key, locking his own penis.

Tonya was aware of my own horny predicament. She reached down and caressed my painfully stiff cock.

“Poor baby! Everybody has come but Johnny! Even his cuckold buddy, Bobbie, has come, but not him. Nikki, what should we do?”

“I think it’s time for Johnny’s surprise.” The lilt in Nikki’s voice put me on alert. They had cooked up something. Nikki sat on the couch by us.

“Sloppy seconds isn’t the only special indulgence I allow Bobbie,” she said. “I also allow him to play with other cuckolds.”

My brain didn’t register right away. “Play with”? What did that mean?

“I think it is beautiful, myself. I mean if two rough tough men have sex, well that’s just gross. But two effeminate boys, two pretty girly-boys do? It is almost artistic.”

“What?” I blurted out. “You mean Bob’s going to blow me?”

“Oh, no, no, no!” Nikki quickly answered. I started to relax until she went on. “Nothing so crude. No, you’re going to make love with each other.”

“What!?! I’m not gay!” I retorted.

“Calm down, baby!” Tonya stepped in. “We’re not saying you’re gay. Or at least we’re not sure that you are!” she joked. “We’re just saying to enjoy yourself! Look at Bobbie: he’s all shaved nice and smooth, like a girl. He’s dressed in his lacy underthings. And he’s willing to let you kiss him, caress him like a girl.” She recaptured my penis and resumed stroking it tantalizingly.

“Of course playing with you won’t give him the thrill that these real men do, but Bobbie still loves it, because he loves to play the girl. And with his clitty caged, he really is like a girl, with no penis at all."

“He’s the closest thing to a woman you’re ever going to get!" Tonya agreed. "I’ve forbidden you to ever fuck and you’ve agreed to that. But with Bobbie you can pretend. You can stroke his hairless body and imagine you have a woman in your arms. You can kiss his beardless face and pretend you are making love to a woman.”

“Kiss him!?” I objected.

“Yes, baby. He wants to play the girl. He wants you to kiss him and caress him and let him pretend that he’s the girl.”

“But I’m not gay! I don’t want to kiss a man!”

‘Baby! He’s not really a man! He’s a cuckold like you! He’s a boy at most and maybe more like a girl than that! He’s all smooth, dressed in frillies, soft and weak, with a little locked up clitty instead of a cock!”

Tonya was on a roll. “I told you when we started down this road that I wanted you to push your limits, to try new things, to do things you thought you couldn’t or shouldn’t. Here’s one of those limits, baby. Push past it. Try it. Experiment. I won't make you. But I want you to.”

She tantalized my cock with feathery touches.

“I’ve discussed my limits with Nikki. I don’t want the two of you blowing each other or fucking each other. That might get you thinking you’re a man again. But you can play with each other’s bodies and you can masturbate each other. That’s what cuckold penises are good for: jacking off. But won’t it be nice to feel someone else’s hand on your dickie for a change?” Tonya was at her mind-fucking again.

Nikki spoke now.

“Two sissy boys together is a very beautiful thing. Two soft, feminine bodies. I find it breathtaking. Very hot,” she said huskily.

“Go up to him,” Nikki commanded. “He ... or she ... is waiting for you. Don’t make her beg, Johnny,” Nikki said, switching pronouns again. Somehow Nikki telling me to do it made it more compelling. She was our guest after all.

Bob, or "Bobbie," as Nikki called him, stood there, his cage, sticking out under the lace of his garter belt, his legs covered with sheer stockings, his satiny camisole covering his no doubt hairless chest. He looked at me and then looked down. I couldn’t tell if he really wanted this or it was part of his humiliation games with Nikki. With trepidation I got up, my own cock steely from Tonya’s stroking and deprivation. Of course, any outside observer would see me approaching Bobbie with a stiff prick and assume this all was turning me on.

As I neared him I didn’t know what to do.

“Take her in your arms, Johnny!” Nikki instructed. “Hug her!” continuing the gender confusion. I hesitantly put one arm behind his back, feeling the satin of his camisole against my arm. I put the other arm around him and clumsily drew his body to me. I felt his penis cage touch my stiffy and then my stomach, and I jumped as my own penis was pressed warmly against his side. His arms went around me and I felt him hug me back. Shocks of arousal shot from my cock as it felt the smoothness of his skin and the warmth of his body. I felt the satiny smoothness of his camisole against my chest.

“Don’t leave the poor girl hanging, Johnny. Kiss her!” Tonya ordered.

This was it. More intimate than a blow job or an ass fuck. I looked at Bobbie’s eyes and I could not read them, except that I could see no revulsion at least. He closed his eyes and tipped his head up to accept my lips. ‘Here goes nothing,’ I thought.

I kissed him.

“Lovely!” Nikki enthused.

His lips accepted mine softly. With my eyes closed I could not tell much difference from Tonya’s lips. I could easily imagine I was kissing a girl. I felt his tongue touch my lips and tentatively lick along them. Then I felt him take my tortured cock in his hand and begin to caress it! A thrill went through my groin and I moaned into our kiss! Bobbie kissed me harder and his tongue probed my mouth.

“Oh, baby, that is so hot!” Tonya said in a sexy voice.

Bobbie continued to milk my hungry cock and I couldn’t help but enjoy it! My poor dick had been largely ignored through all the sexual gyrations which had gone on in front of me. I found myself humping at Bobbie’s hand while our kiss went on and on!

“Take her little cock, Johnny,” Nikki commanded. My mind drunk with horniness, I reached down and felt the strange hardness of Bobbie’s cock cage as I took it in my hand. I felt that his poor penis was hard again and pressing against the limits of the device, bulging out in little strips. I was shocked how much even that limited contact piqued my own arousal. One thing about penises: you know when they are aroused and it’s hard to hide and impossible to fake. I felt a shiver that reminded me how I felt when one of Tonya’s boyfriends starting to lose control while fucking me: the recognition that this man wants me!

I reached around and took one ass cheek in my hand. Bobbie moaned into my mouth and I was pleased with myself. I felt the smoothness of his shaved skin and rubbed my hand over his ass. He murmured his enjoyment and stuck his ass out further. I gripped his cheek in my hand. I thought about what I would want done to me if I were in his shoes (stockings?) and dipped my fingers between his cheeks and sought out his puckered hole. He gasped as my finger found its target and he stuck his ass out to encourage me to play with his anus. I rubbed across the opening and pressed gently against it. He gripped my cock hard and kissed me fiercely.

“Oh, that’s beautiful, Johnny! Make her feel so good!” Tonya encouraged.

Bobbie leaned back and pulled us down onto the couch.. He slipped his camisole up quickly, uncovering his hairless chest. It was clearly an invitation to suck his ‘tits.’ I took one little nipple in my mouth and sucked on it while I stroked his cock. He groaned, “Oh, fuck!” and writhed as I kept sucking his chest.

“Yes!” Tonya squealed, clearly thrilled how I was debauching myself with this little homosexual interlude.

After a short time Bobbie reached for my cock again, which was still stiff. My penis was dying for attention. None of Tonya's beaus ever touched my penis. Bobbie lifted himself up and bent over me and took one of my nipples into his mouth. I gasped with the sensation. He sucked on it gently and soon I was groaning!

Bobbie broke contact only long enough to reach for a jar of lube and apply it to my erection. With that he took over, masturbating me while he moved his mouth from my nipple to my mouth. As his hand wrung wonderful feelings from my dick, I began to care less and less whose mouth was kissing me or suckling my nipple! I returned his kisses hungrily.

I stared down at the startling image of my cock slipping in and out of a man's hand, as I had seen other cocks slipping through my own hand. I watched it with fascination as Bobbie's hand gripped my shaft, massaging it delightfully with each stroke. I gasped with a thrill as I saw every up-stroke and watched him pull my flesh with every down-stroke. I watched it over and over, mesmerized by the erotic intensity of it, as if I were watching someone else. Oh! The rhythm of it was so divine, the feel of another body, any body, touching mine! I couldn't last long.

Bobbie sensed my urgency and egged me on to my climax.

"Come! Fuck my sissy hand!" he cried, wallowing in his own delightful humiliation. "Give me your cum, boy!"

'Boy'? That did it. I slammed up into his hand and squirmed and grunted, trying to get one more bit of stimulation. Of course that reflex was from the instinct to get sperm as far into a vagina and as close to a waiting egg as possible, but the urge was still there.

I felt my cock blessedly surrounded by warm flesh and I began my spasm. My cock shot sperm in powerful spurts deep onto my belly, each wave a blissful release!

"Oh, fucking Christ!" I blasphemed, as I unloaded the product of our decidedly unholy union. "Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" I swore in my ecstasy.

"Oh yes!" Bobbie exulted. "Oh! Oh!" he cried as he felt the pulsing of my dick and my cum fly.

"Oh, God!" I exclaimed. My consciousness left me for a moment and then I became embarrassingly aware of our audience.

“Beautiful!” Tonya cooed. “It’s like two young boys discovering sex for the first time!” Then she addressed herself to Bobbie. “He needs to clean up his own mess,” she said, referring to the cooling pool of cum on my stomach. Bobbie knew what that meant. He began to feed me my own lukewarm semen with his fingers.

Tonya said, “Well ... how was it?"

"Uh, good, fine," I said uncertainly.

"Well, I'm glad I could help you out," Bobbie said.

My horniness temporarily sated, I looked at him in hose and garter belt. Would Tonya want me to dress like that now, now that she had seen Bobbie like that? She had said she hoped to learn some tricks from this couple. Maybe she’d suggest I dress like this! Or cage up my cock like his!

The others had enjoyed the show, but used it as a springboard to their own delights. Soon Brian was fucking Nikki’s ass doggie style. Tonya was between Chad’s legs, sucking on his cock  But Nikki was too far gone to be taking in what anyone else was doing. Her ass was the only thing she was paying attention too, as Brian’s thick rod reamed it for all he was worth. Only after Brian had given her a cum enema and they both had calmed down were they able to turn their attention back to us.

“You gonna call up Bobbie and ask him for a date?" Tonya asked. Chad, Brian, and Nikki all laughed at that. Tonya went on, not really expecting me to answer.

"Of course, you had a better deal than Bobbie did. You got to kiss a girl, in his silky undies." Tonya illustrated by sensuously stroking Bobbie's smooth ass cheeks. "I like how that looks. I guess I was afraid to have Johnny do that too much. I was afraid it'd look too unnatural. But it really looks cute! It's really perfect. It says, 'I'm not a man. I'm just a little girl!’ It must help you remember your place. Makes sure you don't start thinking you're a man again."

Tonya kept stroking Bobbie's hairless chest through the camisole. Then she bent down. And took one of Bobbie's nipples into her mouth and sucked on it. She took his balls in one hand and began to fondle them, jiggling his jailed cockette. Bobbie closed his eyes in obvious pleasure while Tonya hummed in pleasure at the feel of his breast in her mouth.

Bobbie's cock strained against its prison. I was feeling very jealous of Tonya's loving attention to him!

"What do you think, Johnny? Would you dress like a girl for me? It would be so much nicer for Brian or Chad, when they are fucking you. They could close their eyes and pretend they were fucking a woman's ass. You'd look pretty."

My mouth was dry. I watched Tonya continue to fondle Bobbie as if he were some kind of harem girl. She bent to suck his nipple again and my own nipples hardened in sympathy. That would feel so good if she were doing that for me!

"If ... if you wanted me to. I guess I could."

"Outstanding!" Tonya exclaimed.

“Bobbie can show you how,” Nikki pointed out. Nikki came up and stroked my chest seductively. "You'll be so pretty! Won't that be nice?" she said as she lightly fingered one nipple.

"Uh, I guess," I conceded doubtfully. I caught my breath at the thrill I felt from this strange woman taking intimate liberties with me. She leaned forward and spoke softly into my ear.

“I bet you’d really like a good ass fucking, wouldn’t you?” I didn’t answer, so she slipped her fingers between my cheeks and began to fondle my anal opening. “Would you like to feel what Chad’s cock feels like up your ass? He’s got that wicked up-curve. That’d feel good rubbing your pussy’s little prostate, wouldn’t it?”

I only groaned at the stimulation. Tonya joined her and started lightly stroking my cock with her cupped hand. She coaxed a droplet of pre-cum from my slit and rubbed it all over the head of my cock, making me jerk with the intensity of the stimulation. She reached up and began to tickle my nipple with her other hand.

“What do you want, Johnny?” Tonya spoke louder. “Do you want Chad’s cock up your ass? Do you want Nikki’s stud to fuck you? Or is Nikki's finger all you can handle?” Nikki punctuated her question by teasing my anus, slipping just a fingertip in.

“Yes!” I choked out. “Yes! I want to be fucked!”

“You want to try out Chad’s cock?”

"I ... need to feel a big cock ... in my ... my ass!" I confessed. I felt my stomach sink again as I admitted my unnatural desires for all to hear—myself most of all.

"Well what are you going to do to entice him? I'm sure a big manly stud like Chad isn't just going to fuck any faggot who spreads his cheeks. I'm sure he'd like it if you put on some girly things, like Bobbie did. Would you put some stockings on and a lacy garter belt to hold them up? And cover your chest with a satiny camisole? Then maybe Chad could pretend he's fucking some skanky girl's ass?"

I shuddered at the lewdness of Tonya's suggestion. Good question though: how far would I go to satisfy my lust? How low would I stoop? What humiliation would be too far? We hadn't found my limit yet.

Tonya rubbed the sensitive underside of my cock with her thumb. Nikki licked at my nipple with her tongue-tip, while tracing circles around the other nipple lightly with her finger.

"Will you, Johnny?" Nikki spoke. "Will you dress up like a girl to get Chad to fuck you?"

"Arrgghh! Yes!" I gasped. I'd do anything to satisfy that need!

"Oh, goody!" Tonya squealed.

Tonya led me into the bedroom, where she rummaged through her lingerie drawer and brought out a pink garter belt and matching hose. She had me sit on the bed and hook the garter belt around my waist. Then gathered up one stocking and carefully drew it up my leg and attached it to the garter straps, followed by the other.

I marveled at the sensual feel of the stockings clinging to my legs all around. I looked down and saw legs that didn't look like my own.

"Oh, they're so pretty!" Tonya gushed.  "Now for your top!" She pulled out a pink lace-trimmed camisole that she lowered over my head. The silky fabric felt very sexy against my skin.

"I have some mules you could probably squeeze into, that aren't too high, but the heels will make your legs look shapelier." They were pink with white feather decorations.

I looked at myself in the mirror. From the front a looked like a freak, with women's legs and top, but my still-erect cock stuck out incongruously between. From the back I could be mistaken for a skinny woman from the neck down!

I stared at the image of my behind in the mirror, peeking out from beneath the lace of the garter belt and framed by the tops of the pink stockings. I felt a twinge of arousal at the sight. I looked desirable to myself! It could be the ass of a slim woman!

“Oh, baby!” Tonya enthused. “What a sexy little bottom! Chad’s gonna fuck you hard!”

Even though the mules didn’t have much of a heel, I wasn’t used to them and I felt clumsy.

“Oh—lurching around like that isn’t very sexy. Short steps, with one foot in front of the other, babe. That’ll make your little tushie wiggle like the men like it.”

I took a few steps as Tonya instructed. It felt strange, as if I were trying to caricature a swishy fag, but Tonya loved it.

“Much better! That’s just how you should do it. Not a Victoria’s Secret Show strut, but just a little wiggle. You look sexy that way! Now what else? I know: just a little eyeliner and mascara, a touch of blush, some subtle lipstick. Nothing obvious, just a little something under the radar to give you that ‘je ne sais quoi’ allure.”

“Tonya!” I protested.

“Don’t you want to get Chad hot? You want him to fuck you, don’t you? And you want him to want to fuck you, to get excited. I can tell you, Johnny, men aren’t all that complicated. You give them smooth skin, a little frilly lace, a feminine walk, long eyelashes and it just flips a switch in their brain. They can’t help themselves! Hell, why do women wear pink? It’s because it’s the color of a woman’s pussy! Men are like a machine with only one button: ‘On’!”

She didn’t brook any more objections but just sat me down at her make-up table and got out her eyeliner and began to apply it. Then she brushed my eyelashes with the mascara. Then some eye shadow, blush, and lipstick!

“Not too much—after all, we don’t want you to look like a whore, do we?” she giggled.

We walked out into the living room to the cheers and wows of the others. Nikki walked up to me and appraised me appreciatively.

“Very nice!” She ran a hand over my smooth buttocks possessively and stroked my nipples through the satin of the camisole. To my surprise, she leaned forward and planted her lips on my mouth, kissing me sensuously. My dick immediately stood to full attention. Nikki dropped her hand to my cock and began to caress it gently.

“You make a delightful girl, Johnny!” she praised me. I shuddered with the thrill of her caresses and the incongruous, twisted comment. Over and over I got the message: you’re good if you are not a man. You are desirable only if you are not a man! You are loved and cared for if you give up being a man.

“I want to see the girls kiss!” Tonya demanded. Bobbie walked up to me as if he was quite used to being ordered around like a performing seal. I looked at him and I felt as if I were on stage in the school play, with an audience waiting for our performance. I felt foolish and awkward, but what was I to do? Make a big scene? Disappoint the audience? What was the big deal after all the perversions we had already done? If this turned on Tonya, why stop now?

I put my arms around Bobbie and our lips met. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine I was really kissing a girl. His chest pushed the satin camisole against my bare skin and I could feel the slipperiness of satin against satin. Our stockinged legs rubbed against each other, an unfamiliar feeling. Then I felt his cage push against my penis. Oh shit! A stab of arousal lanced through my groin. My pelvis thrust forward involuntarily and I pressed my lips harder against his mouth. Bobbie groaned and returned my kiss and his mouth opened and we were French kissing.

“Oh my!” Tonya gasped. “This is so hot! You two are making my pussy wet!”

“Feel my pussy!” Nikki urged her and sat next to Tonya. They joined our “lesbian” kiss with one of their own, as Tonya reached down and stroked her finger wetly through Nikki’s folds. Nikki returned the favor.

Bobbie’s hand took my cock and he began to pump me while our kissing continued. I moaned. I flashed on the bizarre lewdness of the pictures I’d seen of transsexual “she-males” with cocks sticking out under big tits. My brain was struggling with the contradiction of a cock in my panties and the feel of satin and lace against my body.

Tonya broke the spell.

“These poor girls need some real cocks if they are going to get any satisfaction. Quit playing with those girlie cocks and find a real cock to fuck you!” she suggested.

We broke our clinch and each went over to the other couple’s stud. I knelt in front of Chad and grasped his cock. I gazed at it for a second, taking in its size and wondering how its curve would feel in my ass. I looked up at him for an instant and then wrapped my lips around his cockhead. Its warmth felt so good in my mouth! I could feel him hardening and was pleased that he was evidently aroused by all that had happened.

Tonya was right: I certainly did want this cock in my ass and I wanted to feel him driven by lust and out of control. I didn’t just want a fuck: I wanted him to want me, want my ass. I went at his cock avidly, sucking on it, licking it, massaging it against the roof of my mouth with my tongue, teasing the ridges and rim with the tip of my tongue. I thrilled when I felt his hips buck and felt him lie back in surrender.

When I felt his pot simmering, I grabbed the nearby jar of lube and slathered it on his cock. He gasped at the sensations of my hand sliding over his greasy penis. When I had it thickly glistening, I grabbed a towel for my greasy hand and got on my hands and knees, with my ass toward him.

“I need your cock in my ass!” I pleaded. “Please fuck me!” I wiggled my ass at him, remembering Tonya’s lecture about a man’s on-button. I imagined the sight of my hairless ass framed by the pink garter belt and stockings with the pink camisole above. Only the most homophobic man could decline that invitation.

Chad did not. He climbed down off the couch and knelt between my legs. I reached back and grabbed my ass cheeks, spreading them wide for him so that my pink rosebud beckoned him shamelessly. I sighed as I felt the knob of his cock press against my anus and begin to force its way in.

I pushed back and strained to open myself to him, but even so my first reaction was pain as the thickness of his shaft wrenched my poor muscles. My sphincters protested and clenched, trying to bar the invasion. Chad pumped back and forth, inching his way in. I gritted my teeth against the pain and willed myself to relax and let go. I moaned as I felt him plunge into my belly, sending waves of unnatural sensations through my pelvis. My cock was steely hard as I felt his shaft rub against my prostate.

Chad groaned with pleasure. I pushed back against him and urged, “Fuck me, big boy! I want your thick cock in me!” I excited myself with my own talk, but Chad liked it even better and redoubled his efforts to hit the top of my rectum. He pushed harder and I felt a twinge as his cockhead touched my colon.

Chad pulled back and then plunged back in. I let out a breath and marveled at how good it felt, to feel my ass filled and to feel his thick manhood stroking in and out of me! Why? Why did I want to feel a cock fuck me? Why did I need this now? Why did I have this new hunger and why did it feel so good to feed it?

Chad’s thrusting warmed my ass up so nicely and his cock moved in and out more and more easily. I felt Tonya’s body next to me.

“Thrill to that cock, baby!” she hissed into my ear. “All us girls love to be filled by a real man’s cock.” She reached under my camisole and began to stroke my nipples. “It’s so nice to have someone play with your tits when you’re getting fucked,” she told me. I groaned in agreement.

“Turn over, baby,” she suggested. “You’ve got to feel what it’s like when his cock rubs your G-spot. You’ll go wild!” I whimpered as Chad pulled all the way out, leaving my ass feeling deprived. “It’ll only be a second, you baby!” Tonya chided. I flipped over on my back and pulled my pink stockinged legs up, offering Chad my ass again. He slipped his cock in nice and tight. I sighed with contentment.

As soon as he started thrusting I gasped with the new sensation of his up-curving cockhead jabbing into my prostate. “Oh!” I cried out and Tonya smiled knowingly.

“I told you you’d love it!” she crowed. She kissed me and slipped a hand under my camisole to continue tweaking my nipple. Every thrust of Chad’s cock rubbed my prostate hard and shocks of sexual arousal went straight to my cock. It felt like his cock was hooked up to an electrical outlet. It was almost too much and I squirmed in overload mode.

“Oh God! Oh God!” I panted. “Unhhh! Unhhh! Unhhh!” I grunted with every thrust.

“Love it, baby!” Tonya incited me. “Isn’t it good? Isn’t this the best? You needed this, didn’t you? You need cock now, just like I do! Enjoy it! Doesn’t his cock feel so good in you? Feel him fucking you. Oh, it feels so good to feel him moving inside you. Your ass feels so good to him! He’s loving your sweet, sweet ass-pussy! You’re making him so excited that he’s gonna shoot his wad in you!”

Tonya’s obscene words were inflaming Chad as well as me. He began fucking me harder and faster. Tonya lifted the hem of my camisole.

“I’ve got to suck your luscious tits!” she said, and locked her mouth on one of my nipples. It felt so different combined with the satiny feel of the camisole against my skin. I felt the hug of the stockings on my legs and the fire in my ass as Chad fucked my ass with abandon. Tonya’s sucking my tit was too much!

I reached down and took my throbbing cock in my hand and almost swooned with the wave of pleasure that passed over me! I masturbated my poor cock frantically, knowing my release was only moments away. My cock felt like it was swelling impossibly and then before I knew it, my penis was spitting its meager goo onto my stomach.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I cried in near-pain at the intensity of it.

Chad probably hardly noticed, except maybe for the involuntary spasms of my rectum around his cock. He was in his own world of fucking frenzy. My mind and body were in a cloud of complete surrender and collapse. I loved the feel of his masculine body, taller, stronger, more forceful, looming over me! My ass was completely open and my body was completely his. His cock reamed me and I was intensely attuned to its every thrust and twitch. I willed him to come in me, to fill me with his man-cum, to coat my innards with his blast.

I didn’t have long to wait. With a roar he slammed into me and a second later I felt his cock jerk and there came the spurts: 1-2-3 and then some aftershocks. I gasped with the triumph of feeling him shoot his manhood so deep into me! My ass twitched to milk every drop of his semen. I deliberately squeezed to savor the feeling of his completion, to hold onto our connection.

“Oh, fuck!” Chad exclaimed and I felt a twinge of pleasure that this was a testimony to the intensity of his orgasm. “Fuck! Oh, fuck!” he gasped, breathless.

“Thank the man, Johnny!” Tonya instructed. “Was it a good fuck? Was it the fuck you needed?”

“Oh, shit yes!” I choked out. “God, your cock felt so good!" I blubbered.

“Look at the mess you made, Johnny!” Tonya exclaimed. She scooped up the puddle of jism off my stomach and held her hand to my mouth and I quickly sucked her fingers clean. She squeegeed the rest off with two more swipes, which I also licked off. “We don’t want to get your pretty things dirty with your nasty spurting.”

Chad pulled out and Tonya was quick to put her hand to my hole and catch the globs of cum that began to gush out.

“Oh, my, Chad, you shot a quart! How can you have so much your third time?” Tonya cupped her hand to collect it. My ass felt like someone had opened a window, it was so stretched. “Just relax, baby, and let it all drip out. I’ll catch it! I know you want to taste Chad’s yummy cum, fresh out of your pussy!”

She picked up one hand and replaced it with her other one. She held her gooey hand to me and I bent forward to accept her offering. Just the first leakage was already more cum than my whole ejaculation, although clearly mixed with lube as well. Tonya tipped her hand up and let the mess dribble into my mouth. I tasted it and then took her fingers into my mouth and sucked the disgusting mixture off of them.

"Doesn't Chad have tasty cum? Don't you just love to eat cum?"

"Um, yeah," I said, and I realized it was true. I was becoming addicted to the taste of other men's cum.

"Here, squeeze some more cum out of your ass!” I bore down and another glop dripped out. Tonya scooped it up and fed it to me. "Mmmm, good," she enthused. "Now suck off Chad's nice cock."

She didn't have to ask me twice. I wanted it! I got down on my knees and gobbled down Chad's softening penis. I was flush with the arousal of our fuck and I truly enjoyed the feel of his cock filling my mouth. The cum, the lube, my ass, his sweat all combined into a powerful smell and taste.

"OK, Johnny, that's enough! Don't hog him!" Tonya teased as she sat next to Chad and began to kiss him. "Thanks for giving my new girlfriend such a hot fuck. Does she have a nice pussy?"

"Oh, yeah," Chad played along. "Nice and tight. And you can tell how badly she needs a nice long thick cock! She fucks like nobody's business!"

They all laughed. All kinds of different, strange feelings were going through me. I felt a twinge every time they called me a "girl" or "she" or talked about my "pussy.” Part of me reflexively wanted to protest. "I'm not a girl!” But part of me was excited and turned on by the perversity of it, the violation of taboos. Part of me wondered if Chad were just playing along, or had I really been "a good fuck"? Did I want to be a good fuck? It felt like I did!

'I'm not a girl! I'm a man!' I thought to myself. Really? Not much of a man. 'I'm not gay!’ Or at least ... I didn't used to be. I like girls. I didn't look at guys in the locker room and get turned on. I married a girl. This isn't me! Tonya did this to me!

But was it working? Was she turning me gay? I was getting awfully turned on by sucking cocks and getting fucked by them! Was I craving the taste of cum? Or was I just doing what Tonya wanted me to do? Could a person really be brainwashed to like something that would have repulsed them before? To even hunger for it? To need it? Did I need cocks now?

My ass tingled in answer. Oh God! Chad's cock had felt so good fucking me! I wasn't doing that to please Tonya or Chad: I had wanted it! Was I hooked now? After tasting these forbidden pleasures, could I give them up?

I thought back to the maelstrom of lust that had swirled through my mind as Chad had fucked me. How did that compare with making love to Tonya B.C.—Before Cuckold? Did our sex ever have that intensity? If Tonya relented and allowed me "pity fucks," would I be able to give up the man-sex?

Here I sat in lingerie, a half-boy / half-girl. Tonya hinted that I should dress as a girl to attract men to fuck me! Would I be happier that way, playing a girl? Was I a transvestite? But I'd never even thought about dressing in women's clothes, much less done it before. But somehow it had felt a little bit better to be fucking him "as a girl." It wasn't so gay. Is that crazy? I was completely confused.

Tonya as always sensed that something was going on with me. She broke from her clinch with Chad.

"A penny for your thoughts!"

