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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.



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, Johnny agrees to let his wife Tonya take a lover. 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. 




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. 




In Book 3, Johnny agrees to become the ultimate cuckold by allowing Tonya to be impregnated by her lover, Brian. His venture into man-to-man sex become an increasing part of their sex life. Tonya also introduces another cuckold-hot wife couple, Nikki and Bob, into their games, who also engage in gender-bending role playing. 


-Day 73 Monday-

I looked at the clock and it was 6 am, a little earlier than I usually wake up. I used to like to snuggle up to Tonya and doze for another few minutes, enjoying her soft curves pressed up to me. I thought about her cuddled up next to her lover Brian's hunky body. Any normal man would be angry, jealous, hurt, depressed. But I felt turned on! I imagined her curvaceous body, so luscious, and his muscular frame and his manly cock, rubbing against each other, right now, a few yards away from me. It was sexy! A very sexy picture. I kneaded my erection and shivered at the image in my brain.

But I didn't have time to just lie there and jerk off. I needed to get up and get busy and get ready for work. I should clean up the kitchen and make breakfast for Tonya and Brian.

I groaned when I saw he mess I'd left out from the night before. I'd have to throw away all the leftovers. I threw the dishes hurriedly into the dishwasher and put the pans in to soak. Since we'd had bacon and eggs yesterday I mixed up some batter for our waffle iron and started a pot of coffee.

I didn't hear any stirring from the bedroom, so I jumped in the shower and hurriedly shaved and dressed. I heard the other shower and I knew they were awake. I zipped out to the kitchen and warmed up the waffle iron. A couple minutes later Tonya came out in a negligee, looking so hot! But she wasn't mine. She was Brian's. I poured batter into the waffle iron.

"Oh, you've been busy already," Tonya noted. "What a dear you are! Pour me a cup of coffee, doll?" I brought her a cup and then she took me in her arms and kissed me.

"Honey, it means so much to me that you’ve accepted ... hmm ... Brian’s place in my ... mhm ... well, heart, not just my bed. That takes a big man—ha! no! a big heart!—to realize that I want a boyfriend in my life, not just a big cock. For you to be willing to let me have that—you are one in a million!

“Every woman should have this: a husband to take care of her and a lover to romance her and fuck her and give her big strong babies. I'm in heaven!"

“They'd all have to be as beautiful as you, to get a stud like Brian and a husband too."

"You're right. There aren't enough good men to go around! We'd have to drown all the ugly girl babies to make it turn out right. And if all husbands didn't reproduce, where would the next generation of cuckold husbands come from? Oh well, I guess the lucky women like me and Nikki will just have to keep it under our hats. We'll recruit secretly. We'll send you and Bobbie out to shower at men's gyms and scout out the big cocks to invite in."

I served Tonya her waffle just as Brian walked in, all dressed in his uniform.

"I heard someone say 'big cocks.' Talking about me behind my back again?"

"I never tire of talking about your big cock!" Tonya replied, running her hand up and down the crotch of his pants, feeling his manhood. She cradled his head and gave him a big kiss while she continued to fondle him. I felt a twinge in my own penis as I thought of the delicious monster hiding underneath the fabric. My mouth started to water as I thought of how that cock had tasted in my mouth! "There aren't enough of these to go around," Tonya continued, "so I'm glad I got me one!"

"Those waffles smell great!" Brian interrupted and I sprang to pour him one. While I went to fetch him a cup of coffee, Tonya fed him a bite of his waffle and they gave each other looks, like any young couple in love. My heart skipped a beat with envy of their intimacy. It was clear to me that their relationship had moved up to another level. I could accept it or be crushed by it.

"If the coffee is as good as this waffle, I might have to eat here every morning," Brian enthused.

"You're welcome to," I replied, and I saw Tonya show a moment's surprise and then she looked at Brian, as if to see if that idea appealed to him. He just smiled and gave Tonya a kiss.

"This household has lots of advantages!" Brian joked. "Good food, laundry service, ... good company...," but he left it at that.

"Actually Brian and I already discussed that Mondays he has his buddies over for Monday Night Football," Tonya told me, "so I don't think he'll be coming over tonight. Anyhow, my pussy and ass could use a rest from his heartbreaker! But I suppose you could go over there. You already know David and Calvin. Would you like to meet more of Brian's friends?"

Wow! That caught me off guard. How well did I know Brian? What was he planning? Did he really want to be my friend? Or was this going to be some kind of an orgy?

"I don't know. I wouldn't want to impose. I probably wouldn’t not fit in with your friends."

"Nonsense!" Brian replied. "I'm sure they be happy to have you join us. It'll just be a bunch of guys. The more the merrier. I'm sure they'll find you a ... welcome addition to the festivities," he said somewhat mysteriously.

"Sure," Tonya agreed. "You need a 'night out with the boys,’ " Johnny. You don't want anyone thinking you're some kind of Momma's boy, who stays home to watch HGTV with his wife. Being around all that testosterone might rub off on you. Make more of a man out of you."