"They aren't worth that!" I responded, somewhat hopelessly.

"Well, whatever it is, don't worry your pretty little head about it! Tonya will figure it all out. Between me and Little Johnny, we'll tell you what to do!” I guess that showed how far gone I was, that her advice made me feel a little better.

At this point things started to wind down. To my surprise Brian excused himself to go home and Nikki, Chad, and Bobbie did the same. Tonya must have sensed I needed a little reassurance, because she invited me to sleep in her bed. But she told me to keep the camisole on.

"Baby, I know it's all so confusing for you. One day you're a plain vanilla boring inadequate husband and the next you're a cock-loving transvestite cuckold! Every time you take two steps forward you get all these new feelings and it gets scary and you start wondering what it all means.” She hugged me close. "Let Tonya take care of you, baby. I'm right here with you, every step of the way."

"But where's it going? What's next? Where do you want this to go? What do you want me to be?"

"Baby, baby, baby! So many questions! So many worries! I want you to be whatever makes you happy, no matter what that is! I want you to be whatever excites you, whatever satisfies you. I want you to go wherever your heart takes you.

"And cocks certainly seem to excite you! I saw you tonight with Chad's cock in your mouth and inside your ass and I know I never excited you the way he did! I was almost jealous! But I was happy for you! I was happy that I'd helped you discover that part of yourself! If I hadn't admitted that I needed more cock, if I hadn't dildo-fucked you, if I hadn't encouraged you to try sucking and fucking a real man, you'd never had experienced that. You'd never know how much you could enjoy that.

"Where is it going?“ Tonya asked rhetorically. ”I want us to explore. I want to help you have the courage to try things, to discover pleasure where you never thought it could be. Push past your limits to find whatever thrills and satisfies you deep down. Not what other people think you should want, not even what you think you should want, but what you really want, what thrills you to your marrow! And if someone thinks it's perverted or gay or gross, I don't care!"

"But do you ... do you want me to dress up like a girl. Like Bobbie? Or farther: to wear make-up and a wig and falsies? To be a transvestite?"

"I want whatever excites you, baby! It seemed to get your little winkie stiff when you looked at yourself in the mirror. And you sure were enjoying yourself when Chad was fucking you up the ass in your girlie things. Weren't you?” She started running a finger between my butt cheeks, teasing my pucker.

"Oh, God! I was! I don't know why that excites me so! Why? Why should I love a man's cock up my ass?"

"Or up your pussy? Don't fight it, baby! Why look a gift horse in the mouth? God, I love a big cock fucking me! Why shouldn't you? I love to suck on a fat cock! Why shouldn't you enjoy it? A big long fat cock is a wonderful thing!"

"Not to another guy! I shouldn't want to suck another guy's cock!"

"But why not? Who made all those rules? Gay guys sure have been having a lot of fun for thousands of years. They've even risked going to jail for it, so it must be pretty great! Why shouldn't you enjoy everything you have the capacity to enjoy? Maybe it's Nature's way of making it up to you. She didn't give you a big cock, so she gave you the capacity to appreciate them, to enjoy them, even to love them!"

"So you think I'm really gay then!"

"Oh, Johnny, Johnny, Johnny! You're so hung up on labels! I don't know what you are. You're my Johnny! Why do we have to put you in a box? Why do you have to be a man or a woman, straight or gay, a transvestite or a transsexual, a dom or a sub? Just be you! Do whatever turns you on, whatever turns me on, whatever turns us on! And a big cock in your mouth, or a big cock in your ass, dearly, deeply turns you on, doesn't it?"

My stomach fluttered and my throat tightened and my cock started to rise. I felt like crying. I considered lying. But I knew what the truth was.

"Yes," I strangled out, low and intense.

"You loved getting fucked tonight, didn't you? When you had Chad's penis sawing in and out of you, you were in heaven, weren't you?"

"Yes!" I whispered.

"Has anything we've ever done, just you and me, come close to turning you on as much as that?"

"Well ... when you ... when you fucked my ass ... it was pretty great."

"As good as that? Was my plastic toy a good as a man's flesh and blood cock, pulsing, warm, vibrating with his excitement? Was it as good as feeling his strong body on yours, overpowering you? Was it as good as feeling his cock swell with his cum and shooting his precious sperm into your body?"

"Um...," I temporized.

"If you could only have one or the other the rest of your life, which would you choose? Would you choose my dildo or a real man's cock? Which turned you on more?"

"Oh, God!" I cried. "Tonya! Forgive me! I'd pick him!"

"Of course you would! I know that! I see you when a man's fucking you! I see you writhing in ecstasy! I know it turns you on when I fuck your ass. But I know it's not the real thing. I see you rippling with that primal energy when a man is fucking you! You're not cheating me! I'm happy for you! God knows, I love that feeing. I want you to have it too!"

I was stunned by the love and acceptance I heard in those words! I clung to Tonya desperately and I started to sob.

"Oh, Tonya!" I croaked out. I felt fear and relief and love and lost all at the same time. How could she love me that much? What had I done to deserve her? I clung to her desperately. It was as if we were adrift on a raft in the ocean with no land in sight. But still I felt protected as long as she held me in her arms.

"There, there, baby! It's OK. You think that makes you some kind of a monster if you love a cock in your mouth or in your ass? Don't be ashamed of it! Celebrate it! God knows, a cuckold's life is tough enough: enjoy every scrap of joy you can find. Tell Tonya about it. What do you love about it? What makes your loins thrill to feel a man's cock fucking you?"

That threw me for a loop. I had to compose myself. It was so hard to feel my feelings, much less put them into words. But lying there in the dark, in her arms, I felt safe to pour out my soul.

"Here, I’ll help you remember," Tonya said. She wet one finger and insinuated it into my stretched and still-lubed anus. Her other hand massaged my penis back to life. I sighed as tremors of arousal radiated through my pelvis.

"Oh!" I softly moaned. Her diddling did bring back the fresh memories. "It's hard to put words to it...."

"Except words like, 'Fuck me, big boy!' " Tonya joked.

"Uh, yeah. It's ... it's so intimate—to let anyone even see your anus, let alone touch it! But then to let someone stick something up there: it's either a total violation or it has to be a total surrender. It's hard—hard to surrender that much, to open up, to trust anyone that much. So when you do, when you give up all that control, to submit to them that totally—it's mind-blowing. It's like turning your body and your brain inside out! It's like, 'Here, I'm giving myself up to you.’ It's powerful, so powerful.

"It's ... it's that it's him, part of his body inside of me. Another person is inside of me. It's not a thing. But it is the most personal, most sexual part of him inside me. A finger is an instrument—we touch all kinds of things with our fingers: we even shake hands with strangers. But a man's cock is so special, so personal—it's like a miniature him."

"Well, in your case. Not so miniature for Brian or Chad."

"But a man thinks of his cock as if it were a little version of him. He names it, like you call mine 'Little Johnny.'

"That feeling of being filled sends such sensations everywhere—to my cock, up my spine, to my brain! And when he's fucking me it's rubbing my prostate, just like your G-spot. It's just sending the most confusing, unbelievably erotic shocks straight to my cock!

"And I can feel him, feel his flesh. It's so alive! I can feel his blood pulse, feel his excitement! I know he's loving my ass, loving how my ass clutches his cock, holds it, kneads it! I know you like to fuck me, but I know his cock is feeling me. The more excited he gets, I can feel it and I know he's loving how it feels. I can feel him thrusting faster and harder and jerkier and I know I'm doing that to him—I'm exciting him!"

"Oh, I know!" Tonya agreed. "You can feel his excitement!” Her hand kept stroking my cock while her finger moved in and out of my rectum. "You're getting me turned on just talking about it! And feel your cock! Just talking about it has you leaking pre-cum!  What else do you feel when he's fucking you?"

"When he comes I can feel his energy draining into me. Up until then, I'm surrendering to him. But when he comes, it's as if he's surrendering to me! His cum is like his life-essence pouring into me. I can feel every pulse, every spasm of his orgasm. It's like a sacrifice, like he's giving up a part of himself in that moment."

"Yes! Every woman knows that! When he comes it's almost as if you've conquered him! But you make it sound so beautiful! How could I deny you that? How could I say, 'No! You can't want that!'?" She added a second finger to the one that was probing my ass. "Think of that cock in you, baby!” She pulled on my slippery penis. "Think of him shooting into you! It feels so good!” I moaned, but my ass wanted more. It wanted something wider, longer, deeper, filling me more. It wanted cock!

“Is there anything else you like about it, baby?”

I don’t know why she asked that after all the things I’d said. How did she know there was something else, something more shameful?

“Uh....”

“Yes? Tell me!” she insisted.

“Well, there’s ... his body. A man’s body. He’s bigger than me. He’s muscular. Solid. I feel ... dominated. Helpless. I can’t overpower him: I can only give in. So I do.” I felt a warm wave of goose flesh crawl up my back and across my scalp. “That’s ... that’s almost the best part. Giving in to a stronger man. I feel ... safe. Protected. Helpless but safe. It’s a wonderful feeling.”

“Yes!” Tonya said in a low, intense voice. “Almost like love,” she whispered.

"And when he pulls out, there's like an ache," I went on. "My ass feels so empty, like the bottom's dropped out. I feel incomplete then."

"Then we just have to get a steady supply of cock, you and me!” Tonya said brightly, lightening the mood. ”I want you to have all the cock you want—all the cock you need. How are we gonna do that? I can only share Brian so much—I need his cock too. And he's not really into guys. The novelty of fucking his girlfriend's husband is gonna wear off. Maybe Nikki and Bobbie could help us."

"How?"

"Well, they've been into cuckolding a lot longer than we have. They may have ideas about where to find hung guys. You might see if dressing up would attract the kind of guy you're looking for."

"Dressing up?"

"You know, like you and Bobbie did tonight."

"You mean, dress like a woman? Like female impersonation?"

"Well, face it, Johnny. Most manly guys are turned on by women, or what looks like a woman, not by the woman's wimpy husband. You might have to dress as a woman to get them hot to fuck you."

"I don't know...."

"But as you've said so many times, you're not gay. So you're not looking for a gay guy to fuck you. You want a hot hetero man to fuck you."

"But you've already found four."

"But those were a novelty for them, or a favor to me. A new kink. That's not going to work for the long haul. You can't just use me as bait to attract cock to fuck you. You've got to attract your own. It’s gonna take a pretty girl to attract hot masculine guys.” She kept diddling my ass and frigging my dick. "Don't you want to keep fucking? Don't you need cock?"

I groaned. Her finger felt so good, but a cock felt so much better. Oh, God, did I need cock? Did I have to have it?

"Well, sleep on it, baby. Just think about it. Maybe you can think of some other way. Maybe you'll decide to go gay—go after gay guys instead. Maybe you could be a twink: you know, a gay boy-toy."

That didn't sound any better! I could go gay or be a cross-dresser. But I was pretty sure that I wouldn't be giving up cock. Tonya's finger in my ass was reminding me of that. God, she was getting me horny! I almost needed to come again, even after all I'd already been through!

"Of course, a gay guy is going to want to kiss and cuddle. Did you enjoy kissing Bob tonight? I got hot watching you two. Would you kiss a guy to get him to fuck you?"

"It wasn't too bad. I had to sort of pretend he was a girl, though. I wouldn't really want to kiss a guy." Except maybe Brian. Or Chad. When they were fucking me, did I want them to kiss me? I had felt some pretty strange feelings during and after. I hadn't dared kiss them, for fear they'd be revolted. But did I want to?!?! If they had wanted to...?

"Well, maybe that wouldn't work then. Plus a gay guy might fall in love with you. He might be looking for more than a hot fuck. You might break his heart!"

That suggestion sent a weird vibe through my stomach. I couldn't figure out what I was feeling. A guy fall in love with me? The idea made the hair stand up on the back of my neck. But was it fear, revulsion, or ... a thrill? No! I didn't want that.... What was that feeling? Was my heart speeding up? A guy in love with me? No!

"Tonya, you're driving me crazy with what you're doing!" I said, changing the subject. She had my cock drooling pre-cum like a faucet and her fingers had my ass yearning for a fucking. "Can you ... can you fuck me?"

"I don't think so, you greedy slut! I want you horny and thinking about what you're willing to do to get some more cock for yourself. I'm not going to be your pimp forever!” She slipped her fingers out of my ass and I whined at being left high and dry. "Maybe I should get you a chastity, like Bobbie's, eh? What did you think of that? Or, more to the point, what did Little Johnny think of that?"

A chill went through me as I imagined that Tonya was serious for a second.

"Oh, God, not to be able to even touch myself?! That would be so frustrating!"

"But Nikki said sometimes Bobbie seems to want that. That he wants to keep that horny feeling, that it's almost like a high. And that feeling of being owned. Wouldn't that be a turn-on? To be giving your cock over to me? To feel my control over you, 24 hours a day? There's men who beg their wives to lock them up like that!"

A little shiver went up my spine and my stomach did a flip-flop. What would that be like? Would it be like the thrill of handing Tonya's pussy over to Brian? A dark, erotic thrill?

"I don't know...," I mumbled.

"I know it got my pussy wet! To think of having that much power over a man! I mean, I'm not into whips or chains or ropes, but that kind of power.... I can see the allure."

I was quiet, thinking about that. It was a fascination, like watching a cobra: exciting, beautiful, but dangerous, scary.

"You go to sleep now!" Tonya said, giving my stiff cock a good-bye squeeze.

As frustrated as I felt, I still felt more grateful to Tonya for her love and understanding.

"Tonya, I love you so much!"

"Oh, baby, I love you too!"

I crawled against her and turned so she could cradle me in her arms, spoon fashion. She was the strong one, protecting and comforting me.

"When my belly starts to get big we won't be able to sleep like this!" she teased me. But for now I fell fast asleep in her embrace.


-Day 65 Sunday-

The next day we slept in very late, exhausted from the night before. Tonya woke me drink her morning pee straight from the source.

"Go shave your face as close as you can and then put your stockings and garter belt back on and so frilly panties, baby. And wear your nice robe.” When I'd followed her instructions she told me to sit at her make-up table.

"It's Sunday; we've no place to go. Let's experiment. I want to make you up. Just try it out for a day. See what you think."

I felt my stomach do flip-flops. This was strange and scary territory. I'd never fantasized about dressing up as a girl. The idea made me nervous. But I decided to trust Tonya. She was my guide.

"OK," I said. I felt like a boy who'd taken a dare, knowing all the while he shouldn't. But Tonya's face lit up.

"Oh, baby, you make me so happy! You are so the right husband for me, despite some of your shortcomings!” She set immediately to applying foundation to cover my beard. Then she applied eyeliner, mascara, eye shadow, contour powder, and blush. I watched in amazement as my male face was transformed into a pretty girl's! The last step was lip liner, lipstick, and gloss.

I was stunned by the transformation. How superficial our ideas of gender must be! Long eyelashes and painted lips were all it took to turn my face into a woman's face? My dick stirred gently in my panties. I wasn’t a bad looking girl—except for the butch haircut.

"Oh, we need some earrings!” She pawed through her jewelry case and found a small pair of clip-on earrings.  "Of course, pierced ears would be better, but these are nice too.” They did make a big difference. Every little detail added to the illusion.

"Here, we'll put a scarf around your hair. It'll look like you're wearing your hair up.” She wrapped a silken scarf around my head and the transformation was complete. A very nice looking girl looked back at me from the mirror!

"What do you think?"

"I can't believe it! I look like a girl!"

"A very cute one, actually!" Tonya declared.

I was caught up in the success of our illusion, like a Halloween costume that clicks. I forgot to be embarrassed that I was wearing make-up and women's clothes. I was focused on the skill of Tonya's makeover.

"Put on my mules and walk across the room. Remember: short steps and put one foot in front of the other. Men swagger: girls mince."

I put on the shoes and tried to follow Tonya's directions. The walk she wanted pressed my thighs together and I felt my stockings rub together and my panties caress my junk. I was even more aware of my stretched anus undulating between my cheeks as my ass shimmied while I walked!

"Oh my! You're a knockout! If you're dressed like that, we can't call you 'Johnny.' What will your female name be? Joan? Janie? Joanna? Too old-fashioned. I know! 'Janine'! Feminine, sexy, a little exotic! Come, 'Janine,' let's have breakfast."

Tonya was so happy that she was giddy and her enthusiasm was contagious. I played along with the conceit. We were collaborators in playing around with appearances and gender boundaries. For now it was just a send-up, nothing more.

"It'll just be us girls today, Janine. No men and their hairy muscles and rampant Johnsons. What a relief, eh?"

"Well, those big cocks do have their uses!" I teased.

"But I've had my fill for now. No, it's all pink and pretty and satin and lace for us today. No thrusting pricks and male egos for us. Too bad we don't have one of those chastity devices for a day like today!"

I shivered. Would Tonya really like to lock my little peepee away? Goosebumps went down my back as I thought of being even more in her power.

I prepared an omelet for us and served it. We read the paper and Tonya chattered away as if we were girlfriends, about sales, recipes in the Food section, books being reviewed, movies in town, etc. After I cleaned up the dishes, Tonya brought out her manicure kit.

"I know we'll have to take them off tomorrow, but I want to see how you'll look with long nails and polish! I suppose it's a waste of a pack of stick-on nails, but I think it will be fun.” She took my hands in hers and applied the stick-on nails. They seemed atrociously long and I wondered how women even functioned with them in the way. But Tonya explained that she would trim them down to something less extravagant.

So she set to filing and shaping them. It felt so odd to have my hands handled. I'd never had a manicure in my life. I felt pampered, being attended to like that. A warm feeling rippled up my spine and encased me in a foggy cocoon. It was as if I were a little kid again on my mother's lap. I just relaxed and let Tonya file away and then paint my nails with a pink polish to match my stockings. I hardly said a word and just floated, basking in Tonya's attentions.

"What do you think?" she finally asked. I held my hands out and had the strange sensation of having someone else's hands attached to my wrists. I wasn't sure what to say.

"They're ... very pretty."

"They are! You have very nice hands. They aren't big and bony and rough. Do you like them?"

"I've never had a manicure. I liked being pampered like that. I felt ... like royalty or something.” I took her in my arms and kissed her. I felt our lipsticks smudge together, another sensation I'd never felt before.

"That's one of the perks of being a girl! At the nail salon, the beauty shop, the dress store, the lingerie store, the spa—you are the star, the princess. Men hold the door for you, pull your chair out for you, let you order first, wait on you. It's very nice!"

"I feel relaxed, like I don't need to charge around doing anything."

"That's letting go of the testosterone. Testosterone is the hunting hormone. Estrogens are the nesting hormone. Our job as women is to sit on the nest and wait for a suitor. Our job is to be pretty and to pick the male suitor who gets to enjoy our charms!"

"It's nice for a change of pace."

"Good! Stand up and let me look at the whole effect."

I got up and struck some poses, like a fashion model.

"Very pretty!! But we have to do something about your chest. You're never going to attract a male unless you have some curves."

Looking back it seems impossible that I went along with all this, but at the time, I was in passive mode. Tonya was in charge. I had no responsibility. I was her Barbie doll to do with as she wished.

She led me back into her bedroom and fished around in her lingerie drawer and brought out a lacy bra. Then she found a short strap in her top dresser drawer.

“Your chest is bigger around than mine: you’d never be able to hook my bra. But this is a bra expander. Let’s see if it works.”

I opened the robe and pulled the camisole off. Tonya threaded the bra over my arms and pulled it up to my chest. The feeling I had was overwhelming. Breasts are as feminine as it gets. Breasts are more feminine than stockings, panties, garter belts, high heels, satin, lace—even cunts aren’t as feminine as tits! Having a bra against my chest made this into real cross-dressing! I felt Tonya hook the bra and felt it hugging me all around. A shiver went down my spine. I was becoming a woman now!

My brain floated in a haze as Tonya reached into her drawer and stuffed the bra cups with balled up panties. The feel of her satiny panties against my nipples sent sparks through me and my cock tried to rise against the restraint of my tight panties! Then she pulled my camisole back on, and I looked down and saw my “tits” pushing out the front of the camisole and my cock jumped.

“Oh, God!” I sighed as I looked at myself in the mirror and I was overwhelmed with sexual arousal at the vision of myself as a woman!

Tonya reached down and stroked my hard cock through the fabric of my panties. “Little Johnny likes Janine! He thinks Janine is hot stuff! You know, that is one theory about cross-dressers and transsexuals: they are in love with their female self they see in the mirror!”

I couldn’t think or talk or move. I was hypnotized by the image in the mirror. I was no longer John, ineffectual cuckold husband of Tonya. I was Janine, an unknown quantity, but with definite allure!

“Maybe I’m bisexual too, baby, because Janine is getting me hot!” Tonya whispered and she brought my lips to hers and began to kiss me.

'Bisexual too'? I wondered.

She continued to stroke the bulge in my panties while we sucked at each other’s mouths. Her other hand then dropped to my ass, and she began to knead my cheek through the panties. She broke our kiss to whisper, “God, I’m gonna fuck you, Janine, before the day is out! I’m gonna fuck your cute ass with my big cock!” I moaned and humped my crotch against her hand. I wanted her to fuck Janine so bad!

To my disappointment, Tonya broke our kiss and drew my robe about me and fastened it.

“But Janine has some chores to do right now. The laundry need to be done. That’s women’s work, isn’t it? And Janine has to practice her deportment. She has to walk and sit and bend and lift like a girl. And I want you to edit the pictures and video from last night into some masturbation practice videos for Johnny. I’m sure there’s some good shots of Johnny and his girlfriend Bobbie, and Johnny getting fucked by his boyfriend Chad! Right now, Janine, you need to fix your lipstick! It’s gotten a little bit smudged!”

I groaned in frustration that my hard-on wouldn’t be relieved right away. I sat at the make-up table and watched my hand with long pink fingernails reach out and pick up a tube of pink lipstick. ‘Pink is the color of pussy,’ I thought to myself. I looked at the feminine face in the mirror and watched in fascination as my hand applied lipstick for the first time to the pouty lips I saw in the glass. I pressed my lips together as I had seen Tonya do so many times.

“A girl sits with her knees together, and she rises by pressing up, not by lurching forward like a man does,” Tonya instructed me. With trepidation I gathered my legs under me and rose the way Tonya had directed. “That’s right,” she congratulated me. “It’s a good thing you’re not a macho stud. You don’t have so many bad habits to overcome.”

As I walked to our laundry room to get a basket, I realized that doing any chores in the mules Tonya had lent me would require some concentration. Before I'd had almost nothing to do except pay attention to walking. Now I would be carrying laundry and I had these pesky boobs in the way!

I could feel the satin of Tonya's balled up panties move and rub against my nipples as I walked. I could feel my hips roll from side to side as I took the short steps she'd recommended. I felt like a gay flamer sashaying across the room! I remember the women's libbers complaining that women's shoes and clothing were designed to hobble them and I knew now what they were talking about. This "female" walk was designed to advertise my "ass-ets," not to get efficiently from Point A to Point B!

I had to admire Tonya's psychology, as I gathered up the dirty clothes and sorted them. Laundry was such a stereotypical female activity that the images that came into my head were all the TV moms from sitcoms and soap commercials. It was easy to look down at my feminine attire and imagine myself as a homemaker doing her chores. Who was I doing them for? My female "roomie"? My stud boyfriend? As I pictured Brian or Chad, my asshole twitched in the remembered delights of being reamed by their equipment! My walk became even more seductive as I imagined luring them for a repeat performance with this outfit!

I fingered Tonya's delicates as I sorted the laundry: her silky thongs and bikini panties, her lacy low-cut bras, her satin camisoles, her slips. I held each up and admired it. If I were dressing as a woman, would I choose that color, that style? When would I wear this one? What mood would this go with? I held the crotch of each pair of panties to my nose and inhaled the intoxicating scent of her pussy, sometimes mixed with her pee, and sometimes redolent of the leftover cum of her lovers. By the time I had examined every one I had a painful hard-on.

By contrast my own clothing held no allure or fascination. It was prosaic, utilitarian, except for my week's worth of panties. It barely deserved to occupy the same washtub as Tonya's things. Men were not "adorned": they were merely clothed.

Once I'd started the washer I had time to start watching and editing the videos from last night. The scene of Bob and I hugging and kissing was disturbing. We looked like a couple of twinkie boys. The incongruity and wrongness of two men kissing made my stomach flutter, but when I saw my cock erect and watched both of us fondle each other I could not stop myself from being aroused! My cock stiffened in my panties. There was something undeniably sexy about those caresses and our obvious enjoyment of them, wrong though it seemed. Maybe Tonya was right. Maybe I should accept that there was nothing wrong with two men enjoying each other sexually.

Bob looked absurd in his stockings and garter, but his cock cage was bewitchingly obscene when framed by the feminine finery. His effeminate appearance softened the jarring effect of our homosexual embrace. It was almost as if we'd become hermaphrodites and our coupling was a merger of the male and female, rather than that of two males.

That scene was almost as disturbing as watching Chad fuck me, seeing my face screwed up in obvious ecstasy as his mushroom cockhead rubbed my prostate.

Just then the washer signal beeped and I was awakened from my reverie. I paused the video and became aware again of my feminine garb. I toddled to the laundry room on my heels, feeling my stockings rub together and the silky finery caress my skin. As I transferred the clothes to the dryer and started another load, I contemplated that I was cross-dressed and watching myself make love to a man, and lusting for a penis to plumb my ass. What kind of a creature had I become?

When I got back to the computer, I found Tonya watching Chad fuck me.

"My, my—making up for lost fucking, are we?" she teased. " 'Don't make me fuck a man. I'm not gay! Don't make me—unh! Unh! Unnhhhh!' " she mimicked an orgasm. " 'Oh, fuck! I'm coming with his cock in my ass! Oh, fuck! Ohhh! Never, never make me do that again!' Poor baby! We made you fuck him and made you come like gangbusters, all against your will! How mean of us to make your tool so hard and make you fuck Chad so hard!

"But nothing to apologize for now, baby. No more pretending you are a real man, OK? Don't go back to pretending you're just a regular man. Be what you are!"

"And what's that?"

Tellingly Tonya did not answer but looked at the screen, showing Chad fucking my ass. She ran her hands over my fake boobs and parted my robe to stroke my stockings and then ran her fingers over the half-hard cock pressing against the crotch of my lacy satin panties.

"We'll see. We'll see," was all she would say.

We continued to watch the video again, with me dressed in camisole, garter belt, and stockings. Bobbie and I flounced as gender-ambiguous boy-girls. My cock twitched at the sight and Tonya felt it through my panties.

"It's exciting, isn't it? Two pretty boys. It's a thing of beauty! Why would anyone hurl insults and brickbats at them? Who are they hurting?"

It was reassuring that Tonya wasn't laughing at me or denigrating me, but it was still embarrassing. Did she want me to become gay? Did she want me to become a transvestite?

Tonya backed up and replayed the video of Chad fucking me. I shivered at seeing his cock touch my anus and watching it press into my rectum. My ass twitched with the memory of how good it had felt.

“Look at your face! You love feeling that cock in you!” Tonya remarked. I said nothing. What could I say? I watched myself with rapt attention as I remembered how sexual electricity had hummed through my nerves. I watched again as Tonya fed me my own cum and I licked Chad’s boner clean.

“Which did you like better, Chad’s or Brian’s? Or do you prefer David’s or Calvin’s cock?”

“I … I’m not sure. They all feel good. I guess Brian’s.”

“Well, he was your first. A girl is going to have a special feeling for her first. Although Chad was Janine’s first, in a way! And David was the first cock you fucked on your own. And Calvin is chocolate candy! Isn’t it wonderful that you don’t have to choose? You can fuck them all!”

I heard the dryer buzz and I got up to retrieve the laundry.

“Remember your deportment, Janine! You can’t get up and down like a lumberjack if you’re going to look like a lady! Push up with your legs together. Short steps, one foot in front of the other. You want to look feminine!”

I concentrated on Tonya’s instructions and I immediately felt a difference. My ass was swaying from side to side and I became aware of my whole body. When I had gotten up, I was thinking only of getting the laundry out of the dryer. Now I was aware of my body moving across the room. It was like being on stage and playing to the audience. I suddenly felt sexy! I pondered the difference. As a man I was focused on the goal: as a woman I was focused on my appearance. And appearance automatically assumed an audience. And an audience was implicitly a man! So even though there were no men in the house, I was unconsciously trying to seduce one just by walking across the floor!

Tonya followed me into the laundry room and I continued to imagine a male audience was checking me out while I folded the laundry. I was aware of keeping my legs close together and moving with smaller, daintier movements. Rather than picking up big wads of clothes at once, I picked out one at a time and carefully folded each, making neat piles. I found extra delight again in handling each piece of Tonya’s underwear.

“That’s very nicely done, Janine! Very feminine! Every movement you make as a woman suppresses that nasty testosterone and strengthens your feminine instincts. Since you weren’t that masculine to begin with, I suppose it is easier for you.”

Despite the somewhat backhanded nature of the compliments, I couldn’t help but be pleased at Tonya’s praise. Pleasing her had become the center of my existence, no matter what she asked. But was that focus changing to attracting a man?

I gathered the laundry basket up and went to Tonya’s bedroom to put her things away.

“Keep walking like that and I won’t be able to help myself!” Tonya teased. “I’ll just have to fuck that saucy bottom! Come back in the living room when you put those things away.”

Putting her clothing away required me to open her drawers and I surveyed their contents. They were so different from my clothing. Every article was designed to catch a man’s eye and emphasize her femininity.

“That’s right,” Tonya said as she watched me walk in. “Now look at me while you walk across the room. A woman is always attentive to people. A man could be looking at the furniture or the gadgets or not looking at anything, just being inside his own head. But a woman fixes on the people as the most important thing in the room. She makes eye contact. She smiles, to get those people on her side. A woman is not going to get what she wants through force or machines: she’s going to get what she wants through the people.”

I sat down next to Tonya, being careful to lower myself daintily rather than plopping down.

“See, you did that just right. Look how close you are to me: our knees are practically touching. That’s how a woman does it, because she wants to make a connection. When she talks her face is animated: she shows her emotional reaction to what she is saying. And she includes her listener as much as she can: ‘You know how Jerry is! You had a run-in with him just last week, didn’t you?’

“And when she says that, she takes the opportunity to make physical contact: she puts a hand on her listener’s hand or arm or knee. Not too much: what you think of as a flaming faggot is a man who does all that to an extreme—he’s a caricature of a woman, not an imitation. He’s saying, ‘I’m a male, but you can fuck me!’ But you don’t want a gay man: you want a real man, so you need to act like a real woman.”

“Is that what this is about? Am I practicing to impersonate a woman so I can get a man to fuck me?”

“Wouldn’t you like to? Right now, we’re just playing at it. It’s fun and sort of sexy! Gender bending is kind of hot, isn’t it? Didn’t it blow your mind when you first saw me wearing that dildo? A voluptuous woman with a penis! It’s breaking the rules, and that makes it sort of nasty, naughty fun! Play your cards right and you’ll get a good fucking from me out of it!

“I mean, as a cross dresser, you’re sort of an exotic bird, sort of mysterious and exciting. As a man, you’re just an ineffectual cuckold, an inadequate man. I can tell you which is sexier for me!”

Tonya was talking about me being a cross dresser as if it was something we’d decided to do, not just a lark for a lazy Sunday!

“What shall we talk about for practice? How about cocks? What’s so nice about them, what we like to do with them, whose we like and what we like about them.... When girls get together, the conversation always gets around to men sooner or later.

“I love the feel of Brian’s cock in my hand, don’t you? It’s such a nice thick hunk of meat. I just like to pull his cock skin up and down and feel it glide over that hard center. I can feel his pulse pumping through it, he gets so hard. What do you like about it?”

This was certainly a topic I had no practice discussing! I had to close my eyes and remember what feelings went through me when I handled Brian’s penis.

“It’s so warm.” I tried to put more emotion into my voice and I remembered to smile coquettishly, as Tonya had instructed. ‘Think flaming faggot and then dial it back,’ I thought to myself. “I love the soft-but-hard feel of it. I know it is going to feel so good in my mouth! And it looks like a cock should. The head is just perfectly proportioned to the shaft. It’s not a big mushroom and it’s not tiny. The shaft is thick but it doesn’t dwarf the head. It tapers a little near the head but then it thickens out in the middle. I like the color: it’s a little pink.”

“Oh, isn’t it gorgeous? When he’s all excited and I can see that little pearl of pre-cum oozing out, I just can’t wait to suck on it and taste it.”

“Mm-hmm,” I agreed.

I squirmed a little, imagining that rod pressing into my anus.

“What are you thinking about, girlfriend?” Tonya asked, conspiratorially.

‘Oh, how it feels so good going into my bottom!”

“Oh, nasty! You let him have anal sex with you?”

I smiled at Tonya’s little joke. “Oh, that’s all we do! I love it when he goes up the old dirt road!”

“What’s it like?”

“Oh, it hurts a little at first, but once I relax it is heaven! I feel so full, so complete! And he loves it! You know it’s so nice and tight in there. And boys love doing something that they know is naughty!”

“Oh, don’t they? You are a vixen to tempt him with your forbidden fruit!”

“And when he shoots, I can feel every pulse. I can feel him injecting his jism way inside me!”

“God, don’t you love that? I love the feeling that I’m milking his manhood right out of him! I’m using my pussy and ass to steal his precious sperm!”

“Yes!” I agreed enthusiastically, without thinking. Then suddenly I became self-conscious that I had fallen in with Tonya’s premise and had been “talking cocks” with her like a nasty girlfriend.

“Men are so easy to lead around, aren’t they?” Tonya continued. “That penis is like a video game controller! Once you’ve got them hard, their other brain turns off! You just point it wherever you want them to go. It’s really fun to lead them around by it! Don’t you find that?”

“Oh, I don’t know!” I replied. “I’m so new to all of this! I’m not at all sure what I’m doing or if I should even do anything at all! What do you think?”

“Very good, Janine! That’s just what a girl would say! They always want to know what other people think. If you want my opinion, you could be a real heartbreaker if you played your cards right! You could be a very sexy girl.”

“Tonya, is that what you want for me? Do you want me to become a girl?”

“Wouldn’t that be fun? It’s up to you. All I’m saying right now is that I want you to play at it. Try it! Who knows? You might find that you really like it. I’ve already enjoyed this afternoon. It’s so fun for me to tweak your little male ego and see how far you will go! And we haven’t even got to the best part.”

“What part is that?”

“You know—the part where I make love to your ‘pussy’ with my big cock!”

My cheeks warmed and my own cock jumped at hearing those words. That sounded so exciting to me right now!

“I’d really like that,” I said to Tonya, looking her straight in the eye, so she would know that I really meant it, not just as part of our play-acting.

“I know, Janine! I am really looking forward to making love to you as a girl! I don’t know why it makes me so excited, but there is something terribly powerful to me about the idea! It’s as if, somehow, you won’t really be a girl, despite the make-up and the clothes and the nails, until you feel that cock in you and you love it! And that makes me feel so powerful, so magical, if I can do that for you!”

Hearing her say that struck a chord deep within me. I felt a wave of emotion wash over me and I felt hot all over. I looked at her with such love. Before I knew what was happening, I felt tears well up in my eyes and spill down my cheeks.

“Are you…? Janine, are you crying? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing!” I blubbered. “Nothing’s wrong! I don’t know why! Well, I do know. I just feel … so accepted, so safe with you. So loved.”

“Oh, darling, you are loved!” She took me in her arms and I kept crying and then I was laughing. I was happy! It was crazy. This whole thing had been none of my idea, but somehow the fact that Tonya had gone to all this trouble and, despite all the things I had revealed to her and the absurd get-up I was wearing, that proved that she loved me! I felt tremendously odd and yet completely safe with her. It was a marvelous feeling. I could be a complete failure as a man and a husband, I could stand by while she got pregnant by another man, I could suck cocks and lust after being fucked up the ass, and I could even dress up like a girl and she still loved me!

“Oh, Janine, you’re ruining your make-up! You’re going to look like a raccoon! Here, you silly goose! Dry those girlish tears and we’ll fix your make-up!”

We went back into her bedroom and sat at the make-up table.

“Here, you try to do it this time. I’ll tell you how.” She talked me through the steps. She had to redo my eye shadow: I couldn’t get the hang of the applicator. When we were done she said, “You know, the hair has got to go. I don’t have much in the way of wigs, just one that I wore with a Halloween costume. Stay here and I’ll find it. It’s up in the closet somewhere.”

I waited patiently, looking at the strange face in the mirror. Tonya returned with a costume store bag and withdrew a wig with long tresses she’d worn for a “hippie’ costume once upon a time. She had a wig cap she’d packed away with it. She stretched the wig cap over my head and then told me to close my eyes while she pinned the wig to the cap. I felt her arranging and brushing the wig.

“OK, open your eyes!” she announced.

I opened my eyes and was astonished again. Although the wig was a cheesy costume store synthetic, the effect of long hair added to the make-up was amazing. Now I really looked like a girl! It was as if I were looking through a window at another person instead of looking at myself in a mirror.

"Oh, Janine, you're a beauty!" Tonya declared. "I'm going to take your picture!” She posed me and started snapping away like a fashion photographer. She had me look this way and that, told me to lift my chin, had me purse my lips. Then she told me to get in different poses, hiking up my robe to show more leg, parting my robe, stretching my arms above my head. Then she decided she wanted more risqué ones, looking up my legs to my pink panties then posing in just my bra (from below, so you couldn't see the stuffed panties). Finally she told me to pose caressing myself and took pictures of my fingers rubbing the crotch of my panties and cupping my "bust."

Then she asked me to take off my panties so my penis and balls showed and she took another series of pictures making clear I was a cross-dressed male. My cock was flaccid for most of the pictures. She then she teased me into an erection, by playing with my organ and talking about how much cock I could get if I became good at crossdressing! Then she took more pictures of me with a hard-on. Finally she took more while she instructed me to masturbate and to bring myself to the brink of orgasm.

"That's it, baby! Pull that dinkie! Close your eyes and think of hard cocks, hard to be in your pretty mouth and dying to ream your tight ass! Imagine batting your eyes at some hunk, letting him know you can be had! Imagine your pink fingernails wrapped around some throbbing man-meat!"

I groaned and thrust my hips and Tonya hissed "Yes!" and snapped away, capturing my thrall to the fantasy she'd concocted. I felt my cock throb and knew that much more of this and I'd come without her permission! I let go of my tortured cock and Tonya snapped away as it bobbed in frustration and a droplet of pre-cum swelled from its slit.

“Now a few of you showing off your cute little butt-hole.” She had me kneel with my butt in the air, then spreading my cheeks with both hands to show off my rosebud,

“Now shake your ass! Show me how hot you are to be fucked! That’s it! Now you’re desperate—your ass so needs to be filled. Twitch that thing! Make me want to fuck you so bad!”

I rolled my hips and even flexed my anus, trying to look bewitching. It worked for me at least: I could feel my ass tingle and my weenie throb!

Tonya reached a hand out and stroked the smooth skin of my shaved arm.

"Poor Johnny! His little willie is so excited, so close to spurting! All this cock talk is so arousing! But it's not time for his little winkie to spit. Janine's got some more chores to do, and then Janine's got a date. A date with me and my dildo! So we can't have Little Johnny shooting his wad. He's got to behave himself so we can get Janine's panties back on."

My frustration helped kill Little Johnny's mood, but the thought of all those pictures in the camera kept me hard for a while. I knew enough now about how Tonya worked to know that she'd construct a slide show of the pictures and tomorrow she'd have me masturbating to them. It was like a feedback loop. I was already excited thinking about how perverted it would be to be aroused by those pictures. And I'd be aroused tomorrow thinking about how Tonya got me excited enough to pose for those pictures. And around and around it goes.

"Now you make us some supper, girl! They say the way to a man's heart is through his stomach, but I think you know there's a more direct route! Remember your walk and your mannerisms."

With my long tresses caressing my cheeks and shoulders I deliberately flounced out to the kitchen, reveling in all the feminine sensations. My hair moved with every step and I was aware of my "boobs" sticking out in front of me. I felt the earrings on my earlobes and the wiggle of my ass as I walked. I was even aware of the flutter of my long eyelashes and the hug of the satin imprisoning my "junk."

Tonya sat at our breakfast bar to watch me play my part. I decided to try to impress her with my acting ability. I put myself in the mindset of a daytime TV hostess trying out a new recipe in the studio kitchen. I remembered to take small steps and to keep my elbows in and do things with small, fussy gestures. I chattered away to Tonya like a stereotypical gushy airhead, narrating the "drama" of throwing a dinner together. I remembered to be excited about everything and to babble on. Almost without thinking I flipped my hair out of the way with a limp-wristed gestures and Tonya squealed with delight.

"Oh, Janine, you are a treasure! I'm watching you and I wonder where my husband went! It's as if he's been replaced by his hot sister and she's my best friend!”  She got up and come up to me. "And did I mention she was hot?' She took me in her arms and one hand cupped my ass suggestively and another went behind my head, pulling my face to hers. Again our lipsticks slid over each other as she possessed my mouth. I felt my cock swell as her tongue toyed with mine.

"Let's eat," she rasped at me. "I'm getting very hungry."

I served us and we chatted. I concentrated on my feminine table manners—small bites, eating slowly, and talking. Talking, talking, and talking. Tonya wanted to talk about Nikki and Chad and Bob again. I strained to think of what a girl would say.

It would be about looks and dress and personality. And it would be about our feelings, how they made us feel. I was surprised how easy it was to carry on that way, as long as I remembered I was playing a role. I was in a movie or a play. I was playing the part of Janine. Rather than being at a loss for words, I found that thoughts and feelings and words bubbled up effortlessly, as long as I thought of myself as Janine, Tonya's girlfriend. I found that rather freeing. I realized that since I'd become Johnny the ineffectual cuckold, I'd been intimidated by Tonya. She'd been in charge and I was stumbling to avoid disappointing her any more than I already had. Now as Janine, I was her equal, her friend. Conversation flowed.

"And what did you think of my husband Johnny?" Tonya asked.

That threw me, but I stopped and took a breath. We'd dissected everyone else—why not "Johnny"? If I really were her girlfriend, of course we'd talk about her poor husband. I pondered what Audrey or another girlfriend would say.

"Obviously a closet fairy!" I come out with, and Tonya choked on her Coke. "I mean, did you see the way he kissed Bob? His little winkie got hard as a rock! And he couldn't wait to get ahold of Chad's manhood! No, girlfriend, I don't know if he knows it, but he's queer as a three-dollar bill!"

"You really think so? I mean, until the last few weeks I'd never have suspected a thing. It's not like he's into musical theater or ballet!"

"But what normal man is going to stand by and watch his wife do it with another guy? And get off on it? Unless that what he secretly wants that guy to do to him! It's cause he needs an excuse to get his hands on some good man-meat!” I was getting into my role.

"Well, if you're right, then everybody's happy. I get stuffed with some decent-sized cock and he gets some as well!"

"Yeah, all you have to worry about, girlfriend, is him getting his own boyfriend and leaving you high and dry!" 'Janine' cautioned.

"I suppose it could happen, but I don't think so. I think the whole gay thing is too scary for him. He'll need me to be his beard. Besides, I'm not so sure he's gay. I think he's just a cocksucker."

"Huh? What's the difference?"

"It's the difference between being in love and having a fetish. A guy who screws sheep isn't in love with them. He doesn't want to take a sheep home to meet his parents and marry one. He's just hung up on the turn-on. Johnny doesn't love men—he just loves their cocks! He doesn't want to marry a man or write them love poems. He just wants to suck their dicks!"

As Tonya spoke her words burned themselves into me. "Cocksucker," "He loves their cocks," "wants to suck their dicks.” A shiver went down my spine and my penis hardened in my panties as I pictured myself again fishing a big thick cock out of a pair of boxer briefs! I imagined only that: me and a cock. Not a man, not his eyes, not his mouth, not his hands—just a cock: a stiff, throbbing, and eventually spurting cock. My nerves tingled with excitement. I wasn't gay! But I was a cock-lover?

"Oh, baby, you're making my panties wet!" I said breathily. Tonya parted my robe and it was true—we both saw a spot of wetness on the crotch of my undies. Tonya rubbed my stiff prick that was straining against the fabric. She cuddled next to me and began to kiss me as she continued to tease me through the panties. I returned her kisses hungrily, fascinated by the sliding of her lipsticked mouth against mine.

"Janine," she said, breaking our kiss, "I want to make love to you! I want to feel your pussy around my cock. I want to fuck you and fuck you, until you scream!"

Those words sent chills down my spine. I felt helpless with desire and surrender.

"I want you to make love to me!" I sighed. "I want to feel you in my ... pussy. Do whatever you want to me. I'm yours!"

Tonya took her hand off my crotch and slid it around to my ass. She rubbed my cheeks caressingly and I gasped and pushed back against her hand. I ached to be hers, to be possessed by her, to let her use me. She teased me by continuing to lightly stroke me, only running a finger through my crack tantalizingly. I groaned in my need for more.

"What do you want? Show me what you want.” I pulled the back of my robe up, exposing my ass. I pulled the panties down to my ankles, and then I bent over the arm of the couch, thrusting my behind at Tonya, framed by the garter belt and stockings.

"That's my girl. A slut after my own heart.” She trailed her finger up between my cheeks, circling my quivering anus suggestively. "And what does my slut's pussy want?"

"Cock!" I croaked, pushing myself back against her finger. "My pussy needs cock!"

"Even if it is a poor dildo, no flesh and blood spurting cock?"

"Yes, please! Please fuck me! I want your cock in me!" I pleaded.

I felt her move away and then felt a greasy finger push against my sphincter. I was so ready that her finger slipped in easily, the titillation feeling blessedly good.

"Oh!" I sighed. Quickly a second finger joined the first and my ass sang with pleasure at the sensation. Tonya sawed her fingers in and out, turning and twisting them, stretching me first this way and then that way. I sank into a sea of surrender.

Tonya must have been planning this because with little warning I felt a butt plug pry its way into me in place of her fingers. I relaxed around the device while Tonya donned the dildo and harness.

"Kiss my cock," she ordered and I gladly planted several kisses on its head and shaft, thrilling to see the pink lip prints left by my lipstick. I saw her smear them with lube, but I felt a frisson of excitement to think that some of my lipstick was going to be buried in my ass.

I gasped as Tonya pulled out the butt plug and I sighed as she began to spear the dildo into me. The thickness of the phallus stretched me but the greater thrill was to feel it plunge deep into my belly.

I lay still and let my mistress take me. I made myself into a passive receptacle for her penetration, feeling every inch of her thrust and withdrawal. I let her use me, concentrating on opening myself up to her power.

"I'm fucking you, Janine!" she hissed. "I'm fucking your pussy with my cock. You're my slut and you always want more cock! Take it! Take my cock!"

"Oh, God! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy! I want you to fuck me! I want to be yours!"

Tonya pounded into me, harder and faster. I groaned with delight as her thrusting warmed my ass and it tingled and loosened. I shuddered as the familiar feeling of submission washed over me. My body became an extension of the cock ramming in and out of my rectum. Every stroke took me higher and higher until I was moaning and gyrating on the invader, stabbing it against my prostate!

"I'm getting your G-spot, aren't I, babe?" Tonya boasted. "You're making me so hot. I love to fuck a wanton slut like you!” I felt her adjusting something and guessed that she'd thrust a hand under the harness to rub her clit. Her thrusting became more jerky and random and then I felt her shudder.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh shit!” she gasped. “I’m coming … coming in your pussy!” she choked out. I moaned at the idea if she really could fill me with her cum. Oh, I’d love that!

Her orgasm over, she turned her attention to mine. She reached around my waist and grasped my stiff prick.

“Let me rub your clitty, Janine! Come for me, girl! Come while I fuck your pussy and play with your clit!”

I gasped as she jerked my shaft and a storm of sexual electricity surged through my groin. I couldn’t decide which felt better or where to focus, on my cock or my ass. The battle kept the storm building until it felt as if my whole pelvis was a molten mass. Tonya’s dildo felt as if it were stuffing sexual energy up my ass that was filling my groin like a balloon about to burst! The balloon stretched and stretched, tighter and tighter, so hard, so taut….

And then it burst. I yelled out in pain as it felt as if my insides were shooting out my cock. Tonya’d laid a towel that caught my ejaculate as it spewed and spewed.

“That’s my girl! Oh, you’re one of those squirters! I’ll catch your love juice, baby. That’s it. That’s my girl!” She gently milked the last few globs out of my penis and prodded my ass with a few lazy thrusts to let me down easy.

“That’s my girl.” She held the towel up to my mouth and I licked at my acrid spend, mixed with the taste of my lipstick. She slipped the dildo from my yawning ass and I fell to my knees in front of her as she sat down. I licked the dildo clean as she relaxed on the couch, spent from her exertions. Wrung out as I was, I still felt an urge to lovingly worship my Mistress’s ‘cock.’ I ran my tongue up and down the shaft and plunged the head into my mouth eagerly. Tonya undulated her hips, mimicking the motions of an aroused man.

“Put on your nightie for me, Janine. Let’s sleep in each other’s arms, two girls in love!” I donned the lacy shift and we crawled into bed and snuggled up together. As I fell asleep with a tingling rectum, I wondered if Tonya were right. Would a female persona bring me more happiness than a shabby male one?


-Day 66 Monday-

I awoke the next day finding my wig askew and half falling off my head. I fixed it before I cuddled next to Tonya. She responded by rolling over and kissing me, which progressed to some spirited petting. Tonya paid special attention to my sensitive nipples, which had been neglected the previous day, encased as they were in a bra and kept under a bundle of bunched up panties. She palmed and cupped and tweaked my chest as if I had a real pair of breasts. I tried to imagine what it would feel like to be a woman, with those delightful appendages adorning my front. Tonya suckled them while she fondled my hardened penis.

After a pleasant interlude it was time to get up.

“Let me kiss Janine goodbye before you go back to Johnny,” Tonya begged. Then she showed me how to use cold cream to remove all the make-up we’d painstakingly applied. Before my eyes I was transformed from the mysterious and unfamiliar Janine to plain Johnny.

“Come join me in the bathroom,” Tonya bade me. She motioned for me to lie down and then squatted over me to bestow the gift of her golden urine.

“I would never ask my girlfriend to drink my piss, but nothing is too degrading for my cuckold husband.” The hot urine warmed my throat and tummy. I didn’t really consider it a degradation anymore, but apparently Tonya did. As disgusting as it might seem to others, I’d come to thirst for her piss.

As I put my male clothes on it felt as though I were putting on a disguise. The weekend’s disturbing but exciting adventure was over. Going back to the humdrum everyday world felt like a letdown. I descended from Tonya’s special playmate to her inadequate husband.

The feeling stayed with me through the day, as I were “passing,” pretending I was a normal male to my coworkers and passersby. Every time I went into the bathroom, I felt my satiny panties.

But I also found myself thinking differently about the men in my office. I wondered which of them were well-endowed. How many succulent cocks might be only inches away?

I got home and Tonya greeted me with her usual warmth. As I changed out of my work clothes I looked at her make-up table and felt a naughty thrill for what we had done the day before.  But I resisted the temptation to try to repeat the escapade again so soon. Let it be a one-time fling or an occasional special kink. I wasn’t a transvestite after all. We’d just had an experiment.

Tonya seemed to be musing as she saw me in my casual male attire. Had she sensed the wheels turning in my mind? Had she wanted Janine to reappear? She gave no hint except a little extra gaze and the merest shadow of a bemused smile.

That night Tonya said she’d like to sleep with Janine again. She didn’t want me to get all made up: I’d already ruined one pillowcase last night. But she asked me to put on the wig and nightie and to paint my lips. I willingly did as she asked and slipped into bed with her. She seemed to delight in running her hands over my skin and satiny nightgown and then locking our slippery lips in a torrid kiss!

I was pleased at her ardor, which lately had seemed reserved only for her well-hung boyfriends. I guess I could be her girlfriend and avoid competing with those hunks.

"I guess if you were Janine, you wouldn't have much need for this little thing," Tonya said, flipping my stiff prick dismissively. "Maybe it would be better locked up like Bobbie's."

"Oh! I'm worried it would be painful! It's not doing any harm, is it?"

"But wouldn't it be better if it were kept much smaller? It wouldn't jut out like that, spoiling the lines of your pretty panties and nightie."

"Don't make fun, just because I have an unusually large clitoris!"

"Ha ha!" Tonya laughed with genuine pleasure. "Small cock or big clit? You're neither fish nor fowl!"


-Day 67 Tuesday-

The next morning I awakened early to give myself plenty of extra time to do my morning ablutions. Shaving so much of my body was quite time-consuming. Shaving my back was impossible, so I had to recruit Tonya’s help. Rather than make me learn how to deal with the awkwardness of shaving my own crack, she had me pry my cheeks apart while she shaved my “pussy,” as she called it, which position was quite a demeaning one. She suggested afterwards that I apply a skin smoothing cream all over during my shower and then was quite pleased with my “silky smooth” skin afterwards.

That day at work a girl in the coffee room asked what smelled so good. It took me a moment to realize that it was me! The skin emollient had a floral fragrance that was quite perfumy, but I didn’t realize how strongly it had lingered, as I myself had gotten used to it. I blushed and stammered that I didn’t smell anything and exited the coffee room hurriedly!

That night Tonya instructed me to masturbate while looking at the video of me and Bob kissing and then her “photo shoot” of “Janine,” but I was told not to come. It was strange getting turned on by looking at myself dressed as a girl. It was like looking at another person, not like looking at myself and getting turned on by how wrong and perverted it was. It wasn’t long before I was struggling not to shoot against orders!

Tonya rescued me by telling me I’d had enough “practice.”

“I haven’t been with Brian or any other real men since Saturday. I’m starting to get a little horny. I need a big thick cock to stretch me out. But what about you? Do you need to see his cock in your wife again soon? Do you miss that excitement of seeing a real man fuck me after it’s been a few days? Do you just go along with it, or do you really look forward to it? Is it like your favorite TV show, that you just can't wait for the next episode?"

She took my still-hard member in hand and lightly toyed with it.

"What is it like for a husband, to see a beautiful thick cock plunge into his wife's pussy, that pussy he thought was going to be his alone? What is it like to see her wet and open, to see her skin flushed, to see that glint of erotic hunger in her eyes? And what is it like to see her writhing in ecstasy around that cock, to hear her orgasm with an intensity you never dreamed of, to see her collapse in complete satisfaction?

"Is it hot for you? Is it like the best, hottest pornography imaginable? Is it like a drug you can't get enough of? Do you want just more and more, to see his big cock pump into her over and over, to see another man and another man take her so you can feel that excitement, so you can beat your meat again and again?"

The picture she painted was so intense! Her hand on my cock was like molten lava. I could hardly get my breath to answer. I saw it so clearly, her reddened, slick, puffy cunt lips gripping his thick shaft, his strokes sliding into her inexorably, her lips squirming and rising to meet his thrusts.

"Or is it my ass you really want to see him fuck? Is that even better? Is it hotter to know he's violating your wife, forcing himself in where no cock is supposed to go?"

My brain was on fire now. What was true? What did I want?

"Yes!" I cried out. "Yes, yes to all of it!"

"So you do love it, watching him fuck me?"

"Yes!"

"And you'd watch it every day if you could. Ten times a day if you could?"

"Yes!"

"And you miss it. You miss not seeing another man fuck me for three days? You'd love for him to come over right now so you could watch him fuck me again?"

"Yes!" I choked out.

"OK, so you call him. Call Brian and ask him to come over here, because you want to watch him fuck your wife and you want to masturbate while he does. Tell him that. Beg him to come over."

My stomach dropped and I knew Tonya'd found another way to humiliate and excite me. My stomach groaned but my cock twitched with arousal.

Tonya handed me the phone while she kept one hand on my dick. I swallowed hard while I waited for the phone to ring.

"Don't say I want him to come over. Tell him you want to watch him fuck me!"

"Hello?" came Brian's voice.

"Hi, this is Johnny. I, uh, wondered if you were free to come over. I ... uh ... I'd ... I want to watch you fuck Tonya."

Tonya mouthed the words silently, "Tell him why."

"I ... uh ... I'm horny and I ... uh ... want to jerk off while I watch you fuck her." My cheeks burned with humiliation. A man begging another man to fuck his wife so that he can masturbate to their humping.