I was pretty sure Tonya didn't really want me to be more of a man: she seemed to want me to be more of a girl. Maybe she just wanted me to bond with Brian. To be more comfortable being around him when he wasn't screwing Tonya or me. Or maybe she thought he'd be more comfortable staying at our house if he were around me in nonsexual situations. After all, there'd be other guys there who hadn't been involved in this cuckolding scene. He's probably not going to spring on them that he's getting blow jobs from his girlfriend's husband in between the first and second quarter of the football game.

"OK, I guess it could be fun," I said uncertainly. "Thanks."

"Oh, you'll love it," Brian responded. "I've got a great big HDTV and there'll be plenty of beer. I guarantee everybody will have a good time."

"All right," I agreed as I laid his waffle in front of him. Still I was a little nervous. I'd never been too good at relating to jocks. I guess I always knew I couldn't compete with those "all-man" types.

"I could use an evening where someone wasn't trying to sniff or lick or stuff something in my pussy!" Tonya joked.

"...or in your nice tight ass!" Brian added.

"I know! That's even worse! I mean, not like I don't come like gangbusters when you're fucking me back there!!" she said, closing her eyes and giving a little sigh. "But a girl needs a little recovery time after having that battering ram up her butt! I know you're stretching me out back there, but, damn! That thing is big!"

"Is that a complaint?" Brian objected.

"No! It's just a fact! You know I love your big cock to death! But it may kill me some day!"

"But what a way to go!" Brian laughed. "Well, this is a nice breakfast, but I've got to go to work. Give me a kiss, sugar," he said to Tonya. She kissed him and then he said, "Do you want to kiss it goodbye too? After all, you won't be seeing it tonight."

"Sure! Let me lay one on that thing!" Tonya replied.

To my amazement, Brian just fished his cock out of his fly (no easy feat) and stood there bold as you please, as if this was the most ordinary thing to do, replayed in households all over the country, to ask your girlfriend to give your prick a smooch before you went out the door. Tonya took it in her hand and started talking to it, as if it were a pet.

"Now don't you get too lonely while you're gone, you naughty boy," she said, kissing the head. "Tonya will keep her pussy all warm and wet for you!"

"How about you, Johnny?" Brian looked at me with a smirk, as if daring me to refuse. He leaned back against the counter, his superiority proudly on display.

"Uh, OK," I stammered. I started to lean down as Tonya had.

"Wouldn't it be more appropriate if you knelt down?" Brian said firmly.

I didn't know what to say, so I just did as he said.

"OK."

I looked at his cock, still a paragon of manhood in repose. Despite my awkwardness, I felt a swell of admiration for its beauty. My own tiny cock began to swell! It wasn't outrageous to demand some homage to such a work of art. I pressed my lips to it and thrilled at its silky soft warmth!

"See you tonight!" Brian said as I kissed it, and a second later was stuffing it back into his shorts. Was that just 'adieu,' or did he mean I'd be seeing his cock later? Were we going to watch football or was I going to service him and his posse? There was little question which my penis preferred!

He took off and Tonya sighed to herself.

"What a man!" she said dreamily.

I had my waffle while Tonya got dressed and then we kissed at the door.

"The game doesn't kick off until 9, so I'll see you for dinner. You won't need to go to Brian's right away."

"Do you really think it's a good idea? I mean, what do I have in common with those guys?"

"Don't be antisocial, Johnny! Make an effort. If you meet them halfway, I'm sure they'll accept you. Brian said he thought you'd be 'a good addition to the group,' and he'd be the best judge."

“But I'm no jock."

"My God, Johnny! Just because they've got bigger cocks than you—well, much bigger cocks—that doesn't automatically make them Neanderthals. Brian is smart and funny. He can be quite charming and a gentleman. I mean, when he isn't fucking my brains out, which he is very, very good at too. It'll be nice for you to get to know him better in a different situation, where my pussy and ass aren't around to distract him."

"Oh, OK, if you think so."

"I definitely think it will be a good thing. What are you saying? Here you practically invited him to move in, but you can't watch a football game with him and his friends? Just give it a chance. Go with the flow. It's gotten us this far, hasn't it?"

"That's what I'm afraid of!" I said, joking.

"Oh, and is it so bad?"

"I wish I knew!"

I spent the day at work more focused on the job than I had been in a while. It was as If the weekend debauchery had finally got something out of my system instead of stirring up more anxiety and longing. It wasn't until late in the day that I started to dread going over to Brian's place. It was fear of the unknown.

When I got home I found that Tonya had stopped and picked up some carry-out. That was a nice surprise.

"With Brian coming back here with us and staying over, we never got to talk about the weekend. I want to know how you felt about it. I mean, you and Bobbie kissing. And I watched you with Brian and Chad. I mean, your little willie gets all hard and drippy when you're touching a cock, or sucking on it, or getting fucked by one, or even when you're just thinking about those things!

"Honey," she went on, "I think deep down all guys are fascinated by big cocks, just like they are fascinated by big trucks or big guns. I mean, big cocks are very sexy. They're like the rock stars of sex. To a guy, sex is all about cocks. A big cock is pure, distilled sexual power!