"You do, eh?" Brian responded. "Well, I guess I'm not too busy,. I could come over and fuck your wife for you. I'll be right over."

"OK, thanks," I said lamely and hung up.

"So he's coming over?"

"Yeah."

"Oh, good for you! Are you excited?"

Her questions made me look at things I didn't want to admit. Yes, I was excited. I was looking forward to it.

"What will we do so you don't shoot off before he even gets here?" Tonya asked. "That's why we need one of those cock cages. Why don't you think about when you used to try to fuck me? Imagine me, horny for a good fucking, but having to put up with your fumbling. Imagine my disappointment as your little thing barely registers. Think of my frustration and my boredom as you squirm around on top of me, getting yourself all excited. Picture my relief and disgust as I feel your little squirts soiling my beautiful pussy."

God, she made it sound so pathetic! Now that I had seen her writhe in ecstasy under a real man, it was all too easy to imagine the contrast with my efforts.

"Ah! That's working!" she declared, noting the loss of starch in my erection. "But don't think of that too long or you won't be able to get it up when Brian gets here!" She let go of my softening dick with a chortle. "I'd better get ready. My boyfriend's coming over! I have to look pretty for him. I can feel my pussy getting wet already!"

She told me to come with her to refresh her make-up.

"I'll go dramatic with my make-up, to look as slutty as I can for him." She explained to me the choices she was making and the techniques she used. She went from her go-to-work make-up to her most daring dance club “Wanna fuck?" make-up. Knowing she was dolling herself up for another man stiffened my cock again.

"You like to see me get ready for my man, don't you?" she said as she dabbed on some perfume. "You like that I'm excited to see him. Feel my pussy," she said, pressing my hand to her crotch. Her lips were parted and I could feel the silky wetness of her heat. "I can't wait to feel him inside me!"

She held my wet finger to her own nose and then to mine.

"Smell my arousal, Johnny! Did I cream like that for you? Was my pussy hot for your cock before you were even here?" We both knew the answer to that. Sex with Brian was like comparing jalapeño peppers to pablum.

She pushed my fingers down to my mouth and I obediently licked her wetness off them. Then she pulled a sheer nightie out of her drawer and slipped it on. Her nipples and pubic triangle showed clearly through the diaphanous fabric. It wasn't meant to cover: it was to present her body to Brian as sexily as possible, like a gift, wrapped with a bow.

The doorbell rang.

"Go get it, silly," Tonya told me. "He's your guest, after all. You invited him. He's here because you're horny to see him fuck your wife."

I went to the door and let Brian in.

"So you missed me, huh, Johnny?" he said.

"Er, yeah, I guess."

"Well, if you’re not sure, I guess I could go," he teased.

"No!" I cried a little too forcefully. "No, I ... I want you to stay."

"Tell him why, babe." Tonya insisted.

"I ... it ... it turns me on to watch you fuck my wife."

"And what will you be doing, honey?"

"I'll ... I'll be masturbating."

"So you really get off on it, huh?" Brian played along. That's one reason Tonya liked him. He caught the drift of how she wanted to toy with me and he didn't mind playing his part.

"Yes. Yes, it's ... very exciting. Tonya ... Tonya gets so excited. It's ... uh ... very powerful."

Brian turned to Tonya.

"God, baby, look at you! You look so hot! I'm gonna tear that right off you. I'll rip it if you're not careful!" Her stepped up to her and they kissed each other hungrily. He didn't hesitate to take one of her breasts in his hand. Tonya moaned at his touch.

"Oh, God, Brian, you drive me wild! You've been here all of two minutes and my pussy is clenching. I need your cock bad!"

Brian dropped both hands below the hem of her nightie and grasped her bare ass in both hands. He ground his crotch against her pubic mound and Tonya whimpered.

"Get my cock out, baby. Get it out and suck on it." Tonya fumbled with his belt and zipper and tore down his pants and underwear, freeing his cock to spring out stiffly. She was in a frenzy to take it into her mouth and hummed her satisfaction when she could suck on it.

My own cock was uncomfortably tenting my pants already, but the sight of Brian's penis in my wife's mouth made it threaten to burst its bonds! I began to rub my shaft through my pants and ran a finger over my stiff nipple, sending shivers through my torso. At the same time my own mouth was watering. I was eager to trade places with Tonya! I knew what it was like to feel that man-meat quiver and I envied Tonya!

Brian was enjoying Tonya's efforts, but we all knew this was only an appetizer. No sense in wasting a good hard-on when we knew what the main course was. Tonya drew the phallus out of her mouth.

"God, I need this in me!" she cried. Let's go to the bedroom!" We all walked into Tonya's room and Tonya tore off her nightie while Brian shucked the rest of his clothes. He was a magnificent beast: muscular, handsome, with a cock sticking out proudly like a flagpole.

He started to crawl on top of Tonya, but to my surprise she put a hand to his chest to stop him.

"This is Johnny's show. Since it's late we probably only have time for one go. Which do you want to see, Johnny? My pussy or my ass?"

I was taken aback by the question. I'd never had any say over any of these proceedings. I hadn't even thought which I preferred. I closed my eyes and pictured them both. I swallowed and tried to pull some saliva into my dry mouth.

"Your ass," I pronounced.

"Excellent choice, sir," she teased, sounding like a sommelier talking about a choice of wines. "But tell him."

I looked up at Brian and told him, "I want you to fuck my wife's ass!"

"No problem!" he declared. "Grease us up then!"

"But how come? How come you'd rather see him fuck my ass?" Tonya probed.

"Because it's dirtier," I said to the floor.

"Yes! Because masturbating while another man fucks your wife isn't dirty enough for you! You want him to do the dirtiest, most perverse thing you can think of! Well, then, lube up my ass for my lover, hubby! Get me ready to take his cock up my poop chute!"

She got on all fours on the bed, presenting her behind to me. I thought I could see her pucker twitching, as if it were eager for Brian's rod to violate her. My own hands shook with eagerness as I fumbled to open the jar of lube and scooped up a dollop. Tonya sighed as first one finger and then another entered her.

"Now grease up Brian!" she ordered,. I scooped up more lube and took his stiff member in hand. I felt its heat and its magnificent thickness.

"Tell him what a nice cock he has, Johnny!" Tonya bade me.

"You ... it's ... you have a beautiful cock, er, sir...." I don't know why I said 'sir.' It just seemed right somehow.

"Tell Brian how you've found that cocks like his turn you on." To Brian she said, "He isn't doing it anymore just because I want him to. He's really getting attracted to cocks."

"Um, yeah.  I ... like cocks now."

"I bet you wish it were fucking you instead, don't you?"

I looked down at the cock in my hand and quietly answered, "Yes."

"Well, too bad! You'll have to start finding your own cocks to fuck your ass, because I'm using this one!" Tonya crowed.

I didn't know if Tonya expected me to guide Brian's cock into her, but Brian was too impatient. He pulled himself out of my grasp and mounted the bed, pushing the head of his penis against Tonya's pucker. She stiffened as he met her resistance an pushed inward.

"Oh! Oh!" she cried. Brian pulled back an inch and then pushed into her, overcoming the protests of her stretched sphincters.

"Oh, shit!" Tonya gasped with the strain. I stood by meekly while I watched the man force his large penis into my wife, heedless of her delicate tissues. He rocked back and forth, nudging his way deeper into her.

Far from being horrified I found myself even more excited by his rough approach. My brain was screaming silently, 'That's right! Fuck her! Fuck her ass! You're the man!'. My greasy hand found my zipper and pulled my aching cock from its confines. I gasped as my hand closed on my erect dick. I wished it felt as thick and heavy as Brian's had in my hand. I wished it were my dick crammed in my wife's rectum. But it also felt marvelous to be stroking my own cock while watching his force its way into her bowels, while the scent of her dripping pussy filled the room.

Brian grasped her hips and pulled Tonya's ass back onto him, extracting a groan from her as he plunged even deeper. His pelvis met her ass cheeks and I knew he was fully planted in her. He thrust again and again against her jiggling ass cheeks, stabbing the top of her rectum and emphasizing his possession of her and her helplessness to expel him. His penis must have felt like a baseball bat inside her.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" Tonya cried inarticulately, in pain or pleasure or awe I couldn't tell and maybe she couldn't either. Gradually his nudges turned into short strokes, then slowly into longer strokes and her groans of pain imperceptibly began to sound more and more like moans of overwhelming pleasure.

"Oh, Jesus, God! Oh fuck me!" Tonya demanded. "Oh I love your cock! Oh I love it when you fuck my ass! Oh God! Show my husband how a real man fucks."

This excited Brian and he eagerly did as he was asked.

"Masturbate, Johnny! Watch a real man fuck your wife's ass and love it! Beat your little thingie and love it!"

I shuddered with pleasure as my hand slipped along the short greasy shaft of my penis and stroked the swollen glans deliciously. My eyes were glued to the junction where Brian's cock was gripped by the tight band of Tonya's stretched anus. It was as if my eyeballs were a magic conduit between their organs and mine, as if the slippery friction of his cock sliding into her bowels were transformed into the delight that my hand was milking from my penis.

Between gritted teeth Tonya panted at me.

"Tell me! Tell me how much you want and need this, Johnny!"

I groaned at her perverse demand that I narrate my own masturbatory fantasy.

"I ... love it! Watching his cock fuck you is so exciting! I want it! I want to watch lots of men fuck your ass!"

"Oh shit!" Tonya cried, closing her eyes and concentrating on the ecstasy Brian's cock was giving her and thrilling to the sinful pleasure of doing it in front of her masturbating husband. I wasn't the only pervert here. Tonya was discovering that taunting and dominating me and making a sexual spectacle of herself was enhancing her own pleasure. She enjoyed cuckolding her husband as much as being fucked by big cocks.

My dick grew even harder as my mind sparked with this new realization. Tonya's groans and spasms of impending orgasm said to me, "I enjoy humiliating you! Abase yourself for my pleasure!" As those words reverberated through my brain, I laid an offering at the feet of my cruel goddess, jetting strings of impotent seed into my cupped palm.

"Unh! I'm coming!" I announced in a strangled voice.

"Oh shit!" Tonya grunted. "Unh! Unh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" her orgasm exploded, sending ripples into her ass, topping up Brian's arousal.

"Oh fuck! Your ass!" he cried and began to slam into her in frantic jerky stroked. I couldn't believe his self-control, as I was sure I would have ejaculated minutes ago had Tonya's ass been gripping my little wick. But it only took a few more thrusts to push him over the edge. He gave a final thrust and then emptied himself into her colonic tunnel.

"Oh, baby!" Tonya whimpered as she felt his spasms deep within her bowels and felt the glow of his hot sperm warm her. "Oh, baby! Oh! Oh!" she luxuriated in his gift to her.

Brian lay upon her back and covered her with his body.

"Oh, God, baby, your ass feels so good around my cock! I've never felt anything so good!" he exulted.

"Back at ya!" Tonya replied. "I love to give myself to you that way! It's so ... special."

But quickly she turned her attention back to me.

"Johnny, show me your cum," she ordered. I meekly came around and held out the pathetic wad of milky goo in my palm. "Let me watch you lick it up," she told me.

I held the cooling jelly to my mouth and lapped up a big tongueful, tasting all the chemical flavors that told my brain, "No, don't eat that! Bad! Wrong!" Tonya smiled devilishly, savoring my self-abasement.

Brian groaned and pulled his softening penis out of Tonya with a barely audible <sloop!> sound. Tonya moaned at his departure and quickly collapsed onto her belly while Brian fell onto his back beside her in a satisfied but drained state.

"Two delectable choices before you, darling," Tonya said. "Suck his cock clean or eat his cum out of my well-fucked ass. Which first? Which do you want more?"

I surprised myself with how quickly and easily I chose.

"His cock," I announced softly. "Please may I suck his cock?" I asked. "I need to suck it!" Even as I said those words I could feel my excitement. Lust for cock had gotten its hooks into me. It was growing, becoming part of my libido. It still surprised, still snuck up on me, but I could no longer deny it. It was there. It was real. It was me now.

"Then by all means. I'll wait. I'll save his cum for your dessert!"

I looked at Brian's half-hard penis, lolling on his stomach, glistening with lube and cum. It was no longer a threat, no longer an accusation. It was an object of desire. It looked good to me. Sexy. Handsome. Beckoning.

I no longer resented Brian. I admired him. He wasn't displacing me: he was taking his rightful place. I wanted him here. He was pleasing my woman and exciting me. Tonya and I were almost sharing him.

I leaned down and planted a kiss on the sensitive underside of the shaft, just below the head. Brian murmured softly. I kissed down the ridge gently, respecting Brian's post-orgasm sensitivity. I inhaled an arousing mix of man-sweat, lube, cum, and ass scent, combined with the aroma of cunt juice that had filled the room.

I reverently lifted Brian's penis to my lips and carefully enveloped the head with my mouth, just cradling it there. I gently pressed it against the roof of my mouth and suckled at it lazily. It was a tired warrior and I wanted only to take care of it, not irritate it. Having his cock in my mouth thrilled me, regardless that my spent penis could not respond with an erection.

I drew it further into my mouth, letting the head reach to the back of my throat. I massaged the shaft with my tongue, coaxing a few precious drops of creamy jism out of his slit. I tasted lube and cum and Tonya's ass and reveled at the sweet knowledge that this magnificent organ has just finished ravishing my own bride!

I loved the warm, meaty feel of his cock in my mouth, no matter that it was no longer the stiff rod that it had been minutes before. This was the penis that had planted a baby in my wife's tummy. I shivered at that thought! This man's baby would be emerging from my wife's vagina in another 8 months or so. I moaned around his thick shaft thinking that.

He was like a god, this man, and I was his supplicant, fortunate to be able the serve him and his woman! I gently sucked on his soft cock and tenderly licked his shaft clean. I pulled some of the folds of his scrotum and pubic patch into my mouth, sucking up the lube and cum that had leaked there. I looked up at Brian's face and was pleased that he seemed to be relaxed and enjoying my attentions.

"This is nice, baby," he said to Tonya. "You and I are wiped out, but he still has energy to take care of us."

"You like it?" Tonya asked him.

"Oh, yeah, it's nice. He's so gentle. It's like cooling down after a workout. He's letting me down easy."

"OK, then, my turn!" Tonya protested. She pulled me down next to her and whispered into my ear. "You were so tender with his poor cock, baby! You were really making love to it, weren't you? I guess I can tell that cocks are your first love now! Well, I've saved his cock cream, keeping it warm for you in my hot ass!  Do you want that too? Do you want to suck it out where he put it in my ass?"

"Yes, please!" I sighed for her ears only. I couldn't believe how horny she was making me, minutes after I'd shot my wad. I could feel twinges in my cock. Even though it was physically impossible for it to get hard again so soon, it still wanted to!

"Oh, baby, I love how hot you are for cock and cum now!" Tonya whispered. "It's exciting to see you get so turned on! It makes me love you all the more! I want you to have all the cock and cum your heart desires! Starting with that big load that's in my ass right now. I'm gonna feed my little queer birdie his man-cum dessert!"

She got on her hands and knees and clambered over me, bringing her reddened and glistening butthole over my face.

"I tried to hold it all in, which wasn't easy, as much as Brian stretched my poor asshole out! God, I love how his tool feels up in me! At first it's as if he's ripping me open, but then it's like I want him to stretch me wider and fuck me deeper and harder and faster. It feels so wrong and so right all at the same time! 'It hurts! But don't stop!' "

'God, I know!' I thought to myself. 'I know exactly what you mean!'

"Ask for what you want, baby," Tonya told me.

"Please let me have Brian's cum! I want to taste it."

"Here you go!" Her asshole rippled and then it opened and a glob of semen oozed out. I greedily opened my mouth and it fell onto my tongue. Cum and lube were both strong flavors that warred for supremacy over my taste buds.

I wanted more and I arched my neck to press my lips to her straining anus. I sucked out another glob of Brian's deposit and let it coat my tongue. I stabbed my tongue into the ring of muscle seeking more of this scarce resource. It was only a few teaspoonfuls, but worth its weight in gold to me at that moment.

"Oh, that feels good!" Tonya enthused. "I love to feel your little tongue licking my behind! You're so eager, you want it so bad! It feels as if you'd like to crawl right up in me to get every drop! Baby, you can have every bit. I'll squirt all that cum, lube, and ass juice right out for you!"

Her encouragement drove me wild. I sucked and licked at her rectum like a mad man. And what else was I? I was insane with unnatural lust. Having abandoned the limits of convention and gender, what was there to stop me?

"Keep at it, baby!" Tonya urged and I could tell she was rubbing her clit, going for another orgasm. With her other hand she cupped one breast and tweaked her nipple. I could feel her hips undulating with arousal as I continued to tongue and kiss her ... rosebud? It was hardly that anymore after Brian's assault. “Fuckhole,” maybe?

Brian opened his eyes and looked over lazily in his post-orgasmic ennui.

"Man, that's hot!" he commented, though half-asleep, but made no move to join the action.

I felt proud that my service was turning Tonya on. In a way it almost felt as if I had turned the tables on Brian. Tonya and I were bonding around our changing, perverse relationship. Brian was almost a plaything we were using in our sexual dance, rather than the star. I devoured Tonya's ass with even greater enthusiasm, eager to push her over the edge.

I didn't have long to wait, warmed up as she was by Brian's fucking and watching me suck him, followed by my analingus. With a cry she was shuddering above me. The proximity of her pelvis made it feel as if I could absorb her orgasm right through my face.

"Oh, God!" Tonya gasped, as she threw herself down on the bed between Brian and me. Brian grunted as she slumped into him. She reached out one hand to Brian and one to me. "My two boys have really taken care of me tonight! I'm the luckiest girl!"

She rolled toward Brian and whispered something to him. He muzzily mumbled some assent to her and she kissed him. She rolled back to me and kissed me.

"Stay here tonight, baby! I want to sleep with both of you. I want to wake up with my two guys. And who knows? There might be time for a little more cocksucking before work tomorrow!"

"Uh, OK," I answered, surprised, pleased, and dismayed in equal parts. Did I want to sleep in the same bed as Brian? Did she expect me to spoon with him? What would Brian think in the morning when he’d come back to his senses and found me there? But there was no doubt how my cock felt about it. At the sound of the word “cocksucking” it had jumped up and now was improbably filling with blood.

Tonya turned back to Brian and snuggled up to his side. I sidled up to Tonya’s back and lightly spooned against her. She was a cunt sandwich. Yeah, except that the bread was a foot-long submarine on one side and a cocktail hot dog bun on the other!

I had a restless night. Just knowing that there was another man in the bed on the other side of Tonya had me on edge. What if I threw my hand over her and it landed on Brian? Somehow laying my hand on his arm or his thigh seemed more intimate than sucking his dick!


-Day 68 Wednesday-

Despite all my misgivings I was sleeping soundly when Tonya nudged me awake the next morning with a few kisses.

She whispered conspiratorially, “Shh! Brian’s still asleep. Why don’t we wake him the way every man would like to be wakened?”

She gestured for me to walk around to the other side of the bed while she carefully peeled back the covers, exposing Brian’s limp organ. It was still larger than mine fully erect.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Tonya suggested. “And even more so when it’s excited, eh?”

“Uh, yeah,” I admitted and the truth of it made me start to harden.

“Probably makes your mouth water, doesn’t it?” Her glance pointedly went to my penis, which was stiffening. “It’s OK, baby,” she reassured me. “It turns me on to see you get so excited! It’s something we share!

“What do you want to do?” she continued. “Do you want to kiss it? Do you want to kiss that knob and lick that slit? You want to feel that warm velvet skin against your lips. Kiss it, baby!”

As she talked about Brian’s cock and encouraged me I felt as if I were going into a trance. Brian’s cock hypnotized me. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. I felt it drawing me, like a magnetic force. It was as if I had tunnel vision.

I bent down and reverently placed a kiss on the head of his cock. Tonya was right: I loved the velvety texture of it, the soft-firm rubbery feel of it.

Brian twitched almost imperceptibly, still asleep but sensing the unfamiliar touch.

“Kiss the rest, baby,” Tonya suggested. I kissed the soft shaft, working my way down to his bristling pubic hair. My own penis was fully erect now. I mused that it wouldn’t take as many kisses to cover my shorter shaft. The only sign that Brian felt it was a slight quickening of his breathing, a slight tensing of his muscles.

Tonya lowered her head from Brian’s other side and repeated my path. Her fuller lips planted a luscious kiss on Brian’s cockhead and then erotically smooched their way down his shaft. She was rewarded with a low “Mmmm” from Brian. His member slowly began to fill with blood.

“Let’s both kiss it together!” Tonya whispered. Our cheeks touched as we crowded together, our lips on either side of his thickening shaft. Brian was smiling now, his eyes still closed, still in dreamland.

“Lick it,” Tonya urged me and she did not have to ask twice. My mouth was already watering from the effects of his manly scent and the wicked thrill of kissing another man’s penis. I licked up the sensitive ridge, from the base to the tip. I tickled his slit with the tip of my tongue and then swirled around the rim of his glans. Tonya bent down to ape what I had done. Brian gave a soft groan and his cock stiffened more.

“Suck it, baby!” Tonya told me. “I know you want to.” Brian’s thick organ beckoned to me. “Look at your little peepee!” Tonya remarked, and I knew that I was hard with arousal. “Go for it!”

I wrapped my lips around the bulging head of his penis and savored the way it felt in my mouth. Another man’s cock was in my mouth and it felt good! I just wanted to feel its meatiness, its warmth, its sexual power.

But I wanted more. I wanted to feel its girth fill my mouth. And as soon as I felt it plunge home, I wanted to feel it stroking in and out, just as I’d watched it fuck Tonya’s ass last night. My head began to piston up and down, coating the top two-thirds of his rod with my saliva.

“Oh, baby, that looks so tasty!” Tonya exclaimed and grabbed the shaft away from me to bury it in her own mouth. “Mmm!” she hummed with delight as she took her turn fellating her boyfriend’s cock.

Brian was responding now with groans and a stiffening of his body. Quickly Tonya offered her lover’s manhood back to me.

“When he opens his eyes I want him to see you gobbling his knob, baby!” she whispered. “Maybe we can get him used to us being a package deal.”

I took his penis back onto my mouth gratefully and looked out of the corner of my eye just in time to see Brian open his eyes. I saw a brief instant of surprise, but just as quickly he relaxed and let himself enjoy my attentions. Thank God he was so easy.

Tonya wrapped her hand around the bottom of Brian’s shaft that would not fit into my mouth and Brian moaned and bucked his hips up in acceptance of the extra stimulation. I also moaned at the perversity of my wife “feeding” me her lover’s cock and my own poor organ twitched, Tonya reached over and feathered my dick with her free hand.

“You like that, baby? You like me helping you suck off my boyfriend?” Her hand felt so good on my cock!

“Doesn’t it feel good, baby, to have a cock in your mouth? Oh, your little peepee is so excited! Maybe you’ll have some boyfriends of your own! That’s OK: I’m not jealous. If you love cock, have all you want! But I want a turn too!” She brushed me back and guided my hand to replace hers on Brian’s cock root, while she took over laving his shaft.

“Unh! Unh!” Brian grunted as our stroking excited him more and more. I watched fascinated as Tonya’s luscious lips circled the fat dark red head of Brian’s penis. I thrilled as her tongue tip licked through the sensitive pee slit, extracting more moans from her lover. She pulled her mouth off and took the top half of his shaft in hand.

“He’s getting close, baby. Time for you to finish him off and get your breakfast!” she urged me. She slid her hand down his cock and held it out to me. Then she addressed herself to Brian.

“Feed Johnny your cock, babe! Make him suck down your man-seed!” She reached out and caressed one of his nipples. “I love to see my husband sucking you off! It so proves that you are the real man here. When you come in his mouth it proves he’s no competition. I love watching him debase himself by sucking you off! It makes my pussy so wet!”

She punctuated her speech by dipping a hand down into her snatch and pulling up a fingerful of her nectar and holding it to Brian’s nose. He inhaled the proof of her arousal. Her hand went back to stimulate herself. She began to undulate her hips and her hand scrubbed at her swollen cunt lips.

“Bring me off, Brian!” she growled. “Come in his mouth and show what a faggot he is and make me come!”

Tonya’s speech excited me too. How perverse that her announcement of my inadequacy and, even more, her enjoyment of my debasement, made me even more aroused! I grabbed my own cock with my free hand as I moaned around he thrusting penis that filled my mouth.

“Show Brian what a fag you are! Show him how much you love his cock, Johnny!” Tonya cried. “Make your little squirt an offering to your penis god.”

At that Brian bucked up and began to curse.

“Take it, faggot boy!” he cried. “Here it comes!” His cock swelled and quivered in marvelous sexual tension and I held my breath in anticipation of his gift. A split second later it spasmed and hot jism hit the back of my throat and filled my mouth. Another jet and another forced me to swallow to avoid choking or losing any of his precious fluid.

I quivered with excitement too as I knew that once again I’d accepted another man’s ejaculate in my mouth. In my head a tug of war went on between a horrified part of my brain, “Oh God, I’ve done it again!” and a part that loved it and was … proud?

But in my perverted mind even the revulsion added to my arousal. My hand pumped my cock hard. I wanted to come now, with Brian’s cock still hard in my mouth, with his cum oozing down my throat. I felt my balls boil and a second later my small organ was convulsing in a tinier version of Brian’s eruption.

“Yes!” said Tonya, watching my dick spit its tribute into her palm. “Oh, baby! How beautiful! The cuckold worshipping the cock that fucks his wife! His little cock showing that he accepts his loss and he’s learned to love it! Here, baby. Here’s your dessert.”

She held her hand to my mouth, which reluctantly relinquished Brian’s penis. Tonya tipped her palm and deposited my spend in my mouth and then waited patiently as I licked her hand clean. She then abandoned me to rain kisses down on Brian.

“Oh, babe, that was wonderful. I love to see my man get the loving he deserves. It makes me feel so lucky that I found you!”

“Oh, man! What a way to wake up!” Brian enthused. He lay back in surrender. “But now I need a nap, with the number you two did on me!”

Tonya looked down at Brian’s deflating penis and noted a few drops of cum still oozing from its tip.

“I’m sure Johnny’d be happy to rustle up some breakfast for his hero, as soon as he finishes cleaning off your beautiful cock properly. Just a few more licks now, Johnny. I know a fag like you would like nothing better than to suck on this cock all day, but I don’t want to spoil you!”

Was Tonya right? Would I be just as happy to keep sucking on Brian’s penis? I marveled at the jelly-like feel of his flaccid member, so different from the silky stiffness of his erection. But there was still an electric thrill that went through me, to be a man touching another man’s sex.

“That’s enough!” Tonya chastened, smacking my shoulder in mock indignation. "C’mon, fag boy. Make us breakfast. Something substantial—my man needs his strength!” Obviously she was referring to Brian, to whom she clung like a bathing beauty to a life guard; she didn’t mean me. “Put on your pretty frilly apron!”

I donned the feminine attire that left my backside exposed and I proceeded to cook up eggs, toast, and sausage. Brian & Tonya walked in wearing robes. Tonya couldn’t resist caressing my bare backside as I watched the food cook.

“What a cute behind you have! It cries out for fucking! I should have figured out you were a closet case sooner. I’m feeling so naughty this morning! Brian, toss me that jar of lube!”

What other household has jars of ass-lube sitting out on the living room end tables?

Tonya’s hand dipped into my crack and teased my pucker. I tried to concentrate on lifting Brian’s eggs and sausage onto a plate while sexual feelings radiated from there to my spent cock. I broke two more eggs into the pan and scrambled them as Tonya worked one finger and then two into my rectum.

“Johnny likes meat with his eggs too, Brian,” Tonya jibed. “He likes big sausages. You like them in your mouth and in other places too, don’t you, Johnny?” Her fingers sawed in and out of my ass and despite my recent orgasm, it felt so good that I had to sigh and close my eyes. I grunted as her fingers flicked over my prostate and she pushed deep into me.

“Watch your eggs, baby! You don’t want them to burn,” Tonya chided. With difficulty I dumped the eggs onto another plate and then leaned over to give Tonya easier access to my ass. "Of course, my eggs are already committed! Brian gets all my eggs! He's got a bun in my oven!" I slumped against the counter now, eyes closed, surrendering to her finger-fucking.

"Look at Johnny! He's such a slut! He can't even finish making breakfast without wanting anal sex!" She slipped her fingers out and grabbed a paper towel to wipe them off. "I guess I have to stop distracting you or I'll never get my breakfast."

I groaned at the loss of her attentions, humiliating as they were. I finished making the breakfast and sat down. Tonya edged to the front of her chair and grabbed an empty juice glass.

"You'll be wanting some juice with your breakfast, won't you, honey?" she asked me.

"Sure," I answered uncertainly.

She concentrated and a couple seconds later the hiss of her piss filling the juice glass was plainly audible. She lifted the glass up, filled with her orange-yellow morning urine, and handed it to me. I felt the warmth of it through the glass. I immediately held it to my lips and tasted the strong salty flavor of her pee.

I drank about half of the glass at one go, but she held her hand out to stop me.

"Don't gulp, baby! Savor it. It's your wife's precious fluids. Enjoy it with your eggs and sausage." She looked to Brian with a smile. "I mean, your second helping of sausage!" she said and they both laughed. Clearly she wanted to seduce Brian into enjoying and accepting his role in my subjugation, to make homosexual contact with me a part of their relationship. It looked as if Brian were halfway on board with it already. Making jokes at my expense helped make it a game for him.

I took a bite of my eggs. Tonya reached over and grabbed one of my sausage links and held it up to my lips.

"Look, it's a teeny-weeny one, like yours! Or does it remind you of Bob's thingie? Suck it like you'd like to suck off your new friend Bobbie!"

Here I'd already sucked her boyfriend's cock and swallowed his cum, but somehow I was embarrassed to suck on a breakfast sausage! I blushed at the idea that my dick was as small as a Smoky Link, as well as at the idea that I would be attracted to any cock, however small. But I'd never defy Tonya. I obediently sucked on the link, sinking it into my mouth and bobbing my head up and down sensuously a few times.

"Look at how he gets into it! Well, you know what they say, 'Practice, practice, practice!' " she chortled. Brian was guffawing at my discomfiture.

"OK, you can eat it now. Just don't bite when it's the real thing!"

I chewed it up and then swallowed the rest of Tonya's "juice." The warm salty liquid was jarring after the tasty food. I took a swallow of coffee right after.

"Brian has to go to work now, Johnny. Why don't you help him get dressed". Both Brian and I looked at her quizzically, but neither of us wanted to displease her.

I wasn't sure what to do. I'd have to start with his briefs. Should I just hand them to him or hold them up or actually put them on him? I guessed that Tonya wanted me to get into a servant role, not just with her but with Brian as well. I decided the more servile I was the more she'd like it. She want me to actually dress him.

I picked up his brief and bent down to hold them out to step into. Brian was surprised but after a moment's hesitation he stepped into the briefs. I proceeded to pull them up his legs. To both of out surprise his cock started to swell with another erection! I felt flattered, I realized, but Brian was clearly nonplussed. His burgeoning flagpole made it impossible to merely slip the briefs on. I pulled them up anyway, leaving his impressive length sticking straight up several inches over the waistband.

I couldn't leave him like that. There was nothing to do but take his cock in hand and gently tuck it down into his shorts. I was lucky that his earlier spurt kept it from being completely rigid, although he clearly had excellent recuperative powers and found Tonya's game titillating. His prick strained nicely against the fabric, making a brazen swelling there.

I grabbed his shirt and slipped his hands into the armholes and pulled it over his head. Then I held his jeans for him to step into. When it was time to pull them over his still-swollen cock, I had to press my hand against it as I slipped his fly over it. I was tickled to hear his breath catch as I touched his penis. He loved having his cock touched, anyway, anyhow, anywho!

Brian let me pull his socks on and sat passively as I slipped his shoes on and tied them, as if he were helpless. I couldn't tell if he were getting into it or unsure what to do, but I found myself sinking into that same subspace as when I had waited on my knees for him to come home for his welcome blowjob. Mind you, I was still half-naked, only wearing the frilly apron.

Without any comment Brian left the bedroom and embraced Tonya.

"How'd you like having a servant?" she asked him. She reached down and felt his package and when she felt its hardness she gave him a knowing look.

"It's a little strange. I guess I could get used to it."

"Oh good! I want you to! Johnny's only job is to make us happy, both of us! He's a cuckold. He's ours to use however we like."

"You two are a trip!" he chuckled. "I'm not sure what I got myself into."

Tonya reached down to fondle his fly.

"But it's obvious your boss likes it, whatever it is! So keep doing what feels good!"

"Oh, I will!" he answered. "I will!" He kissed her deeply, his hand wandering through the opening of her robe and stroking her wet pussy as his tongue fenced with hers. And then he was off.

Tonya turned to me. She ran her hand lightly over my hairless bottom that stuck out of the apron.

"Did you enjoy serving Brian?"

"Um, well, it was a little demeaning," I replied.

"Hah! So I guess that means you enjoyed it, knowing you!" she chuckled.


-Day 71 Saturday-

Tonya informed me that we and Brian would be getting together with Nikki, Bob, and Chad again on Saturday night, this time at their house. She instructed me to shave myself extra closely and she assisted me in shaving my balls, ass, and back. To my dismay she insisted on applying some eyeliner, mascara, and blush to my face.

"Just to fem you up a little. Not too swishy, just enough to say, 'Gee, I wonder which way he swings?' I'm sure Bobbie will be wearing some too. You two can be twins!"

She was right about that. In fact, Bob answered the door wearing a pink feather-edged slinky robe. He was wearing mascara and eye shadow and looked like a cross-dresser who'd been interrupted halfway through his preparations. But he hadn't. I guessed that the half-man, half-woman look was meant to be more humiliating than going all the way, sort of a gender-bending move of Nikki's.

Nikki greeted us all warmly, kissing Tonya full on the mouth and exchanging a soul kiss with Brian, while Chad and Tonya did the same.

"Johnny," Nikki said, turning to me, "I've thought of you every day since last week! Pissing in your mouth was such a turn-on for me! I had no idea that that sort of thing would appeal to me, but it's gotten under my skin! I can't go to the bathroom now without thinking, 'What if I were peeing into Johnny's mouth instead of this toilet?'

"I've had to rub myself off a time or two, I got so horny! It's really made Bobbie quite jealous! But he still won't let me do it to him. He just can't get over something about it. Imagine: he's sucked cocks and swallowed cum and licked asses, but he can't bring himself to swallow a little pee!

"There's something fascinating about it. It's so ... intimate. I can't wait to do it again!"

"Well, then, be my guest!" said Tonya. "Johnny's probably hot to taste your piss again!" Tonya knew me too well. Indeed my prick was hardening as Nikki waxed rhapsodic about the joys of using my mouth as her toilet.

Tonya unzipped my pants and fished my stiffening penis out of my panties.

"Look, Nikki! He's as happy to drink your pee as you are for him to do it!" She stroked my tiny erection and ran a finger over my hardening nipple. I shuddered with pleasure.

"Beg for it, baby!" Tonya ordered me in a breathy voice.

"Please, Nikki," I croaked, "may I drink your piss?"

"Tell her how much you want it!" Tonya instructed.

"I'd love to drink your pee. It's so warm and ... sexy. It comes right out of your lovely pussy."

"Does it taste different than Tonya's?" Nikki asked as she exposed her luscious cunt. She reached down to part her lips and I could already smell that she was aroused.

"Uh, well, it depends on what you have been drinking and eating. Tonya's is ... sweeter."

"I drink diet drinks!" Tonya explained. "It comes through."

"Oh my! I never thought of that!" Nikki exclaimed. "Oh, we'll have to have a taste test! Tonya, don't drink any more diet drinks tonight and we'll see if he can tell the difference later! If he can't, then we'll punish him until he trains his palate!"

Tonya smiled broadly at Nikki's suggestion. Then Nikki settled her fragrant cunt over my face.

"Kiss my pussy. Kiss the pussy that gives you my golden nectar!"

I complied with pleasure. Her cunt was aromatic and I felt the familiar hormone buzz settling on my brain. As I kissed her labia I could feel the heat of her blood engorging them against my own lips. My tongue reached up and stroked the tiny opening where her piss waited for me. I pressed my open mouth against her to let her know I was ready to accept her gift.

There was a second's space as she relaxed and then her hot piss was hissing out into my mouth. I thrilled at the warmth of it, the proof that it came from deep in her body. The strong salty taste was indeed quite different than Tonya's aspartame sweetness. A tingle went down my spine as I sank into a subspace where I was happy to be her toilet.

"Oh! Oh!" Nikki squealed with delight at my submission. "Oh, shit, this is hot!" she moaned as her fingers went to her clit and stroked her nub. I swallowed her urine as her stream slowed, but kept my mouth open to catch all she gave me. Tonya continued to lazily milk my organ, pleased at my service to her friend.

As I licked Nikki clean Chad came over and began to kiss her and fondle one breast, taking advantage of his lover's arousal. Nikki responded enthusiastically, moaning into his mouth as another man licked her pussy.

"Oh, God!" Nikki said as she lifted herself off me. She swiveled toward Chad and pulled his large erection between her legs and ran her wet pussy lips up and down on top of his shaft. Chad hummed his appreciation and pulled her to his chest.

"You need a comparison now," Tonya said and lowered her bare pussy onto my face. Her sex was already aroused and I drank in her scent. I opened my mouth and her urine filled it. Immediately I could tell that she had drunk diet soda that day, because her urine was sweet, almost lemony and only somewhat salty. I tried to memorize all I could about its flavor, in case Tonya carried through on her threat to have a taste test.

"Look at his cock!" Tonya taunted. "He's drunk two bladdersful of piss and he loves it! What a pervert!

Tonya pulled me up and kissed me as a reward. She reached down and grasped my still-stiff cockette.

"I'm glad you‘re nice and horny: it will make you ready for the next act in tonight's show."

"Show?"

"That's the point of us all getting together, isn't it? To get off on watching each other. Nikki and I have been talking on the phone this week."

She looked over at Nikki, who led Bobbie toward us.

"We're so excited about our two cuckboys getting to be friends!" Nikki carried on. "It's so sexy to see the two of you, all smooth and feminine, so metrosexual."

"So we want to see the two of you make out again!" Tonya squealed. "It'll be so cute, like the first time you were necking with a girl. Except you’ll be necking with a boy!"

I looked at Bobbie. Despite his make-up and feminine clothing, there was no doubting that he was a man, especially with his chastity device in all its metallic glare.

"I don't know," I stammered. Last time we’d both been made up as girls.  This felt different.

"If it bothers you, close your eyes and pretend he's a girl."

I looked at Tonya and saw a look of command and expectation. She wasn't ordering me or threatening me, but there was no doubt she didn't expect to be disappointed.

'Be my little boy-toy, baby. I want to see you and Bobbie tongue-wrestle. Make me hot, baby! Get my motor running so that Chad can fuck my ass later. Who knows? Maybe Bobbie can be your boyfriend!"

Bobbie sat on the couch where Nikki deposited him. I reached out my arm and put it around his shoulders. I closed my eyes and leaned toward his mouth. Our lips met. I opened my mouth and pressed it against his. I felt his tongue lick against mine and I opened more. It didn't feel so bad. I guess kissing is just kissing. If I just concentrated on the sensation without thinking of who it was, it felt pretty good!

"Oh my!" Nikki gasped. "They're darling!"

"Two beautiful boys together!" exclaimed Tonya.

Their words both startled me and made it seem OK. "Two men," that's queer. "Two boys," well, that's almost innocent. Cute.

We broke our kiss to take a breath. If I were going to do this, I might as well do it right. What would I do if I were a girl? I leaned in and ran my tongue over his lips, teasing them. I took his mouth again, gently but insistently. He brushed his lips over mine wetly and then returned my pressure. My pulse raced. This was feeling good. It was pretty exciting!

I reached out and ran a hand over Bobbie's naked chest, stroking his nipple. I heard Tonya gasp in surprise. Encouraged, I ran my fingers over the nipple and circled it tantalizingly. Now Bobbie gasped and moaned softly into my mouth.

Bobbie broke our kiss off and placed his hand on my knee. The hair stood up on the back of my neck as he ran his hand up and down the inside of my thigh. My breath caught as he took my rigid tool into his hand and squeezed it gently. Involuntarily my ass clenched and almost imperceptibly I hunched into his hand. I moaned and dipped my head against his neck, praying for more. My hand continued to toy with his nipple as he feathered touches up the sensitive underside of my cockhead.

I moaned and my mouth sought his lips. We locked in another wet kiss as I reached down and touched the end of his cage, slippery with his own pre-cum. My brain wrestled with the contradiction between our kiss, so easy to imagine as a boy-girl kiss, and the caged cock under my hand. Bobbie moaned in my mouth. I felt him writhe with pleasure, twisting his hips toward my touch.

The triple stimulation of his hand on my cock, his mouth sliding erotically over my lips, and the electric sensation of the hardness of the metal cage under my fingers sent shock waves through my nervous system! I didn't care anymore if this was a boy or a girl, a man or a woman. All I knew was that it felt good. I broke our kiss so I could look at his imprisoned penis. I returned to kissing him, but slowly, tenderly this time. He squeezed my cock and kissed me back.

"Oh, God, this is making me hot!" Tonya declared. "Somebody eat me!" By silent agreement Chad and Brian switched places. Chad knelt between Tonya's legs and began to feast on her stiffening clitoris and swelling labia. Tonya reached her hand in his curly hair as if she were scratching a dog, as she continued to gaze at Bobbie's and my embrace. Meanwhile Brian stroked Nikki's slick sex while he nuzzled at her sensitive breasts.

Bobbie's hand on my cock and the play of our tongues and lips was just exciting enough to feel so good but not quite enough to put me over the edge. It really did remind me of petting in high school. I started to worry that I'd end up with a case of blue balls!

Tonya broke the spell though.

"Oh, God, I need a cock in me! You boys were beautiful and you got me so hot that I need a man's cock in my ass."

That kind of brought me back to myself. I looked down at Bobbie and his cock seeping pre-cum. We untangled ourselves and watched as Chad started to grease up Tonya's poop chute. I started to feel somewhat self-conscious, but Bobbie didn't seem to mind. He kept one hand on my thigh and then he'd play with my cock now and then while we watched.

I wrestled with the arousal I'd felt when Bobbie and I were kissing and the steely hardness of my erection as he played with it. What would Tonya say? "Your wife is getting ass-fucked by a real man. What does it matter what you and your cuckold buddy do? To be gay you'd have to be a man making love to another man. But you're not a man and he isn't either!"

It wasn’t very long before Tonya called out to me.

"Baby, I need your gentle faggot mouth on my poor ravaged asshole! Chad fucked my ass so hard and long and so goo-oo-ood! But he's so big and so rough my tender tissues need some of your TLC. Your soft dainty mouth will be gentle on my fuckhole!"

Tonya proceeded to present me with her anus, pulling her legs up high and hunching her hips forward so that she was accordioned in two. Her distended and glistening asshole leered at me lewdly. My stomach did flip-flops as I confronted the stark evidence of her sodomization.

It was the primal scenario in our new relationship: 'Look, honey, see: your wife's let a better man fuck her ass. See how he's stretched out my virgin hole? See his cum dripping out of me? What are you going to do about it? Are you going to swallow your pride by swallowing his cum?'

Of course there was no doubt about my answer. But every time I felt another link being added to the chain that bound me to our new life and my new role. My only choices were to submit resentfully, reluctantly, and begrudgingly, or to submit willingly, eagerly, and joyfully.

Hearing Tonya's words echo in my ear—"gentle, soft, dainty"—I kissed her gaping asshole lightly, giving it little pecks all around the rim.

"Oh, baby!" Tonya approved, "You're so tender on my poor ass! Oh, that's so nice!"

I inhaled the quadruple scents of Chad's cum, lube, Tonya's ass, and the juice from her orgasming pussy that had dribbled down her crack. My dick throbbed with the ever-strengthening association between those smells and sexual arousal.

I sealed my open mouth around the open mouth of her gaping ass and sucked gently, like a French kiss. My lips slid sensuously on the coating of lube and cum that greased her sphincter. I groaned and drove my tongue into the opening, moaning at feeling how loose it was around my tongue. A fat cock had left her used and conquered! Her loose sphincter symbolized her lover's defeat of me, her cuckold husband, as well.

I flipped into my subspace, where I reveled in the evidence of my loss. I thrilled at the taste of the cum that gushed from deep in her rectum. I moaned in ecstasy to feel her anus barely able to grip my tongue, so widened was she from another man's cock. 'My wife fucks other men!' I cried in my head. "She lets them fuck her ass!' O! How delicious my failure! 'Only they can satisfy her! Oh, God, I want her to fuck them and fuck them and fuck them!'

I stopped being her tender dainty servant. I was ravening at her anus, driving my tongue deliriously into her rectum, as if I wished I could crawl in there in place of putting my cock there. I wanted to suck up every drop of Chad's sperm.

"Oh, baby, you're so excited!" Tonya cried. "You really love it when my ass is full of another man's cum, don't you? You love it all stretched and slick and polluted, don't you?"

"Mmmm," I agreed, muffled by having my face stuck in her ass.

"Tell me how much you love it!"

I reluctantly pulled my tongue out of her ass and instantly my tongue felt lonely and wanted to be inside her again.

"I love it," I said in a rush. "I love when your ass is all loose from just getting fucked, being unfaithful, cuckolding me with a lover! I love to taste another man's cum in your ass! I love to show that I'm the lesser man by sucking their spunk out of your butthole!"

As I said these words they felt as if they were casting a magic spell, a spell that made me a slave to her ass and pussy, to be her cum bucket forever. I shuddered with a wave of surrender and arousal that made my skin flush and my hair stand on end. I put a period on the end of my declaration by sealing my lips to Tonya's anus and plunging my tongue back inside her.

"Oh, Johnny I know you'd crawl right in there if you could, but my butthole needs a rest! How will I explain it to my doctor if I have a chapped asshole?"

With a groan of protest I pulled my face out of her crack.

"You're so cute with your face all shiny with cum and lube! Oh, baby, I love you!" She stroked my hair in a gesture of affection, as one would pet their dog or a small child. She leaned over and kissed me.

"I like it when your kisses taste of cum!" she whispered to me.

"Time for Johnny's test!" Nikki announced. "You ready?"

Tonya closed her eyes and concentrated for a second.

"Yeah, I think I can."

"OK, let's go," Nikki said. Tonya walked her beautiful naked body out of the room, giggling with Nikki. I heard more giggling from the kitchen.

Nikki came walking out of the kitchen carrying two glasses, each half full of an amber liquid. One was a paler yellow and the other a darker yellow-orange. She set them in front of me.

"We want to know if you can tell whose is whose just by the taste. You've already tasted our piss today, but we've each had a beer since then and Tonya hasn't had any diet soda. Do you think you can tell which piss is whose?"

"I'll try."

"Go ahead."

I picked up the lighter-colored liquid. I felt the warmth through the glass. I sniffed it and then I took a swallow and then another. It wasn't strong tasting but there was a hint of sweetness and a lemony tang. It tasted like Tonya's pee.

I set it down and held the darker urine to my nose. It smelled stronger. I took a swig. It was saltier and stronger tasting, a little bitter. I guessed it was Nikki's. I set that glass down.

'This one is Tonya's," I said, pointing to the lighter colored pee.

"Yes!" exulted Tonya. "I told you! He loves my piss, don't you, baby?"

"Uh-huh," I replied.

"Wow!" Nikki conceded. "Maybe it's just too soon after your last Diet Coke. If we drunk and ate the same things they'd have to taste the same."

"Who knows? Maybe you sweat more or our hormones are different."

"So this is Nikki's?" asked Bobbie, taking the glass of his wife's urine.

"Uh-huh," Nikki answered.

Bobbie looked right at his wife and then at the glass. Then he held it to his lips and gulped it all down as fast as he could! Then he looked back at Nikki.

"Oh, baby!' Nikki exclaimed and she grabbed Bobbie. "Kiss me with my piss still on your lips! I want to taste you and my piss!" She locked her mouth on his and swirled her tongue in his mouth.

"How was it, baby?" she asked as the broke their kiss.

"It was ... OK! It's very salty and a little strange, but not as bad as I expected."

"Oh, baby! I'm so proud of you! Would you ... would you do it again? Would you be my piss-pot, my little cuckold toilet?"

"You mean ... could you piss right in my mouth, like right out of your pussy? I don't know ... I'd be afraid of choking or spilling it over everything."

"Oh, silly! I'd try not to drown you! I could stop. But you'd try it?"

"I guess."

"Oh, baby, that makes me so hot that I might have to fuck Brian again!" She kissed him again and gave him a hug.

Everyone except Bobbie and me seemed a little fucked out for the moment. Chad and Brian headed to the kitchen to get something to eat. Nikki was fawning over Bobbie for his breakthrough.

When Chad came back Tonya grabbed him to sit next to her and began to play with his cock. To his credit the brief respite was enough to reenergize him. It wasn't long until she was licking his penis and blowing him to a full erection.

"Oh, Johnny, try this!" she said to me. "It's scrumptious. You'll love it." I knelt in front of Chad and took his cock in my mouth. I couldn't deny that I found it thrilling to have a big hard cock in my mouth. In no time I was bobbing my head up and down, savoring the feel of his cock filling my mouth.

"Give it here. You lick my pussy and get it ready for Chad to fuck me!" Tonya took Chad's erection in her mouth while I knelt between her legs. Her cunt was creamy enough without any extra work: it was wet and ready.

"C'mon, Chad, fuck me!" I stepped back and watched as she spread her legs wide and accepted that hunk of meat into her. He buried his cock without much difficulty, hot as she was.

My dick cried out for attention. I grabbed the ever-present jar of lube and greased up my shaft. I began my solitary worship of my wife and her lover. I shuddered with pleasure a my hand slid up and down. I felt as if I were part of their union.

Tonya threw her head back and I saw the shudder of a climax rack her body.

"I'm coming! I'm coming!" she shouted. "Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!" she growled at Chad. Tonya's hot quivering cunt must have felt like seventh heaven right now. He was fucking her frantically and Tonya was floating on a cloud of pure sex as her womb opened up, begging for his seed.

Suddenly Chad froze and a cry tore from his throat as his ejaculation was ripped from his balls and emptied into her vault. Wordless grunts were all he could muster as his squirted his baby-makers deep into this gorgeous female. Millions of years of evolution conspired to make this the single most satisfying feeling a normal man can have.

Tonya clasped his muscular ass cheeks in both hands and held him tight against her, instinctively wanting his cock to stay in her as deeply as possible, to deliver his sperm to her eggs. Her genes rewarded her with overwhelming pleasure for getting the best cum of a young strong man delivered where it might have impregnated her, if she were not already knocked up.

I pumped my dick and groaned with the wonderful feelings I could wring from it as I watched my wife and her lover in post-orgasmic rapture. Why did my instincts cause me to accept being shunted to the side?

My eyes drank in the undeniable beauty of Chad's manly frame welded to Tonya's nubile body. It was a picture of perfection, like two Greek statues. Their bodies radiated sexual energy and satisfaction. I vibrated with pleasure as my hand stroked my greasy and drooling erection.

What really disturbed me was that an urge lanced through me: to have Chad hug me the way he was hugging Tonya! To feel that muscular body pressed to mine, to feel his strength possessing me and sheltering me!

"Do you like that, husband? Like seeing a real man love your wife?"

"Yes!" I husked out.

"Well, it's not over until you get your desserts: Chad's cock covered with my pussy cream and my cunt brimming with his cock-cream. Let go of your silly willie and feast on Chad and my love juices!"

Chad pulled out of her with a groan and I leaped to fasten my mouth to Tonya's gaping hole before all that semen could drain out. A shiver went up and down my spine as I was intoxicated with the smell, feel, and taste of her used pussy. Her flesh was on fire, her labia puffy and thick, and slippery with her lubrication and Chad's spend. The smell of her arousal was pungent, cut only slightly with the foreign smell and taste of Chad's ejaculate.

I probed with my tongue and it felt as if I'd stuck my tongue in a Mason jar, so stretched was Tonya's vagina. I crammed my face against her slick tissue and sucked and licked as if Chad's cum were the last food on Earth. I wanted every bit of the product of their joining. I'd do anything to be between her legs, sucking her unfaithful cunt.

Tonya held my face tight against her pussy.

"Some men want to shoot their wife's lover when they catch him in the act. But my husband wants to be there when my lover does the shooting! Enjoy my pussy, baby! Lap up all that good love-juice."

After another minute Tonya tapped my head.

"Time for your other dessert. You do want Chad's cock too, don't you?"

And did I ever. Chad leaned back and spread his legs. His cock was still wet with Tonya's juices and his own sperm. Even limp his cock had a majesty, a sexual power that drew me. I wanted to be even this small part of the magic that happened between a man like him and a woman like Tonya.

I shinnied over to Chad on my knees and took the top half of his penis in my mouth. I noted with satisfaction that his cock reeked with Tonya's excitement. She had come copiously from his fucking. I squeezed his shaft from the bottom to the tip, wringing a few more tasty drops of cum from his slit.

"That's it, Johnny. Doesn't his cum taste good?"

And it did, to me. I admitted to myself that I was really enjoying his cock in my mouth. The feel of it, the idea of it, the submissiveness of it thrilled me, against all natural instincts.

By the time I was done my own cock was painfully engorged, having had no relief all night. I looked at Tonya beseechingly, hoping she'd take pity on my predicament.

"Poor baby," she crooned. "Look how hard his little peter is! Sucking a real man gets him so excited. Should we give him some relief?"

"No, not yet!" Nikki shouted. "I want Johnny to meet Babette first. Maybe Babette could lend Johnny some her make-up and frillies."

"Oh, I think that's a great idea!" Tonya enthused. "I've been wanting Johnny to experiment a little with make-up and lingerie. Maybe Babette is just the inspiration he needs. Or should I say 'she needs'?"

"Take Johnny with you and show him your stuff, Bobbie. And then have Babette join us."

I followed Bobbie into the bedroom and I wasn't surprised when he sat at the make-up table. It didn't take a genius to guess who "Babette" was.

"Nikki likes me to ... dress up all the way, sometimes. As a girl," he explained haltingly. "She's taught me how to put on make-up. Wear a wig. I have ... clothes. When I'm completely dressed as a girl, she calls me Babette."

My face went hot as he spoke. I felt the end of the high diving board approaching. I was afraid to tell Bobbie that Tonya had dressed me up too, but maybe if I didn't, she'd tell everyone anyway.

"T-Tonya ... once Tonya dressed me up too. For a whole day. She called me Janine."

"Did ... did you like it?"

"Well, it was ... exciting. You know—naughty. She's had me wear panties, under my clothes. And nighties and robes to bed. But there was one time with everything: make-up, long nails, wig, a bra, heels."

"How'd ... how'd you look?"

"Actually I couldn't quite believe it. I really looked like a girl! I sort of, uh, turned myself on!"

"I know! It's as if there's another person looking back at you from the mirror. Like you stepped through the looking glass. I ... I feel ... sexier. As a guy I'm ... not man enough, you know, because I'm ... small. But I don't need to be manly if I'm ... a girl."

"So have you ... do you ... have you dressed up a lot? Have you ... gone out in public?"

"Well, not ‘public’ public. I've dressed around the house a lot. And there's this private club we go to. I've gone there dressed a few times."

"Wow! How'd it go?"

"It was ... well, of course, terrifying at first! But everyone was really nice to me. It turned out pretty OK. I had some ... some help, to get ready. Some tips. Some people Nikki knows who ... help people ... help guys ... er ... how to look good, er, to pull it off. That helped.

"But the way ... the way the men ... the way the men treated me, looked at me. That made it ... something else. They treated me like ... like I was really sexy! I hadn't felt that way in ... a long time. Nikki's great to me. I mean, I know she loves me. But I know I don't ... turn her on. I'm not ... I'm not man enough for her. She loves me. But she doesn't ... desire me. I miss that.

"But at the Club, the men.... They looked me with ... desire! Lust. I turned them on! Babette turned them on! That was ... that was ... something."

"Wow!" I said. "I bet that felt pretty good. So did you, you know, have sex with them?"

"What do you think?"

"And they knew ... knew you weren't really...."

"Yeah. Some guys are turned on by that. They come to the Club for that. For the 'b-girls.' "

" 'B-girls'?" I asked.

"Yeah, you know, 'boy-girls.' "

Bobbie started applying make-up.

"Do you want to dress up with me?" he asked.

"I think Tonya expects it. Better not disappoint her."

"I can help you. Put on this foundation." I followed his lead.

"The sex ... with the man. Was it ... was it different, you know, as a girl?"

"Yeah—it was better! You know, it's 90% mental, sex is. I think, you know, me feeling sexier, knowing I was turning them on, made it better. And, I don't know, it's hard to explain, but it felt more ... OK? I mean, I was like a girl, and they were guys. So it was like we weren't really two guys having sex. It felt more ... normal? Here, now highlight your cheekbone with this. And use this darker powder there. I mean, a guy and a girl is way sexier than two guys."

"Yeah."

"But it still felt very naughty!"

"And did the guys ... I mean, did they ... uh ... take care of you?"

"Some do and some don't. That's the difference between the ones who don't care what you are—they just want to stick their cock in a hole—and the guys who like b-girls. They are turned on by the fact there's a penis under that dress! For them your peepee is a turn on—if it's surrounded by lace and petticoats. But, of course, with the chastity, it's up to Nikki if I come, but she let me leave it off when I was Babette. My, uh, cock was, uh, held back, in a gaff, so that there wouldn't be a bulge."

"And there are a lot of guys who are turned on by the fact that you're really a guy?"

"Enough! They know the Club is the place they can find b-girls, so there's always plenty of them there. I'm told sometimes a 'girl' has to fight them off. There's a lot of cuckolds who don't go in for cross-dressing, so there's lots more 'vanilla' husbands than b-girls. So the b-girls sort of have their pick."

'Oh my!' I thought to myself and my cock was getting hard! It was hard to concentrate on applying my eye shadow. The image of a roomful of men fighting for my attentions was turning me on! My chest was tight and my stomach was doing flip-flops! Bobbie made it sound so exciting!

To be the object of desire, to be a prize to be won—that sounded so good! I knew just what he meant—to Tonya I was almost a helper, a housemate, a confidante, a friend—but I wasn't an object of desire. I wanted to please her, but I also wanted her to want me, and she only wanted them—the cocksmen.

I felt best when I knew I was turning her on—by sucking cum from her, by drinking her piss, by sucking off her lovers. And I loved that feeling when I knew a man was actually lusting after me (or at least after my ass or my mouth)—that moment when I felt their thrusts becoming frantic, when their cocks swelled and I knew it was me that was doing that. If I could turn on a man—or a roomful of men!—just by my looks, my smile, my touch...! My heart raced at the thought!

"You OK?" Bobbie asked me.

"Yeah, sorry, just letting my imagination run away with me there."

"Wait until Nikki invites you and Tonya and Brian to the Club. There are things there you can't even imagine!"

"You think she will? Invite us?"

"I don't think anything could stop her. I'll bet it will be soon. She likes you three. She'd love to blow your minds with what goes on at the Club!"

“Oh, I hope so! That club sounds like it could be wonderful!”

“Wonderful and terrible,” Bobbie said ominously. “Be careful what you wish for….”

“Why? What happens there that is ‘terrible’?”

“I don’t want to spoil all the surprises,” Bobbie demurred. “Don’t put too dark a color of eye shadow there. You want it to blend in from dark to light to make your eyes look bigger.”

I looked at his completed eye make-up and he looked quite feminine, almost beautiful, except for his short hair.

“How’d you get so good at make-up?”

“I told you, some friends of Tonya’s helped me. They like to help boys who …”

“… want to look like girls,” I finished for him.

“Yeah.”

He helped me finish my make-up and it made me feel good all over, how nice and accepting he was being with me. He was giving me make-up tips as if it were the most natural thing in the world for two men to do, not a shameful perversion we were sharing because we were inadequate to satisfy our wives.

“I’d guess I’m a little skinnier than you are, so I’ll have to lend you some of my looser things. I’m pretty sure I have a bra extender here somewhere.”

He brought out bras, stockings, garter belts, two dresses, and two wigs. He had quite a collection of women’s clothing! This wasn’t just something he and Nikki were dabbling in: he was seriously into cross-dressing!

We pulled up our stockings and hooked them to the garter belts. Bobbie was much better at that, but I did it after a couple of tries. He helped me hook the bra and stuff it with panties and I felt a shudder go up my spine. Bras were so sexy – and so wrong on a man!

The dress was a green stretchy number that was almost one-size-fits all. When I got it on I felt almost as if we were going out on Halloween. But when Bobbie put on his curly wig, he was transformed. When he got it on I saw a pretty girl standing in front of me, not a butchy transvestite.

“Let me help you with the wig cap and pinning the wig on,” ‘Babette’ said. I was undecided whether I would think of this person as “him” or “her” now.

I was shocked again when I looked in the dresser mirror to see a girl looking back at me sitting at the make-up table. I looked even better than I had that Sunday I dressed at home, thanks to ‘Babette’s’ skills and clothing.

“Oh my!” I said in surprise at ‘her’ handiwork.

“I know! I gets me every time too,” Babette replied. “Now remember, the make-up and clothes only impress them for the first few seconds. After that, it matters how you walk, how you sit, how you gesture, how you talk. You have to be a girl to look like a girl. Oh, I almost forgot: the stick-on nails. We don’t have time for nail polish, so we’ll use some pre-painted ones. We better use some shorter ones, since you’re not practiced with them.”

The nails had pre-applied glue, so it only took a few seconds to put each one on. Babette said they’d look better if we could have painted them, but no one would notice unless they looked closely.

“Speaking of walking, I have hardly any practice walking in heels,” I said.

“I’ll lend you my lowest ones and I’ll take the higher ones.”

I slipped the strappy sandal and gazed at my feet and legs in the mirror. Now I understood how women got so obsessed with shoes! My legs looked sexy to me, even with the low heel!

“Practice walking a little in them. Nothing spoils the effect more than stumbling around in your shoes.”

I walked back and forth, trying to remember Tonya’s advice to take short steps one in front of the other. I could feel my ass sashay and the dress hem swing back and forth!

“Wow, you have sexy walk, girlfriend!” Babette exclaimed. “Let’s knock ‘em dead, Janine! Or knock them hard, I should say!”

I felt terribly nervous despite Babette’s support. This was Janine’s “debut” in public. Dressing in front of another sissy was one thing, but I was going to display myself in front of two men and Nikki as well. My heart was in my throat.

We walked into the living room to whoops and wolf whistles.

"Wowzer!" Tonya exclaimed. "Hot tamale! Nikki, we've got some competition!" she teased. She turned to Brian. "Brian, I want you to meet my girlfriend, Janine."

I turned to Brian. I thought of how girls are so much more touchy-feely than men and I decided to give him a little hug and small kiss on the cheek. I didn't know how he felt about being kissed by a man, but I thought to myself, 'I'm Janine. He's being kissed by a pretty girl!"

"So nice to meet you, Brian. And who's this gorgeous fellow?" I said, plopping myself down next to Chad on the sofa, trying to sound flirtatious without sounding like a flaming fag.

"This is my boyfriend, Chad," said Nikki.

"Oh, so he's taken, I said, trying to sound heartbroken.

"Oh, he's mine all right, but we're all very good at sharing!" Nikki chuckled.

"Good! I said, letting my hand rest on Chad's thigh, a few inches away from his manhood, "because it looks as if he's got a lot to share!"

Chad put an arm around my shoulder and hugged me to him.

"We're gonna get along just fine!" They all laughed.

"Chad, do you know Babette then?" I asked.

"Yeah, we've gone down to the Club a couple of times. Babette's a very friendly girl. She makes new friends easily. Are you as friendly as she is, Janine?"

"I think I could be very friendly with a couple of hunks like you and Brian! A girl can get lonely sometimes, if she only hangs out with her girlfriends. She pines for some male companionship."

"What's this Club Chad 's talking about?" Brian asked Bobbie.

"Oh, it's a club Nikki belongs to. It's mostly for wives and their cuckold husbands. She’s taken her husband Bobbie there a few times," he (she?) said, speaking as if Bobbie were really another person from Babette, "but I've gone there with her the last couple of times. Of course, there are other men there too: who'd want to go to a club where there were only cuckolds?"

"Yes, I've been thinking I should invite you all to the Club soon," Nikki suggested. "If you really like it, maybe you'll want to join too."

"What's it called?" Brian asked.

Nikki and Chad laughed at that.

"It's called the Cuck ‘n’ Bull!" Nikki chortled.

"Sounds like our kind of place!" Tonya said. "I'd like to try it!"

"Babette and Janine, these boys look thirsty," suggested Nikki. "Why don't you two get everybody a beer while we continue to entertain them?"

I started to say, "Why don't they get their own beer?" but then I remembered: that's what women do, to make sure everybody's taken care of. I wondered if Nikki also wanted to see us walk across the room, carry drinks, etc., to see if we could do it in a ladylike style. I ran a hand down Chad's arm.

"You boys just make yourselves comfortable and we'll take care of you!" I reviewed Tonya's tutoring: elbows in, knees together. Push up gracefully. Small steps. Glide, don't stalk. I recalled that girls do everything together, so I waited for Babette/Bobbie and we walked side by side into the kitchen.

I tried to give my little tush a wiggle as I walked out. It excited me to think that the underlying purpose of the clothes, the make-up, the nails, the shoes, the walk was to say, "Wouldn't you like to fuck me?" My asshole gave a little pucker and my cock stiffened at the idea of enticing one of those boners to force my back passage! That sounded so good to me right now! I felt as if I were baiting a trap, trying to push all the right buttons to make the men want me.

"So Janine, how are you feeling?" Bobbie asked.

"Nervous but excited. How did I do? Do you think they liked me?"

"You were marvelous!" Bobbie replied. "You're either a quick study or you're a natural."

"Oh! Thank you!" I said and impetuously hugged him with glee. "I just want Tonya to be proud of me."

"And for Brian and Chad to have the hots for you!" Bobbie shot back.

"Well you do too!" I complained. "If they wink at you, I'll bet you have your panties off before you can say ’Jack Robinson’!"

"Why? Does he have a big cock too?"

We both laughed and put the beers on a tray. It wouldn't be ladylike to just go out there carrying three beers by the necks. One must be a good hostess!

"Which one do you want?" I asked Bobbie.

"Brian, of course. He's the new man in town. Chad's all yours, honey."

"If those bitches don't get them first," I warned.

"Well, let's get back out there and work our feminine charms on those studs!"

I set the tray down on the coffee table. Tonya was in a clinch with Chad and Nikki was trading spit with Brian. I decided I needed to get to work. No way was I going to let my wife monopolize Chad's lance.

I picked up a beer bottle and lay myself against Chad's side, drawing one leg up as if to lay it across his lap. I dangled the beer in front of his chest and interrupted the kiss.

"Look, baby, look what I brought you," I enthused. "Aren't you grateful?"

Chad broke away from Tonya and grabbed the beer.

"Thanks, babe!" he said and took a big swig. "Fucking is thirsty work!"

"Oh, you naughty boy!" I exclaimed in mock horror, pushing playfully at his chest. "Oh, look," I said, reaching down and gently grasping his newly tumescent penis. "Tonya left me a present!"

"I was planning on using that, bitch!" Tonya said jokingly.

"Oh, don't be greedy!" I said, feeling Chad's erection with my fingertips, appreciating its heft and contours anew. "Everyone should have first before anyone has seconds ... or thirds!"

I was fascinated with the feel of Chad's phallus all over again, appreciating it for the first time from a woman's point of view. It was as if my masquerade had retuned my nervous system to the more delicate sensibilities of a woman. I wasn't looking at it as a battering ram, a flesh-and-blood dildo, but I was feeling it as the living, very sensitive, very special organ that it was. I was admiring it with anticipation.

I lightly drew my thumb back and forth across the head of his penis, enjoying the silky feel of the tightening skin. I stroked my fingertips up and down the underside of his shaft.

"You feel so good in my hand!" I told Chad. "You're so warm! I can feel you getting bigger and harder! Mmm! I like that!"

Acting on instinct I looked down at his muscular chest and I wanted to feel it. I reached one hand out and stroked the bulge of his pecs, marveling at their size and hardness. Chad groaned and his pelvis ground against my other hand.

"You like that!" I murmured and I stroked his chest, grazing one nipple. Meanwhile I grasped his loose cock skin and milked his shaft slowly. I was rewarded with another moan.

"I love how you feel. Now I need to know how you taste!" I told him. I lowered my head to his cockhead and I planted a kiss on his glans. I kissed it again and again, savoring the heat of it and the spongy feel of it against my lips. My own cock strained against the confinement of my panties as I imagined how good the brush of my puckered lips must feel to Chad.

I didn't mean to be a tease but my feminine persona seemed to make me more sensitive and less driven. I wanted to make love to this penis, this man. I wanted to feel every ridge, every pulse, every second. I took my time.

"Oh, suck me, baby!" Chad groaned, and I knew he was enjoying what I was doing.

I drew his cock back against his stomach and lovingly kissed down the underside of his shaft. Then I licked back up to the head and through his slit, yearning to taste his pre-cum. I surrounded his cockhead with my mouth and gently sucked on it, squeezing it lightly from below with my tongue. Its thickness filled my mouth so deliciously!

"Oh, you taste so good! I could suck on this all day!" I suckled at his cockhead as if it were a tit, but Chad was impatient for more. He thrust his hips up and I let him push his cock until it reached the back of my throat. I held it there, sucking gently on him, just keeping my mouth on him as he tried to buck himself deeper.

"It's good, isn't it, Janine?" Tonya whispered in my ear. "So good! Don't you love it?" I nodded awkwardly with Chad's thick cock filling my mouth.

"You know why you love it so much?“ Tonya went on. ”Because of its power. Every weak man longs to feel that power. It draws him, fascinates him. He's afraid to admit it, afraid it makes him gay. So he turns it into a lust to see that cock fuck his wife, to see it in action. He hands her over to the cock he secretly worships and she loves it for him."  

I bobbed my head on Chad's cockhead and covered it with my saliva. As Tonya continued to talk to me, I stroked the slippery shaft and stared at its throbbing energy. It was magnificent. It radiated masculine sexual power.

"That way he can lap up the potent semen of that cock out of his wife, pretending to serve her, while he really wants to feel and taste her lover's cum. And then he manages to touch and suck the lover's beautiful penis in the guise of serving his wife. And what joy if she lets him suck the lover off or, better, lets her lover fuck him! What satisfaction to finally feel that rampant manhood inside him, to receive that divine seed!"

I shuddered at the picture Tonya painted. Was it true? Had it really happened that way? Had I really wanted to serve a man all along and used her to make it happen? I couldn't deny the arousal I felt touching this penis! Could I deny the deep satisfaction of feeling a cock up my backside? I watched my hand, a hand adorned with painted nails, slide over the slick wetness of Chad's erection and I shivered with the excitement it gave me! Chad moaned with pleasure and I caught my breath.

"But it jars too much. Man on man—how long can he pretend it’s all for her, that he's not gay? The homophobia goes deep. But what if he wasn't a man? I mean, he's not much of a man to start, is he? What if he goes all the way? What if he becomes a girl? Then he can enjoy all the cocks he wants, guilt-free! Then it is right and proper. Female and male, as it should be.

"As a girl he can be a success, not a failed man. He can use all those feminine wiles to arouse and catch a man. He can use the satin and lace, perfume and make-up, the walk and the talk, the batted eyelashes and the rolling hips to entice and excite his man. He can be the reason that cock is hard, he can be the cause of that throb, he can be the one that makes that penis spurt!"

Tonya's hand pressed against the erection that strained against the confines of my tight panties. I groaned in frustration and plunged Chad's cock as deep in my mouth as I could. Then I felt her hand slip under my dress and plunge into the back of my panties. Her fingers sought the star of my anus. I moaned around Chad's cockhead as she massaged the sensitive ring. I pressed back against her fingertips as I crammed Chad's erection against the back of my throat.

"Don't you want it, Janine?" Tonya hissed into my ear. "Don't you want what every girl longs for? Don't you want that cock in you, to feel it deep inside, to be taken but also to take him, to milk that cock, to feel him frantic for you, to feel him lose control and shoot his precious essence into you?"

I felt as if the top of my head was going to blow off. My face was flushed. I did. I wanted it more than anything. I sucked at Chad's boner and I whimpered at the taste of his pre-cum oozing onto my tongue. If he hadn't already come tonight I'm sure he'd already shot off by now. I pushed my crotch against his leg, desperate for some friction for my own stiff penis. I rocked back against Tonya's busy fingers tormenting my fuckhole.

"And it's not just his cock either, is it? You want lots of cock, don't you? You want miles of long, thick cock fucking you, filling you, spilling gallons of cum into you, don't you?"

"Argghh!" I groaned deliriously, a wordless admission of her accusation. In my mind's eye I saw a kaleidoscope of rigid cocks of all shapes and colors; big thick long beautiful cocks. And my anus jumped and twitched in anticipation of them stretching and thrusting and prodding and spurting there!

"Tell him, Janine," Tonya urged me. "Tell him where you really want him!"

"I ... need your ... cock ... in me!" I gasped. "I need to feel your cock in my pussy!" I ran my hand up and down Chad's wet rod and longed to feel it in my ass.

Chad got up and I whorishly threw myself over the arm of the couch, proffering my backside to him. I felt hands lift my skirt and pull my panties down and off. I looked back and it was Tonya doing it! My ass was still framed by the garter belt and stockings and I still had my mid-heeled shoes on.

I gasped as I felt two greased fingers roughly plunge into my rectum, no doubt Chad's impatient digits. My anus protested to sudden stretching even as my prostate cried out for his cock. I gave thanks when he pulled out to get another glob of lube and the second assault went in more smoothly. If I weren't so turned on, I'm sure it would have hurt.

"You're Janine's first man, Chad," Tonya informed him. "I've fucked her with a dildo, but this is her first real cock. Make it good for her."

"My pleasure!" Chad responded. I think Tonya was afraid he'd be too rough. I felt the head of his thick cock at my entrance and then it felt as if my whole ass were being pushed in. But it was just his fuckpole forcing its way past my straining sphincters. As much as I wanted it, my first sensation was of being forced open, of the unnaturalness of something coming in where things should only go out.

I felt Chad grab my hips and I wondered what was going through his head. Was he fucking a girl in his mind? Did the dress and the wig and the stockings fool his mind? Or was he fucking Tonya's cuckold husband?

I tried to relax and welcome the invasion. 'I'm a girl and I need a man,' I told myself.

"Oh, Chad, you're so big!" I said in a feminine voice. "I don't know if I can take so much man!" I teased him.

"You're gonna take me, Janine!" he played along. "And you're gonna love it!"

He pulled back a fraction and then pulled my hips toward him, pressing his cock ever deeper. I moaned as the spasms of my anus competed with the stab of delight as I felt his prick touch my prostate. And a moment later his cock hit the top of my rectum and his pelvis ground into my ass cheeks. He pulled my hips hard against him and sensations shot through my belly.

'I'm a girl,' I thought, 'I'm Janine. Girls want a cock. And this cock any girl would die for! A girl needs to be fucked. This is the fucking every girl dreams about.'

As I talked to myself I felt the creamy lipstick on my lips, the long hair hanging down around my face. The bra gripping at my chest. The stockings caressing my legs. And I felt myself float into a different space. A feminine space.

I was a girl and I was giving myself to a man. I was his. My ass was his. My body was his. I was a receiver. Passive. My job was not to conquer but the be the conquered. I was the prize. My job was to accept his cock. To surrender to it. And to relish that surrender.

His cock began to stroke in and out of me. It slid in more and more easily: my ass could not do anything to deny it. I felt the ring of my anus pulled outward with every backstroke and pushed in with every forward thrust. The friction was warming my tunnel and the lube was getting slipperier and slipperier. It felt good!

"Oh, fuck me, big boy!" I cried and every thrust pried a grunt out of my throat. "Unh! Unh! Unh! Oh, yes! Oh, oh, oh! I love ... how ... you ... feel ... in ... me!" And with every thrust it felt better and better. His cock rubbed my prostate and my own cock was near to bursting with arousal. "Don't stop! Oh, it feels so good!" I cried.

'I'm the girl,' I thought to myself. 'My place is to open up and accept his seed. I yield to his masculine power. He is the master and I am his vessel. I feel his superior strength and I accept it. He is hard. I am soft. I yield. I accept. I submit.' And it felt good! It felt like such a relief to give up, to just surrender. No strain, no decisions, just letting myself be used.

With every stroke of his cock into me my ass felt warmer and looser and more sensitive. I could feel every marvelous inch of his cock slide in and out. It felt hard, strong, and ... satisfying. Sexual electricity radiated from it, singing along my nerves. Every thrust rubbed across my prostate, so good, so arousing.

"God! Fuck me!" I growled. "I want your cum in me!"

Chad rammed into me now. I could feel him trying to get even deeper. He was thrusting faster, harder.

"Give it to me!" I screamed. "Give me your cum!"

I felt his strokes get shorter and faster. He wanted to be deep in me when he came and he was frantic to get a little more friction while staying buried deep in my ass. He grunted and squirmed against my backside and then he froze like a seizure.

And then I felt it, his cock swell and quiver and then he was yelling and I felt his cock shoot sperm deep into my colon. My ass squeezed his organ and he cried out as if in pain and then another shudder came and a rapid series of squirts.

I felt the heat of his spunk filling me and I whimpered with pleasure. My ass glowed with the heat of the friction and sexual arousal.

"You lucky girl!' Tonya whispered in my ear and then I felt her hand grasp my penis. Her hand was lubed up and it felt heavenly on my dick. "Feel his cock in you!" she whispered. "Isn't it wonderful. You love to feel it squishing around in the cream he's filled you with."

Her hand felt so good on my poor dick that I couldn't speak. The rhythm of her hand on my shaft was like the sawing in and out that Chad had been doing in my ass. Tonya's masturbating was like an extension of it. I could still feel Chad deep in my ass, filling me wonderfully. His cockhead was still nudging against my prostate. Tonya's hand was sliding delectably up and down, as if she were milking me. It all took me over the edge.

With a groan I spent. My ejaculation was weakened by the stretching of the muscles in my ass, making them unable to no more than twitch. My semen dribbled into Tonya's palm.

"That's my girl!" she murmured. "Squirt your juice for your man!" She continued to milk me for a few more strokes. Then she brought her gooey palm to my lips.

"Here's a little more cum for you, baby! Good girls swallow, you know. Or is that the bad girls? I could never keep that straight." She held her palm to my lips and I vacuumed it up as Chad pulled out of me and threw himself down on the couch.

"Oh!" Tonya exclaimed, clamping her hand over my gaping asshole. "Don't you spill a drop!"

Chap was sitting just in front of where I was stretched over the arm of the couch. His gleaming greasy cock was just too tempting for me to resist. I squirmed forward enough to reach his softening shaft and bring it to my mouth. I sucked gently, tasting his manly semen. Chad moaned softly.

"God, what a nasty bitch!" Brian called out.

"You'll want to cuddle with your man now, won't you. Janine?" Tonya suggested.

I did feel a little lonely. Of course a real girl would want to cuddle after the deed was done. I pushed myself to stay in character. Tonya stuffed my wadded up panties against my asshole to stem the flow of Chad's love juice and I crawled next to Chad and plastered myself against his side.

"My big strong man," I cooed as I felt Chad's solid, muscular body. He really did feel strong. In my feminine persona I melted against him, befitting the weaker sex.

"Well, you're a good fuck, Janine. I'd never have guessed that it was your first time with a real man, except that you were so nice and tight!"

Tonya giggled and Brian laughed. Bobbie was toying with Brian's chest hair and ran one long-nailed finger down the shaft of his half-hard cock.

"My turn, big boy!" "Babette" announced. She (?) grasped Brian's cock in long-tipped fingers and then, to my surprise, turned Brian's head toward his and planted a kiss on his lips. What surprised me even more was that Brian returned it! I had barely had the nerve myself to kiss Bobbie in front of everyone, but here was the he-man doing it! Didn't it bother him that he was really kissing a man? Or did the drag get-up give him permission?

I didn't have long to ponder the question, because it wasn't long before Bobbie was down on his knees sucking Brian's manhood. And not long after that he mounted Brian's cock. The sight of Bobbie pressing Brian's greased cock into his own ass was so hot that it sent sparks down to my crotch, despite my well-satisfied condition. I noticed Chad's breathing change too.

"Hot, isn't it" I murmured to him, grasping his limp but still impressive member.

"Damn straight!" he replied, not taking his eyes off the scene. I lazily toyed with his cock while we watched Bobbie finish Brian off. When Bobbie pulled off Brian, Nikki suggested that "Babette" and "Janine" 69 each other to clean up the mess. Once again I had my mouth clamped to an ass, sucking Brian's cum out of it, while Bobby tried to lick up what of Chad's cum that hadn't seeped into my panties.

The two couples seemed very pleased with the show that Bobby and I had put on, but everyone was spent and thought turned to going to bed—for actual sleep!

Tonya and Chad paired off to go to one bedroom, while Nikki and Brian headed to another.

"You two run off together," Nikki directed us. "You've played well together. Remember, Tonya and I want you two to become best of friends. You'll sleep in Babette's bed."

Now that the testosterone was wearing off, I felt self-consciousness setting in. In a moment we'd be alone, not even a sideshow anymore. We'd be two cuckolded men in drag. For now we were still two girlfriends and we sashayed into the bedroom.

When we got into the bedroom, Bobbie said, "I'll lend you one of my nighties to sleep in." He got out a pink satin nightgown with lace trim. I thought to myself, 'He's got a collection of nighties!'

I pulled off the dress and my stockings and garter belt and slipped on the nightie. I left on my bra, to fill the bosom of the nightdress. I looked at myself in the mirror and was startled again to see a cute, desirable girl look back at me.

"You ... you dress up a lot?" I asked timidly.

"Uh ... yeah, I guess we've been doing it more and more. Nikki ... well, Nikki really likes it when I do it. And ... I guess I ... I like it too. I feel a lot sexier as ... as a girl. Not ... not like such a loser."

We were both quiet for a minute as we digested that hard nut. Bobbie changed into another nightie, a lavender one. I noticed his bra wasn't stuffed with panties, but with realistic looking breast forms.

"You did a real good job tonight," Bobbie said, turning to me. "You were sexy. You really turned Chad on! I've had more practice, but you're almost as good as I am already! You'll ... you'll need to get better at walking in high heels—that takes a lot of practice!—and you'll get better at doing your make-up, but you've got ... got the attitude. That's the hardest thing. Not the clothes or the make-up, but to act like a girl, to be a girl in your own mind."

I started to blush at his ... praise? Should I be proud of being a good crossdresser?

"Uh, thanks. Thanks for your help," I stammered.

"I don't know which comes first," Bobby continued," to feel like a girl or really ... wanting some co...—you know—wanting a man. But for me they go together. When I'm a girl, that cock ... I really can't keep my eyes, my hands, my mouth off it. And the more I want it, the more feminine I feel. I want to wiggle my ass to get that cock hard, to get that man to look at me! To ... want me!"

Bobby's confessions were making my head spin. I knew what he meant! Did that mean I wanted that too? Was I mesmerized by big cocks? Was I willing to become a girl in order to better worship a real man's penis? Was I taking my first steps down that road? I ran my hand over the satiny nightgown and shivered at the feel of it against my own skin.

"The ... your ... the breast forms. How do they feel? Are they ... are they ... uh ... attached?"

"They're stuck on with special tape, two-sided tape. They ... yeah, I like them. I feel sexier, more feminine. I imagine that's what ... what real breasts must feel like: heavy, soft. They're ... there."

He scooted next to me on the bed.

"Go ahead. Feel them." He reached out and took my two hands and pressed them to his chest.

I was shocked with how lifelike they felt. They were firm but yielding.

"Wow!"

Bobby was delighted at my reaction.

"Yeah! Nice, eh? Natalie and Burke—that's Nikki's friends who help guys, you know, dress—they fitted me for them and showed me how to wear them."

"They've ... you've ... got nipples!"

"Yeah, they come with or without. Some people think they are too provocative, that you're like a man going on with a hard-on all the time. So, hey, call me a whore!"

He pulled my hands against his chest and I could feel the nub of each nipple against my palms. He looked me in the eye. I felt schizo: he looked like a girl, but I knew he was a guy!

"It feels so good to talk to you about this, to share with another guy ... in the same boat," Bobby continued. "I talk to Nikki, but it's not the same. You ... you can understand better. You know what it’s like ... for ... us." His gaze was intense and I could tell how much this meant to him. He had taken a risk to reveal himself to me.

"Come to bed," Bobbie husked, his throat thick with emotion. He snapped off the light and we crawled under the covers and into each other’s arms. We lay spooning, just enjoying our closeness. The smoothness of the satiny fabric reminded me of what we were wearing. My penis stiffened and I felt it press against Bobby's ass.

"Relax, Janine," Bobby counseled. ”Just enjoy it. Just float. Until we fall asleep."

'How feminine," I thought, to be satisfied with closeness, comfort, rather than the need to rut. My stiff cock wanted more, but I willed myself to relax and sink into a warm fuzziness. I reached over and softly traced the silky outlines of his small cock through his nightdress.

"That's nice...," he sighed, already half-asleep.  Soon I joined him, drifting into sleep.

I dreamed that night. I was myself but somehow I was a baby now and Tonya was my Mommy. She was cradling me in her arms. "Is Baby hungry? Does Baby want to nurse?" she asked.

I was very hungry and I looked lovingly at her bosom. She lay my head on one arm and raised her sweater to nurse me.

But when the sweater uncovered her breast, it was a thick cock! In the dream I was not surprised. I was happy. I quickly sucked the cockhead into my mouth.

"That's a good baby!" Tonya cooed at me. "Isn't that good?" she said warmly.  As I sucked at her cock-teat, mother's milk leaked out of it. It tasted good and I was happy and safe in Tonya's embrace.

As I continued to suck on the cock it began to harden and swell.

"Oh, Baby, that feels so good!" Tonya sighed at me. "Get ready for more!" And suddenly her cock-tit was spewing hot cum into my mouth. I greedily swallowed it. Then Tonya switched me to her other breast and suckled that one until it also came.

But in the dream I was still hungry.

"Oh, my! Is Baby still hungry? Maybe Daddy has some milk for you!"

And in the dream Brian came in and Tonya said to him, "Brian, your baby has sucked me dry and he's still hungry! He needs his Daddy!"

Tonya handed me to Brian and he cradled me like a loving father.

"What a hungry boy!" he said proudly. "Well Daddy has something for you!" And he pulled out his cock and I latched onto it, as if that were the most natural thing in the world for a baby to do. And out of his cock came more milk!

In the dream I sucked contentedly on Brian's cock. As I nursed at it, it grew bigger and harder, but it still secreted milk for me. But finally Brian moaned and his cum burst out, which I happily swallowed down like dessert.

"What a good boy!" Tonya said and she stroked my head as Brian's cock softened in my mouth.

"Do you think he'd like some juice?" Brian asked.

"Oh, I think he would!" Tonya answered. So she got out a baby bottle and pulled down her panties and hiked up her skirt. She held the bottle to her pussy and began to pee into it. I watched excitedly as the bottle filled up with her yellow urine. Then Tonya capped it with a nipple and took me from Brian's lap. She cradled me in her arms and put the nipple in my mouth.

"Baby boys love their Mommy's piss," she cooed. "Isn't it nice that it's always handy?" I sucked gratefully at the bottle and tasted the hot piss going down my throat and felt it fill my belly with warmth. I fell asleep nursing at the piss bottle.

I woke up from the dream floating, the same way I'd fallen asleep. I didn't feel horrified or disturbed. I almost felt a little disappointed as that fantasy world faded away and I no longer could taste Tonya's pee on my lips.


-Day 72 Sunday-

Having awakened, I realized that Bobbie was still asleep. So I had a space to think and review all that had happened the previous night. What stood out was Tonya's continued encouragement of a gender-bending agenda. She seemed fascinated to see me have sex with men and to cross-dress. Why did it please her so? Maybe she wanted more freedom to fuck whoever she chose. But she could just want to toy with me, to see how far she could push me, just to see how many ways I would debase myself at her behest. It could just be a power trip.

'Well, so what if it was?' I thought. If demeaning me gets her off, so be it, because doing what she wants gets me off! I thought of watching her orgasm around Brian's or Chad's cock. Picturing how the lust racked her body beyond anything I'd ever provide her made my cock twitch even now! I felt that telltale flip-flop feeling in my stomach that told me my perverse desires were alive and well.

"Whatever's wrong is right for you," she'd said. Making love to another man was wrong. Pretending to be a girl was wrong. Letting other men fuck your wife was wrong. Anal sex was wrong. Drinking piss was wrong. For Tonya I would turn everything around

I snuck out of the bed, leaving Bobbie to sleep. I felt the silky material of the nightgown swirl around me and the pull of the bra, which I had worn all night. Funny how you can get used to anything. I stopped at the make-up table and reapplied my lipstick and fixed my face hurriedly. I wanted to find Tonya before she awakened. I walked out of the bedroom unconcerned about whether anyone saw me like that.

I wondered if anyone were up, so I crept to the next door and quietly opened it and peeked in. I found Tonya and Chad still asleep, side by side. I quietly Awakened Tonya with a kiss on her forehead and cheek. She murmured and opened her eyes.

"Oh, Janine!" She smiled and kissed me on the lips. My fresh lipstick slid over her mouth sensuously.

"Did you and Babette have a good time? Did you embrace each other like lovers?"

"A little, I guess. We mostly talked and slept."

"Oh, you please me, Janine!" She beamed. She reached under the covers and withdrew a finger, slick with juices. She held it under my nose.

"And do you want to suck my dirty cunt? I know you like your girlfriend's cunt filled with a man's cum."

The scent from her finger reeked of sex. If that was what one finger smelled like, her cunt must....

"Oh, God, yes!" I groaned.

She raised the sheet in invitation and I dove between her legs to find her honey pot. And her honey pot overflowed with the stink of her juices and men's cum, not just from overnight but the marinated deposits of the preceding evening.

That smell inflamed me, more so the stronger and ranker it was! My cock was happy not only to find proof that my wife was unfaithful, but seemed even happier the more she spread her legs for other men! There was no doubt that the stink of her used and ravaged pussy aroused me far more than her faithful pussy ever had.

I sucked joyfully at her labia and the glop that oozed from her vagina. I groaned in ecstasy at the telltale taste of semen assuring me that I'd been cuckolded again overnight.

"You like, honey?" Tonya skied. "Are you glad that I broke our wedding vows again last night?"

"Yes!" I whispered into her juicy cunt. The tortured twist from my heart to my cock told me it was true. I was a pervert who lusted to be cuckolded.

"Good, baby," she said tenderly. "Because I love fucking a real man! When you're done there, do you want to suck Chad's cock again? Do you like how his big hard penis feels in your sissy mouth?"

"Yes!" I admitted.

"It's OK, baby. I know you look down on yourself for it, but I don't think any less of you for it. Or at least, I don't think any less of you than I already did, since I found out about all your other shortcomings. I have a hankering this morning for another go-round with Chad here. It'd be very nice of you to rev him up to fuck me. That's that extra spice you like, not just that I'm cheating, but that you're helping me to do it!"

She pulled back the sheet and snuggled up next to Chad, lightly stroking his muscular chest. I saw her eyes take him in and I knew she was getting turned on by his athletic body.

I marveled at his long, thick penis. I shivered at the arousal that went through me as I grasped a man's penis and felt its warmth and solidity. I sighed with delight as my hand began to pump up and down slowly, thrilling to the slide of his skin over the underlying hardness. I lowered my head to it and drank in the smell of Tonya's pungent cunt juice.

I greedily lifted it to my lips and swallowed the top half of its length, tasting the heady mix of male and female cum. I pulled on it with my lips, willing it to swell and harden so I could feel its power—and enjoy my power to rouse it! Tonya was right: I worshipped the masculine power that this organ represented and which I so lacked. And I enjoyed the little scrap of power I had to excite it, to control it, to bring it to that sweet sweet fulfillment of climax.

Chad only reluctantly awakened and was momentarily perplexed to realize that since Tonya was kissing him, someone else had to be pleasuring his prick. In the dim light it must have taken him a moment to figure out that this long-haired form in the pink nightie was Janine, his lover's husband in drag. But true to his libertine morals, he accepted it without protest and returned to kissing Janine's wife.

"Isn't Janine an enthusiastic cocksucker?" she praised me in between kisses.

"Oh, yeah," Chad agreed, while he returned Tonya's kisses and grasped one nearby breast and tweaked the nipple. Chad hardly seemed fazed by the fact that his "date's" husband was sucking him off while he kissed her.

The scent of Tonya's pussy told me that she was rapidly getting turned on by Chad's attentions. I found myself torn between simply enjoying the feel of Chad's gorgeous cock in my mouth and my job of preparing it to fuck my bride. My mind shuttled back and forth between the two, one moment tracing the rim of his cockhead with my tongue-tip and admiring its perfect shape and color, and the next moment trying to coax it to become stiffer and fatter to better fill Tonya's hungry cunt.

"Hold him up for me, baby," Tonya directed me, swinging a leg over Chad, to straddle his stomach. Obediently I held his cock straight up, pointed at Tonya's swollen labia. I kept it aimed at her cunt as she slowly lowered herself onto it. Even though it was wet with my saliva and she was clearly aroused, she still had to wriggle and wiggle to work it in. I could feel the resistance of her stretching quim through my hand on Chad's shaft. I held it steady as she eased it deeper and deeper.

"Oh, thank you, honey," she said. "Now sit over there and watch me fuck Chad. I want you to enjoy how much pleasure he gives me. Let me see your little peepee so I can see how it excites you to be cuckolded. Get some lube and stroke yourself of you want, but don't you dare come! I want your little thingie to salute our lovemaking by staying nice and hard!"

The only chair in the room was at the foot of the bed, only a couple feet away. I was flushed with excitement, to be so close to where my wife's and her lover's bodies were joined. I could see Chad's shaft push and pull at her pussy lips with every thrust. I could see her juices glisten on his shaft. I could smell their arousal. Her anal star winked at me as she rose up and rode down Chad's joystick.

I pulled up my nightgown and my dick pointed proudly to the sight that aroused it. I couldn't resist the urge to stroke it, as the spectacle before me inflamed my perverse lust. 'My wife is fucking a man,' I thought. I could hardly say 'another man,' could I? I wasn't a man. Not compared to this glorious creature who was providing my wife the rogering she deserved—and craved.

"Look at his cock go into me, baby," Tonya told me. "I can't ... get ... enough of it!" She turned her head to see me out of the corner of her eye.

My cock twitched and I dared not touch it for fear of shooting my meager wad. I held my breath, afraid I might have already gone too far. My cock bobbed and swelled but did not spew.

Tonya rode Chad with increasing enthusiasm. More grunts and groans came from both of them as their lust grew.

’Oh, God, she’s beautiful!’ I thought. It was heaven just to watch her gorgeous buttocks rise and fall on Chad's cock. She was bouncing on him faster and faster, grinding herself against him. Any normal man would be burning up with jealousy. What was I feeling? Pride? Yes, pride that this was my wife and she was the object of the lust of a man who could have any woman. Admiration? Yes, admiration for the beauty of these two. Joy? Yes, joy that I could share in the experience in some small way.

I saw Chad's hands come around and grip her butt and he pulled her to him and arched up into her. I gasped at the eroticism of their grinding their genitals together as if each wanted to crawl inside the other's skin, so driven was their lust.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Tonya cried and her movements became spastic. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" she grunted and then came a wordless groaning that told me that her cunt was spasming around Chad's cock. I felt that tortured / sweet emotion that nearly broke my heart: supreme joy to see her in such ecstasy and the wistfulness that it would never be me that would give that kind of pleasure.

I seized my greasy cock and stroked it. Bolts of pure sexual pleasure rippled from its slick surface throughout my body, trying to solace my regrets.

'I'm glad,' I told myself. 'I want that pleasure for her. I'm a good husband to want that.'

I gasped as I realized my cock was teetering on the brink of my own orgasm. I looked at my slender penis, red with blood, and I froze, willing the moment to pass, to not fail Tonya. I didn't deserve to come yet. Tonya wants to see my erection to show her that I'm glad she fucked Chad. I tried to breathe slowly in and out, to will myself to calm down.

Now Chad was thrusting for his come, arching up into Tonya's pussy faster and faster. His hands were pulling at her ass, pulling the cheeks apart, showing me her pink asshole. I shuddered at the sight and closed my eyes, fearful that the eroticism of it could put me over the edge.

"Give it me, Chad!" Tonya urged. "I want your seed deep inside me! Claim my cunt!"

That was enough for Chad. It spoke to every man's most primal instinct. With a roar he bucked up into Tonya and froze, quivering as his cum spurted again and again, claiming my wife's pussy as his.

My penis twitched in sympathy. A string of crystal clear pre-cum drooled from its slit and fell on my pink nightie. I felt exhausted from the effort of fighting off my orgasm, almost as much as if I'd come. But my brain still swam in the miasma of testosterone warping my mind.

Tonya collapsed on Chad's chest, pressing her tits flat against him, enjoying the afterglow and the fullness of his rod still stretching her pussy. I noted how tightly she clung to him, as if reluctant to let go of his chiseled body, as soon she must. I was temporarily completely forgotten in her union with him. My groin was uncomfortably congested with blood and my erection flagged slightly as I waited for Tonya to savor the moment.

Moments dragged into minutes, but finally Tonya rolled off Chad, cupping her hand over her gaping vagina and pulling her legs to her chest to retain his spend. Chad's cock was still half-erect and glistened wetly with Tonya's juices. I couldn't help but stare at it.

"Looks delicious, doesn't it, Janine? I don't suppose any self-respecting girl really wants to suck a spent cock, but then, you don't have any self-respect, do you? Do you want to taste Chad's cock again?"

"Yes, please...," I softly answered. I had no aversion to taking his softening penis into my mouth or tasting the remnants of his cum. I wanted them, wanted to taste them, to worship the symbol of his superiority.

"I'll wait then," she replied.

I clambered onto the bed and took Chad's cock in hand. I sucked the head into my mouth, breathing in the aroma of Tonya's arousal. I eagerly tasted the proof that this rod had excited my wife well, as well as delectating in the flavor of the semen with which Chad had coated her vagina. Even though Chad had lost his erection, his cock was still a solid piece of manhood. I couldn't help but notice that my own dick had rehardened almost painfully as I fellated this manly penis.

"Taste my fresh-fucked pussy, baby! It’s how you like it best, full of a man's hot cum!"

"Yes, please," I said, not looking at her, but with my head down, feasting my eyes on Chad's tool.

"Then get over here and clean me out," she ordered.

I knelt at the side of the bed and dipped my face between her silky thighs. Her cunt hung open, a gooey mess of her juices and Chad's spunk. I lapped up the first glob of goo that threatened to fall into her crack. I didn't want it to get away! I wanted every drop of their love stuff! I sealed my mouth to her opening to dam up the flow. The heat and the swollen feel of her labia told me that she had been very aroused by their fucking.

"Tell me, baby, would you rather have a faithful wife with an empty pussy, or a whoring wife who lets you eat other men's loads?"

There was no doubt. Against all nature and reason, I now vastly preferred to clean up my wife's used pussy. I didn't just let her fuck other men: I wanted her to!

"This!" I said, almost a gasp.

"Well, then I'm just being a dutiful wife to fuck every well-hung man that I can, aren't I?" She toyed with my hair as I dined on her pudendum. "I have to keep you well-fed, don't I? I'm like a bee, going from flower to flower collecting the nectar we need to make honey, aren't I?"

I shuddered at the power of that metaphor. My wife, going from cock to cock, using her pussy to collect semen for me to eat! My cock throbbed with frustrated arousal, as if it might split like an overdone hot dog! I sucked all the more desperately at her cunt.

"Oh, that idea excites you, doesn't it? I'm your little cum collector. My poor pussy and ass are just your lures, to be used to satisfy your lust for men's cum, aren't they? Oh, what a schemer you are! And I'm helplessly caught in your web, doomed to spread my legs for whatever big hard cock you want me to milk next. Woe is me!" she said in a melodramatic voice. Then she followed with a laugh.

"I think you've gotten all there is, baby. Sorry, no more until I fuck someone again!" She pulled up my nightie and looked at my dick, helplessly stiff. She reached down and grasped it. "I'm so glad that eating other men's cum arouses you so, baby. That makes me happy, to see your little willie all excited." She toyed with it, no doubt enjoying the fact that it was driving me half-insane.

"Let's see what the others are up to, shall we?" she suddenly declared and let go of my cock, to my consternation. She donned a robe and left the room, leaving me to trail behind her.

We found Nikki and Bobbie in the kitchen, apparently also just up, as they'd only started poking around in the refrigerator. Nikki greeted Tonya with a kiss, which did nothing to soften my erection.

"I'm thinking our two girls should put on aprons and make us all breakfast," Nikki suggested. "That's what girls are good for, right—cooking and fucking?"

"Sounds good to me!" Tonya answered. "But do they want some juice? Because I've got to pee bad!"

Nikki shrieked with amusement at that idea.

"I went a while ago, but I bet I could contribute!"

Tonya held one hand to her pubes and whispered excitedly to Nikki.

"Oh, wicked!" Nikki squealed. They gathered up some glasses and left the kitchen hurriedly. Two minutes later they returned, each carrying two glasses filled with the unmistakable straw-colored liquid with a few telltale bubbles clinging to the side. Tonya approached Bobbie.

"Two of these glasses contain my piss and two are Nikki's pee. Are you willing to drink a glass even though it might be mine?" She batted her eyes at Bobbie in a most seductive way.

"Uh ... I guess," Bobbie stammered. How far he'd come in less than 24 hours!

Tonya handed him the glass in her right hand with a look of excitement and anticipation. She watched intently as Bobbie raised the warm liquid to his lips and drank off two big swallows.

"Oh, goody!" Tonya squealed. "That was mine, Bobbie! You just drank a big gulp of my piss!" She put one hand behind his head and pulled him toward her and gave him a big kiss. "How does it taste?"

"It's ... strong...," he answered.

"Yup. It's my first morning piss! Bobbie," she said looking him in the eye," it would be so sweet of you to finish it now, knowing that it's mine."

Bobbie looked a little embarrassed, but he raised the glass and glugged down the rest of the urine.

"Now here's Nikki's. I'm sure you'll want to taste her pee too."

Bobbie looked as if he's rather be elsewhere, but he took the other glass from her and took a swig from it. Then he downed the rest to join the urine already sloshing around in his stomach.

"That's my boy," Nikki said, despite the fact that he still wore his wig and nightgown. She kissed him as Tonya had. Then she turned to me.

"I'm sure you'll have no trouble figuring out whose is whose this time," she said, handing me both glasses. One was darker than the other and I took a gulp of it. The body temperature warmth was always a shock. The taste was very strong and salty, no doubt Tonya's morning urine. I took a swallow of the lighter colored one and it was much milder tasting.

"This is Tonya's and this is Nikki's," I announced, and Tonya clapped.

"You can't fool my piss boy on his urine! He's a connoisseur of pee!" She beamed as I finished off both glasses. Then she kissed me deeply.

"God, that turns me on!" she said in a sexy voice. "That you would worship me enough to drink my piss—and Nikki's too!" No doubt she could smell and taste the urine in my mouth. She slipped her hand under the hem of my nightie and gave my erection a couple of pulls as a reward. "Now you girls get busy making us all breakfast. Nikki, do you have some suitable frilly aprons for our cooks?"

"Oh, I do!" Nikki answered brightly. She brought out a pink pinafore-type apron with a lot of ruffles and a red lace-edged apron that said, appropriately, "Kiss the Cook." Bobbie and I donned them and set about rustling up a breakfast of eggs, bacon, toast, fresh fruits, and coffee.

Tonya and Nikki managed to drag Chad and Brian out of bed in time for us to wait on them. They made a point to order us to wait on them, refilling their coffee and getting seconds of whatever they wanted. Both girls took every opportunity to swat or pinch our behinds or to slip their hands under our nighties, and they encouraged their boyfriends to "make free with the help" too.

I felt tugged in two directions: on the one hand it was demeaning to be treated as a second-class citizen, but on the other hand it was exciting to be regarded as such a desirable sex object that they couldn't keep their hands off me. My cock repeatedly twitched as the liberties were taken.

As breakfast wound down, Nikki and Tonya whispered together, always a bad sign for Bobbie and me. Tonya seemed to be the ringleader, which was a little surprising, since Nikki and Bobbie had been into this scene longer than we had.

"You girls get out of those clothes and make-up and wigs. Report back here as our husbands again, and we want you buck naked."

Back in the bedroom Bobbie advised me on make-up removal and wig care as we each wondered what "piece de resistance" our wives had planned.

Back in the living room Nikki and Chad lounged on one couch and Brian and Tonya were reunited on another. We were ordered to stand together in front of them. My cock, hard off and on all morning without relief, started to stiffen again.

"You boys have been wonderful sports so far. We want a show to end our get-together. We'd like to see a little more boy-love. You're both so darling with your skinny bodies all hairless and your cute little-boy penises. Show us again how two boys make love to each other!"

I felt my cheeks start to blush. Tonya was pushing the "gay" button again, pushing me to have sex with another man. But not a he-man this time, but another sissy.

Bobbie did not hesitate to obey. First Nikki had to use the key around her neck to unlock his chastity device. His cock quickly sprung to attention. No doubt this was a treat for him, to come twice in a weekend. He turned to me and put one hand on my hip and another behind my head. My traitorous cock was stiffening again and Bobbie's stood straight out, making it awkward to stand front-to-front. It was as if our two penises were fencing. We were like two keys with no locks to fit in.

"Look at their little cocks all hard!" Tonya exclaimed. It's so cute! They're like two little puppies all excited to play together! It's as if their cocks are kissing!"

I flushed with humiliation to be the subject of this commentary.

"How exciting it must feel to them," Nikki agreed, "to touch their penises together! Men are all about their cocks, so two cocks together is so sexual!"

I looked down at our two organs bumping into each other and I felt a shiver at the incongruity and yet the electricity of it.

Bobbie reached out with one hand and ran his fingertips lightly over my bare chest and stroked the nipple there.  I gasped at how good that felt and my cock twitched harder. His other hand pressed my hip into his and we were body to body. He continued to toy with my nipple and I just stood there and moaned softly at the arousal shooting from there to my groin.

"Imagine you're two boys, two teenagers," Tonya narrated, "awakening to the possibility of boy-love. Maybe you've been friends, but today you are aware for the first time of physical desire. You're learning that your feelings for each other can be sexual too. You're exploring how good you can make each other's body feel."

I tentatively reached out and stroked Bobbie's nipple as he had stroked mine. He closed his eyes and sighed. I accepted Tonya's premise and went with it. What if I were a teenage boy and this were my friend? How scary, how tentative, how exciting would that be?

My hand became so sensitive and my awareness so acute. I felt his nipple and the skin around it and I knew exactly how it felt to him. It was as if I were watching myself in a mirror, as if I were stroking myself. Even this single touch was so exciting, because I knew how arousing it would be for him, how good it could feel! I raised my other hand and grasped his other nipple. I was facing him now and our penises were rubbing against one another, hard and hot. I tweaked both his nipples at once, wanting to excite him.

Bobbie grasped my cock in his hand and I trembled. It felt good! I took his shaft lightly in my own hand. We pulled on each other gently and our pelvises started to rock in response. I moaned and it felt so good that it just felt right to kiss him. I put my hand behind his head and our lips met and then we were kissing deeply.

A kiss feels good—did it matter the gender of the mouth? In some ways it was perfect: as I milked his cock, he milked mine. We were in a harmony that a man and woman could not be.

"So beautiful!" Tonya sighed. "Look at their little penises—so hard, so taut!"

"Their kisses ... so innocent, but ... so passionate!" Nikki agreed.

I looked at Tonya and she had one hand between her legs, stroking her wet pussy. Next to her Brian was also pleasuring himself lazily, taking in the show. On the other couch Nikki and Chad were kissing and caressing one another while keeping their eyes on us.

Bobbie released my cock and took my ass in both hands. I groaned as I felt him squeeze my buttocks and pull my cheeks apart, exposing my anal rosebud to the air. He pulled my body tight to his, pressing our two cocks between us. We ground our penises together and kissed again.

"This is making me so hot!" Tonya announced. "Brian, please lick my pussy!" Brian dove down at her hot box, lapping up her juices.

"Oh, God, yes!" Tonya cried with delight. "Now I want to see you finish each other off with a nice hand-job!"

Breaking our clinch, we dropped onto the couch side by side. I grasped Bobbie's slim peter. It's tip was already wet with seeping pre-cum. I looked at his stiff erection. I gathered the pre-cum onto my palm and began to stroke him. His penis was so little compared to Brian's or Chad's! Bobbie gasped and I imagined how exciting that would be if we really were teenagers who had never done anything like this before!

"Do you like it, Bobbie?" Nikki asked. "Does it feel good to have another boy stroke your cock?"

"Yes!" Bobbie hissed. "Feels ... real good." He reached to his side and grabbed the jar of lube. "I want to do it to you."

He tipped the jar toward me and I pulled out a glob to add to the sticky wetness of his pre-cum, while he lubed his hand to grab me. A moment later his hand was sliding up and down my dickie.

It was hard for both of us to concentrate on what we were doing.

"Oh, God!" I groaned and, overcome, I pressed my mouth back on Bobbie's. We moaned into each other's mouth while our dicks strained toward their pinnacles.

"God, look at them!" Brian cried. "They're so gay! Why'd they even marry women?"

Tonya ran her hand up and down Brian's spit-slick shaft. "If you have one of these, you can get all the tail you want. It only stands to reason that if you're equipped like Johnny and Bobbie, you might have to look to get your jollies where you can." She paused to cram Brian's cock back into her mouth and make loud grunts of enjoyment around it. "That's one reason I'm sort of encouraging Johnny to go gay. I really do love the poor guy. He'll get a lot more sex from men than he ever will from women."

"Well, from what I've seen, he must have been 90% there before you even started. Do you see how hard his little pecker gets even thinking about sucking cock?"

I had a hard time keeping my mind on what they were saying, as Bobbie's hand on my cock had me half-crazy and feeling his stiffness in my hand had me most of the rest of the way. They were talking about me as if my being gay were a given! But strangely that didn't make me mad: it sent a shock a sexual electricity through me! I sank deeper into a state of helpless submission. By "going gay" I was making Tonya happy!

"I'm sure there's a lot 'Babette' could teach 'Janine" about being a girl," Nikki offered. "Although you really need to call Burke and Natalie if you want to do it right."

"Oh, God!" Nikki exclaimed as Chad slipped his cock into the cunt he'd been fingering.

I moaned as Bobbie's hand caressed my blood-filled penis, while the idea of Bobbie and "Burke" and "Natalie" turning me into a girl swirled around my brain. In a moment my cock went over the brink and I reared up and shot my jism over Bobbie's hand, spurt after spurt.

Bobbie held my straining cock loosely while I finished. In my frenzy I jerked at his dick. I felt him tremble and then the milk of his balls shot over my hand and fell on my thigh. I sank into an ecstatic haze.

"Fu-u-uck!" Bobbie sighed eloquently. I looked over and Brian and Chad were rutting away with Tonya and Nikki. There I was with Bobbie's cum covering my hand and thigh. I wondered what to do, but it was obvious what I had to. I brought my hand to my mouth and began to lick Bobbie's spend off of it and then scraped it off my thigh and into my mouth, while he did the same with mine.

I crawled over to Tonya, who had her eyes closed and whose head was squirming side to side from the delicious feeling of being filled with Brian's cock. My heart was still filled with love for her, despite another man's cock plowing her furrow. Even in the grip of adulterous lust, she was beautiful: somehow even more beautiful to me! She glowed with a fire that my pitiful attempts at lovemaking had never produced. She looked like a goddess to me and Brian's cock endowed her with a magic power that enchanted me. Every thrust of his cock was like pumping a generator that charged her with power and energy. I only wanted to bask in that glow, not stop it.

I reached out and lay my hand on her cheek and she moaned. She opened her eyes and looked at me but continued to grunt and writhe under Brian's assault.

"I love you!" I whimpered, my voice choked with emotion.

"Oh, that's cute ... unh!" she grunted out. "My little sissy husband!" she smiled. She pulled my head toward her and our lips met. I could feel Brian's thrusts rocking her whole body as we kissed. And then Tonya was trembling and moaning her orgasm into my mouth as her lover's cock put her over the edge. 

I could feel her convulsions as Brian's fucking drove her body into climax. I knew that she was totally in its grip, transported into delirious release. She was kissing me, but her mind was consumed by the pleasure that her cunt was wringing from this cock.

Brian was still pounding into her and Tonya jerked her head from side to side, barely able to stand the intensity of it. Brian's thrusting became harder and faster and Tonya strained to feel his seed pour into her. I kissed her soft shoulder as she begged him.

"Give me your cum, baby! I want to feel you come in me! Make me your woman!"

That was all Brian needed to hear. He slammed into her a gave a strangled cry and I could feel him jerk into her with every spurt. Insanely, my heart leapt at the sure knowledge that his virile sperm was pouring into my wife's womb—the womb that already carried his child.

I felt almost as if it were my triumph as much as his! It was like the thrill of your team scoring a touchdown. I hadn't gained a yard, caught a pass, or made a block, but I exulted nonetheless. It was crazy. But I felt it. I loved Tonya and I loved her unfaithful cunt. I even loved Brian and his cuckolding cock and his fertile sperm.

Brian collapsed on top of Tonya, panting. She hugged him with all her might, crushing him to her breasts. She rained kissed on the man who had given her such rapture. After a decent interval she turned her head toward me and held my eyes.

"Thank you," she mouthed silently to me.

"I love you," I whispered and tears filled my eyes. Tonya reached out one hand and blotted away a tear with her thumb.

"I love you too, Johnny," she whispered. then she turned back to Brian and began to kiss him again. I longed to merge with her the way he had, but I knew I was bound to be second chair to Brian. My heart reached out to her, but it was him in her arms.

Did she love him more than me? Or did she just love his cock? Could I lose her forever some day? Or did she somehow love us both, but differently? it almost seemed as if having me around while she was fucking Brian excited her more, that cheating made it better.

Brian became uncomfortable with his perch and pulled out. Tonya reached out and stroked my cheek tenderly.

"Here's your treat, baby. Suck your wife's cunt filled with her lover's sperm!"

I moved around between her legs and saw that a large glob of semen had already run down between her cheeks and onto the couch cushions. I scooped up most of it with my fingers and thrust them in my mouth. I shivered at the taste I now knew so well. I fell onto Tonya's yawning pussy, licking and sucking up more of Brian's spend and Tonya's juices. Her pussy felt so good! It was so swollen, so warm, so slick and slippery. I pressed my face deep into her cleft, my tongue straining to probe deep into her slack vagina, loving the feeling of her wet labia against my cheeks. I was excited, abandoned to my communion with her cunt.

"Taste it, baby. That taste tells you he's claimed me again. That pussy wants him, not you, you poor thing! What a good husband you are!" she exclaimed as I returned to lapping at her slimy cunt.

"What a strange fucker you are!" Brian said, shaking his head. I took his cock in my hand and I sucked at the head and then licked up and down the shaft, licking up every drop of cum and pussy juice I could. "Jesus! That's not even gay! That's just strange! But who am I to look a gift horse in the mouth? I'll fuck your fine wife morning, noon, and night! It's the least a brother can do!"

"OK by me!" Tonya laughed. "I can't get enough of that cock in whatever hole you choose! You may need some Viagra!" She snuggled up to Brian and hugged and kissed him.

"Whatever the doctor orders!" Brian laughed. Nikki and Chad joined in chuckling.

"Let's toast to that!" Nikki said, raising her Coke. "To Tonya and Brian, may they fuck forever!"

The party was winding down now. We gathered up our clothes, thanked Nikki and Bobbie for their hospitality, and left. I drove, of course, while Tonya and Brian snuggled in the back seat.

As I drove and the lovebirds whispered sweet nothings to each other, I felt like a chaperone on a date. Except chaperones are supposed to keep sex from happening! But it gave my mind time to wander. My imagination had free rein to let a new idea start to germinate. I wanted above all to please Tonya. Tonya wanted me to embrace being a cuckold, to push it, to find ways to deepen it.

"I was thinking," I piped up, "that there's no reason that Brian has to go right home, is there? I mean, we've been with other people. Maybe you two would like to spend some time just the two of you. Maybe have Brian spend the night. I've got some things I need to do: lawn mowing, grocery shopping, and such. It's a nice day: maybe you'd like to go to the pool or the park. You could even pack a picnic."

I watched Tonya face in the rear view mirror and I knew I'd scored points with her.

"What do you say, Brian? Could you stay? Sleep over? Or do you have to go?" she asked.

"I'd love to stay. But I have to go to work tomorrow. I don't have my uniform, my shaver, my toothbrush."

"I could go get them," I hurriedly offered. "If you just give me your keys and a list of what you need, I could get them while I was out."

"OK, sure, I guess. I guess my uniform is just hanging up in my closet and shaver and toothbrush are in the bathroom," Brian said. "A change of underwear and socks. Deodorant. That's about all I need."

"Great! Then it's settled," I concluded.

Tonya's eyes twinkled as she caught mine in the mirror.

"That's so nice of you to offer, Johnny! I knew there was a reason I married you. You are so sweet to me!"

I was pleased with myself. And Tonya didn't even know yet what else I had planned!

When we got home I helped Tonya pack a picnic lunch of bread, cheese, fruit, and a bottle of wine, while Brian took a shower. Tonya was excited: I guess I'd hit a bullseye with my suggestion. I just wanted to prove to Tonya that I was OK with Brian being around, to be a "good cuckold." But clearly she really did want to spend some "couple" time with Brian. My suggestion had stumbled onto what Tonya was in the mood for. She really wanted a boyfriend, not just a fuck. I had to show her I was OK with that. I hoped I wouldn't regret this.

Tonya and Brian headed out arm in arm, like any young couple in love. As I watched them leave I felt that schizophrenic contrast: my stomach had butterflies, but my cock was starting to stiffen in my shorts. I told my cock I didn't have time for that. I had work to do.

I went to my dresser in "our" bedroom and pulled everything out of the drawers and moved it to the guest bedroom. I did the same with my stuff in the closet and the bathroom. I was moving out into the guest bedroom.

I got in the car and drove over to Brian's place. I let myself in with his key. I found his uniform and was not surprised to see that he had two complete outfits. I'd figured that. I was going to scoop up some underwear and socks until I noticed a clothes hamper. Brilliant! Instead of taking his clean clothes to our house, I'd take his dirty ones and do his laundry while he was romancing Tonya!

I went to his bathroom, but I didn't pack anything. I wrote down what kind of razor, toothbrush, toothpaste, deodorant, shampoo, and soap he used. I was happy to find none of them were odd or exotic.

I hurried to the superstore. I was able to find a match for all his toiletries. And I bought groceries and sundries for the week. I drove home excited. When I got there I threw Brian's laundry into the washer and went to Tonya's bedroom. I hung Brian's uniform in the closet and I unpacked the razor and toothbrush and all and put them in the bathroom and shower.

While I waited for the wash, I started making dinner. Pasta was my specialty. I made carbonara and I threw together a Caesar salad.

When the washer was done I put the clothes in the dryer. I wondered what Tonya and Brian were doing now. Were they splashing in the pool? Were they making out on a blanket after their picnic? Were they taking a romantic walk in the woods? I wished I could be a little birdie spying on them from a tree. But maybe it was more exciting not to know.

I couldn't relax, so I started vacuuming. Tonya would like coming home to a clean house. I mopped the floor and wiped the counters too.

The dryer buzzed and I folded Brian's clothes. Then I laid them carefully in the drawers of the dresser which had been mine, in Tonya's bedroom. It was a few days' worth of clothes: socks, underwear, sweats. I admired my handiwork as I slid the drawer closed.

I hoped Tonya would be pleased and not think I was being impertinent. What if she didn't want to go there yet?

I was too excited just to wait, so I cleaned Tonya's bathroom and then the guest bathroom. I threw in a load of our laundry. They still hadn't returned. I decided Tonya would want me to do some more "studying" on the Internet. But what? Cuckold? Pregnant? Gay? Transvestite? I looked at the websites she'd signed me up for and my eyes lit upon an all-male gay site. I felt my cock twitch and without thinking about why I would go to that site, I opened it. Just seeing the teasers and preview pictures threw me into the fevered mind fog that had so often gripped me these days! My cock sprang to attention as I watched the mini-movies of men sucking and fucking other men.

I noticed I felt a little squeamish if the plot involved much kissing or affection. I gravitated toward the ones where one man seemed dominant over the other and demanded that the other man suck him off and submit to being ass-fucked. It turned me on even more if the man was a little demeaning or made the submissive one beg for it or made him say how much he loved sucking cock or getting fucked and how much he loved eating cum. It wasn’t too long before I fished my hard cock out of my pants and was milking strings of pre-cum out of it and smearing it down my slick shaft.

I found I was even more turned on by movies with the premise that the submissive man was a straight man who was being “turned.” These often started with the submissive man being coaxed to just ”try” touching another man or sometimes just to “help a buddy out” who was intolerably horny. They often proceeded to the straight man betraying obvious signs of arousal while jacking off his friend, by getting a rampant erection, and being unable to explain away why he would be getting so excited. He would be taunted by his friend or friends, that he must be really gay or bisexual and hiding it.

Of course, eventually he would always end up finding that he enjoyed the gay sex tremendously and usually ended up begging for more. I particularly liked one where there were five men in the movie and the straight man maintained his revulsion through sex with two of the men, but by the time it came to the third and fourth men, he was pleading for more cock and more ass-fucking and was licking up every drop of cum he could get.

I guess I got so into these movies that I lost track of the time, because the next thing I knew, there were Tonya and Brian standing behind me, while I was engrossed in one of these movies, my pants around my ankles, and my hand stroking my slimy penis.

“Well, well—what have we here?” asked Tonya.

I came out of my fog with a start. “I was … um, just waiting for you to get back.”

“Doesn’t look like you were waiting for us. Looks like you started without us!”

“Um, yeah,” I admitted, blushing.

“Let’s see what got you so excited,” Tonya said. I tried to grab the mouse to navigate away from the page, but Tonya beat me to it. She turned up the volume. I was mortified as the cheesy lewd dialogue and grunts of the porno were plain to hear. “So this is what turns you on, eh? I thought you might like something like that: that’s why I joined that site. I’m glad you like it so much,” she said, scooping up a droplet of pre-cum that was seeping out of my slit.

“I … I just started watching it a little while ago,” I lied. Tonya reached over and put her hands over my eyes.

”What time is it?” she asked.

I had no idea. I’d completely lost track of time. I was lucky I could still remember it was Sunday.

“Uh, 5:00?”

“Ha! It’s 6:30!” Tonya revealed.  “You must have been watching those gay boys and jacking off for an hour or two!”

“6:30!” I cried. “I made some dinner. I need to get the pasta boiling!”

“Oh, that would be great! We had our picnic lunch ages ago.” Tonya hugged Brian and kissed him on the cheek. “And being outdoors stimulates the appetite—or appetites!” she said with a chuckle and a mischievous look. “We’ll take a shower while you get dinner finished,” she suggested.

I rushed into the kitchen, relieved to have the focus off my porn and masturbation. I felt butterflies in my stomach, wondering if they’d notice the changes I’d made and if they would like them. I was almost ready to out dinner out when I heard Tonya call out gruffly.

“Johnny, come here!”

I rushed into the bedroom, afraid that my plan had angered Tonya or Brian.

“Explain this!” a nude Tonya barked at me, pointing at the empty closet with only Brian’s uniform and robe hanging in it.

“I thought that I’d move my stuff into the guest room … to make room for Brian ... for his clothes. So he could have some stuff here if he … you know … stays over.”

Tonya walked over to the dresser and opened it up, seeing for the first time Brian’s washed clothes in my drawers.

“Where’d these clothes come from?” Tonya questioned.

“I … I grabbed his laundry bag and washed his dirty laundry. If he stays here, he’ll need a change of underwear and socks and such.” I had a sinking feeling I’d made a big mistake.

“Come in here,” Tonya ordered and beckoned me to follow her into the bathroom. Brian was standing there, buck naked, toweling his hair dry. I couldn’t help but gaze at his penis, thick despite its flaccid state. I thought to myself that it compared favorably to many of the cocks I had been watching on the Internet. I felt my mouth purse at the idea of sucking on its head.

“Brian says this shaver and toothbrush aren’t his: they’re brand new.”

“I thought it’d be more convenient to have his own here, so he wouldn’t have to carry them back and forth. So I bought ones just like the ones I saw in his apartment. I thought he could leave some changes of clothes here too,” I scrambled to explain. It sounded reasonable to my ears, but if Tonya didn’t agree, it didn’t matter.

“And shampoo, and soap, and deodorant? You had it all figured out, didn’t you?” Tonya said with an edge to her voice. I was in trouble.

“I thought you’d like it,” I said helplessly.

“You thought I’d like it, eh?” Tonya retorted, fixing my eyes with a hard gaze.

“Yes,” I almost whispered, waiting for the boom to fall.

“Well…” Tonya started loudly, “I do!” she finished softly.

“I could ... what?”

“I said I do like it,” Tonya repeated. “In fact, I think it is wonderful! You’re so sweet to think of it, and so … generous, to make the offer. I’m touched—and Brian is thrilled!”

“Well, I just thought … well, I thought you’d like to spend some more time together, you know, since you’re—“

“—carrying his child. Since I’m gonna have his baby,” Tonya interrupted.

“Yeah, that,” I said.

“Oh, baby, you’re right! I don’t just want to fuck Brian. I love being with him! I love being with a manly man. That’s something every woman needs. To have that big, strong man by her side. And it doesn’t hurt if he’s sexy as hell.”

“Yeah,” I answered, not knowing what else to say.

“But I was a little surprised it was your idea. You must like having him around too, don’t you?”

“Um, I guess.”

“You really like seeing it when he fucks me. It turns you on to know he’s fucking you wife. You love to be cuckolded. You love sucking his cum out of my pussy. You want him here so he’ll fuck me even more.”

“I suppose….”

“And that isn’t all, is it?” she said, moving over to Brian. She took his thick cock gently in her hand. “You like this cock, don’t you? You wouldn’t mind sucking on this a little more, would you?”

“Er ... no.”

“Well, come over here. Kneel down and kiss it. Kiss my lover’s cock. You want to, don’t you?”

“OK,” I answered. I knelt down on the bathroom rug and looked at Brian’s cock, still in Tonya’s hand. She lifted it up toward me and I leaned forward and kissed the head. It was cool from the shower and smelled of soap. It was soft in a springy, spongy way. I kissed it tenderly and I impulsively opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue and tried to take the end of it in my mouth.

“Uh uh uh!” Tonya chastised me. “We’re hungry. We don’t have time for that. You need to serve us our dinner! Just give it one more kiss and get back to the kitchen!”

I kissed the heavy head of his organ and got back to my feet. Tonya caught me as I tried to leave.

“Come here, baby!” she said affectionately. She took me in her arms and hugged and kissed me. “You were such a good boy while we were gone!”

“I ... I wanted you to know that it’s OK if you want to spend more time with Brian. Not just fucking, either. Fun time. Even ... romantic time.” Oh! I could hear blood rushing in my ears when I said that. Did I really mean that? Was I OK with Tonya falling in love with Brian? Did I maybe even want her to? I felt my stomach drop to think of it, but an irresistible tingle in my privates as well.

”Oh, Johnny!” Tonya said and she looked at me with amazement and such a look of love That it melted my heart. “You keep amazing me! You love me so much! You've made me very happy today. You are the best cuckold husband a woman could have!”

I went back to the kitchen walking on air. I had a quick impulse and I set out our good china and candles before Tonya and Brian got dressed. I set out only two place settings.

Tonya and Brian walked in just as I was lighting the candles.

“How romantic!” Tonya gushed. She quickly noticed the lack of a third place setting. “Just for us?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, pretending I was their waiter.

“Where are you going to eat?”

“In the kitchen, ma’am.”

“Well, you’ll need something to drink, since we’ll have the wine here. Get me another wine glass.”

I fetched a wine glass from the pantry.

“I saved something for you from our picnic,” Tonya announced, as she hiked up her skirt and held the wine glass to her bare pussy. She concentrated for a second and then a rush of yellow urine quickly filled the glass. “I was holding this for the last half-hour! That’s not easy when you’re in the shower! Especially with a naughty boy playing with your pussy!” she said, casting a smirk at Brian. “Here you are,” she said, handing me the warm glass

I smelled the bouquet and took a sip of the hot liquid. I savored the special taste and aroma. I felt the spell that the submissiveness and perversity of drinking her urine always cast over me. A shiver went down my spine.

“Excellent, ma’am,” I said.

“You may serve us now.”

I opened a bottle of white wine and poured a small amount for Brian, letting him taste it. He nodded and I poured a glass for each of them. I went back to the kitchen and brought in the bowl of Caesar salad and served them each. I took the bowl back to the kitchen and served myself a helping. I sat at the breakfast bar and ate my salad, acutely aware of my separation from the two lovers. I could hear the murmur of their conversation.

When I was tempted to feel jealous, I took another swig of Tonya’s piss and I sank back into a sub space. I was no competition for Brian. He was more man than me in every category. He was taller, more muscular, more masculine, more confident, more charming, and he had that magnificent cock. He could fuck like there was no tomorrow. He deserved her. She deserved him. I was lucky to be allowed to be with her in any way.

I spied through the door and checked to see if they were ready for the next course. I brought in the pasta and Italian bread and heaped the pasta in carbonara sauce on their fine china plates. I even had a cheese grater with fresh Parmesan and I grated onto their pasta like in a nice restaurant. I noticed the wine was already half gone and Tonya looked a little high. She fixed me with a warm look and smiled and blew me a small kiss, then turned to laugh at something Brian had said about how, “Johnny’s no doubt partial to ‘cream’ sauces!”

“Oh, Johnny likes everything better creamed!” Tonya chuckled.

I slunk back to the kitchen with a red face and ate my pasta. The hell of it was that it was true! What was the point of denying it? I did like Tonya’s pussy brimming with Brian’s spunk, and if toadying to him and them got me more of it, that was my plan! Rather than being jealous that they were having a romantic dinner at my expense, I needed to see that this was all going according to plan. I wanted Tonya to be happy and Brian made her happy.

I checked back in with them and found the wine finished along with the pasta.

“Oh, Johnny, that was wonderful,” Tonya congratulated me. “Is there any dessert?”

I hesitated, but I couldn’t resist the set-up.

“That’s up to you two!” I said quietly.

Tonya and Brian looked at each other with wine-warmed smiles.

“Well, I sure am ready for some dessert!” Brian intoned huskily. He reached under Tonya’s skirt to her bare pussy. He was obviously fingering her. Then he brought a wet finger out and sniffed it before he licked the juices off it. “It seems as if I’m not the only one. And I’d say the dessert is ready to be served!”

Tonya reached behind his head and drew him into a passionate kiss. I stood there watching them, my cock hard in my pants at what I knew was going to be happening soon. The chemistry they had was intoxicating just to watch.

Tonya broke their kiss.

“Let us adjourn to my boudoir,” she said in her most dramatic seductive voice, rising from her seat and pulling Brian’s hand toward her. I looked toward her for a clue as to what she wanted me to do.

“You’ve been a dear today, Johnny. Brian and I want some privacy now, but perhaps you’ll get your dessert later.” And with that they sauntered out of the room and I heard the door close to the bedroom.

I went to the computer and called up the spy-cam program, but the computer could not detect the camera, so Tonya must have unplugged it. She really did want her privacy with Brian tonight. I cursed the luck. If they fell in love, would this change the dynamics of our relationship?

I had to laugh at my own thoughts. “Change the dynamics of our relationship”? Our relationship had been nothing but change over these months. How could I have foreseen any of what happened? What made me think I could predict the future for good or bad?

What I did know for sure was the knowledge that my wife was creaming to have another man’s big long cock up her right now made my cock painfully hard. On top of all the gay porn I had been watching, I was going to need some relief, so it was probably up to me to “take the problem in hand”! I looked at the dishes piled in the sink and I turned my back on them and went to the guest bedroom—now my bedroom. “Strike while the cock is hot,” I said to myself. “And while your wife has some stud’s cock up her horny cunt.”

I didn’t even take all my clothes off. I just lowered my pants and lay back on the bed. I grabbed a jar of lube and oiled up my throbbing cock. God! It felt so good to feel that slipperiness, so much like the almost-forgotten, never-again feeling of a wet pussy. I humped at the air in ecstasy as my hand shuttled up and down my shaft.

‘My wife is fucking another man right now, under this same roof. And I seduced her into doing it!’ The delicious guilt of doing such a perverted thing sent thrills through me! ‘I don’t care if it is wrong! I don’t care if it is crazy! I don’t care if it doesn’t make any sense, even to me! All I know is that I love it! I love knowing she is hot for him, that her pussy wants him, that she creams at the thought of his cock!

‘Right now it is probably stretching her cunt! She’s loving how he fills her! His cock is jamming into her cervix way beyond where my poor thingie ever reached! And it is so exciting to her that she can barely stand it! She can’t get enough of it! It’s taking her into bliss as he pounds into her, but she wants more! She wants his cum, his essence, his manliness in her, deep in her. She’s screaming for him, begging for him!’

And as I reveled in this delightful scene, my cock erupted with the pent-up horniness of my day. God! It felt so good! Oh God! I squeezed the last squirts of cum out of my skinny dick and I was happy! I was panting with the excitement of it. I felt exhausted now. I lay there with my cum cooling on my chest as I floated on a cloud of lust. I scooped up the cum on my fingers and stuck it in my mouth.

'I wish this was his cum!' I thought to myself. 'I love to taste his cum!' I imagined it was his. I fantasized that I'd jacked off his beautiful cock and he'd spewed his seed all over my chest. 'Mm! Mm!' I'd groan with pleasure at the taste and feel of his cum in my mouth.

I lay back down and drifted off, for how long I didn't know, but probably not long. I was awakened by Tonya whispering in my ear.

"Johnny! Wake up! I can see you've taken care of things by yourself. Were you thinking about me and Brian while you were pulling on your little thing? Did it get you all excited to know that Brian was fucking your wife with his big cock?"

"Oh, God, yes!" I admitted. "I can't help it! It makes my so horny to know that you are...!"

"What a good, good little cuckold boy! It warms my heart that you give us your blessing! Who'd have guessed those months ago when we first discussed your ... shortcomings, that we’d be here? And Johnny, I admit it makes me so hot, to think that I'm cheating on you in our very bed and that you're in here beating your meat, knowing that I'm cuckolding you!

"And, darling, I'm a little ashamed to admit that I get off on thinking how I'm giving Brian and Chad and Calvin and David free use of my cunt and ass, but I'm not even letting my own husband have a thing! Knowing how deprived you are, how humbling that is for you, that makes fucking them all the hotter for me! So your suffering here makes things all the sweeter for me!

"So here I am to give you a little solace. Would you like to taste the cum my lover just fucked into me?"

"Yes!" I almost shouted. "Please!"

"Hooked, eh? I don't blame you. I'm addicted to it too. But that's the least I can do for my poor hubby."

Tonya turned her bottom toward me and threw a leg over me and lowered herself to my face. Her hand was pressed between her ass cheeks and I knew Brian had taken his pleasure anally this time. Tonya removed her hand and her stretched anus could not hold back the discharge of Brian's loins. Clear milky liquid began to drip immediately and I jerked upward to catch the precious fluid. I felt Tonya's asshole twitch and I knew she was bearing down to push the semen into her little birdie's open mouth.

"Oh! Oh! Unh! Unh!" I moaned in ecstasy. Brian's cum in my mouth, my lips sealed around my wife's ravaged rectum, my abject humiliation, my wife's lover sleeping in her bed under my roof: they all combined to put my brain in a fever of submissive bliss.

I felt Tonya's anus strain and retract, strain and retract as she tried to feed me as much of Brian's cum as she could. I plunged my tongue into her slack hole, amazed at how open she was, reminding me of the complete surrender of her body to him. I reached up and tried to scoop as much of the leaking fluid as I could, to give her a poor tongue-fuck where his scepter had plowed magnificently just minutes ago.

Tonya toyed with my limp cock. As aroused as I was to commune with her ass and Brian's cum, my poor peter could not respond again so soon. She continued to pull and flip it, reminding me of what apathetic little clitty it was. Finally she rocked forward off my face and I whimpered to lose touch with her beautiful anus.

"Thank you!" I gasped out. "Thank you!"

"My pleasure, baby. I'm glad you enjoy it so much! Your tongue sure feels good to me."

She leaned over and kissed me, my lips still smeared with cum and lube.

"Pleasant dreams, baby. See you in the morning!"

I fell asleep with the taste of cum on my tongue. Perhaps because of the nervous excitement of carrying out my scheme to move Brian in, I slept somewhat fitfully. I was excited that my plan had worked but apprehensive about where it would end up. "Be careful what you wish for: you might get it."

I had a dream that Tonya and I were in my bed and making out. We were kissing passionately and from her kisses and moans I knew Tonya was getting very turned on. Then she told me to go down on her. When I did, I saw that she had a great big cock! I looked at her and she was Tonya and she looked exactly the same as always, but instead of a pussy, she had a really nice erect cock between her legs.

"C'mon, baby, suck my cock! I need your mouth on my cock!" She said. I started to ask her where this cock had come from, but she just pushed my head down. When I took her penis in my mouth, she groaned with joy.

"Oh, that feels so good, baby! I love it when you suck my cock! You're so good at it! You make me so happy when you suck my cock!" She had her hands in my hair and she was grinding her hips up into my mouth.

And then something changed and it was still Tonya talking to me and I could still feel her fingers in my hair, but now it was Brian's cock that I was sucking! But Tonya was till telling me how happy she was that I was sucking her cock!

"Oh, baby, it turns me on so much to see you sucking a cock! I love to see you with a big hard cock in your mouth! You make me so happy when you suck cock like that. I love to watch you! Suck that cock for me! Show me how much you love me by sucking that cock!"

The dream changed again and Tonya had a penis again. She had me on my back with my knees up to my chest. She was lubing up her cock.

"I'm gonna fuck you, baby!" She said. "Do you want this cock to fuck your ass? Do you want to feel my cock up inside of you?” Then I felt her penis push against my sphincter and I was groaning with pleasure as she opened me up.

"Oh, God, I love to see my big cock going into you!" she said huskily. "I love how you surrender to me! I makes me so hot to see you taking my cock and to see you fucking yourself on my cock!"

And then it wasn't Tonya fucking me: it was Brian again. But Tonya was still there, talking right into my ear in the sexiest voice.

"I love to see a big cock up your ass! It's such a turn-on to see you loving that big cock fucking you! Take it, baby, take that big cock for me! Tell me how much you love a big cock up your ass!"

And I did. In the dream I babbled about how good it felt, how I loved getting fucked, how I loved big cocks, how I longed to feel that cock shot up inside me. And the dream-Tonya urged me on, told me how hot it was making her, and how happy I made her.

"You're the perfect husband for me: a half-gay cuckold!" she said.

Is that what I was? Was I really a closet gay man? It didn’t seem that way to me, but I couldn’t deny that I craved sex with men now. Could it be that I’d denied that for years? That’s not how you hear gay men talk about it. They’ll say they knew they were “different” for years and it was only admitting to themselves that this was how they were different that came later.

But another worry came over me. Would Tonya be happier if I were a girl? She had loved her day with ‘Janine,’ and had loved my dressing up with ‘Babette.’ She and Nikki had even talked about signing me up for cross-dressing lessons with the mysterious ”Natalie and Burke.” Was that the next step? Was I to be turned into a woman? Did my lack of manliness mean I was better to suited to be female?

And did I want to?

My head spun with all the possibilities. After how far we’d come in barely more than two months, how much farther were we destined to go?

                                 End of Book 3
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