"And all guys are fascinated by blow jobs. I mean, there's a cock sucking scene in every porno that's ever been made. So I suppose it is natural to wonder what it's like to give a blow job, to want to try it. And when you do, you find out that it's great, don't you? That meat feels so good in your mouth? To feel it harden and throb—it's exciting!

"That's so great about cocks—they are simple and honest. You know exactly how excited they are—you can't hide it and you can't fake it. When it's hard, and red, and throbbing, and seeping—you know that guy is turned on and that you did that. It's a wonderful feeling, isn't it? So you don't have to apologize to me for wanting to suck cocks. I understand. I respect that."

Speaking of not being able to hide that it's turned on, my own cock was hard as a rock in my panties! Listening to Tonya talk about cocks and how sexy they are and cocksucking—it was turning me on something fierce!! And I would be going into a den of cocksmen tonight at Brian's. I was beginning to warm up to the idea!

"And all guys are turned on by the idea of fucking a girl up the ass—that's a universal turn-on. So maybe that's the same thing. You see all these girls in porno all gaga over getting fucked and you wonder what it would be like to be fucked yourself!

"You know, I'm not even sure if it should even be considered "gay" sex. Maybe it should just be called "cock sex." It's sex with cocks. It doesn't have to be gay. Maybe the kissing is a little bit gay, but if you don't start sending them love letters, as far as I'm concerned, it's just sex. And no man in his right mind turns down sex, does he? It just happens to be with another guy.

"In fact, you haven't had sex yet with a gay man. You've had sex with five men, but I can assure you that at least four of them are as heterosexual as can be. You know, I’ve told you before that in Greece and Rome if two men had sex, you weren't considered gay if you were the one doing the fucking. In fact, it was one way a man asserted his dominance, his superiority over another. The man doing the fucking or getting sucked proved he was the stronger by making the other man submit. It was considered one of the perks of the stronger man. He could have his pick of the females—including other men's wives—and he could satisfy his lusts with the boys and wimps too.

"So you've sucked off or been fucked by a heterosexual man who is also fucking your wife, but that's not really gay sex. We could call it cuckold sex, or dom sex, or ... I don't know ... 'sodomy.' That's a good old-fashioned word right from the Bible. You've been sodomized, but you haven't had gay sex.

"You and Bobbie kissing and stroking each other is 'boy sex.' There weren't really two men involved, just two boys. It's almost like a game. Just exploring. and one of these days you may have 'tranny sex' with a man who wants you as a woman. But you haven't had gay sex: sex with a gay man who wants you as a man. Maybe you should though! You should try them all and decide which you like best!"

Tonya's dissertation had my head spinning. I could have three different kinds of sex with men and not be gay? Of course, she'd only really said that Brian's fucking me or having me suck his cock didn't make him gay—she hadn't actually said it didn't make me gay.

But I did not dislike the idea of calling it "cock sex." Because there was no question that I was getting turned on by cocks. But I wasn't attracted to men, was I? I was just turned on by their cocks. It would be pretty hard to deny that now. Tonya was right: a guy couldn't hide what turned him on. His hard-on gave him away. And Little Johnny had been stiff pretty much any time I was thinking about, talking about, picturing, touching, sucking, or being fucked by a cock.

I had a hard-on right now! Big cocks were pretty sexy. Tonya was right about that. They were like pure sexual power. And maybe she was right that deep down all men thought so, but wouldn't admit it.

What I wasn’t so sure about was what it meant that I enjoyed so much the feeling of a man’s body on top of me. How I felt warm and protected. And what a thrill it gave me that they had liked how I looked as a woman....

"Actually, though, I'm pretty sure you are at least bisexual," Tonya went on. "I mean, even if you decide you prefer guys, I don't think all those hours you've spent sucking and trying to fuck my pussy were all an act. Even if you do seem to prefer it full of another man's cum rather than au naturel!

"Not that there's anything wrong with that, if you are gay. I love you no matter what. In fact, it's kind of hot, if you ask me! I was getting pretty turned on watching you and Bobbie make out and watching the other guys fuck you. You get so excited when a big hard penis is reaming your backside—I love to watch it!"

She turned to me and took my face in her hands.

"And baby, if it went beyond sex, if you fell in love with another man, I'd still love you! I'd be happy for you! If he made you happy, I'd learn to accept it."

"But I love you!" I protested.

She crushed my head to her chest.

"I know, baby! You are so precious to me! Your kind of love is so rare! You can love me, but want me to fuck other men, even to have their babies, and to let them use my ass for their pleasure, and even ... fall in love with them? And not only that, you even let me deny you my cunt and ass! And I would do the same for you. If you fell in love with a man and wanted to devote yourself to sucking his cock and letting him plow your rectum and fill it with his cum, I'd still be there for you and love you. If you even fell in love with him so hard that you wanted to marry him, I'd walk you down the aisle! Because I want you to be happy! That's what real love means!"

She hugged me and we sat there holding each other.

"I'm getting hot just thinking about that!" Tonya told me. "Imagine: you in a white bridal dress and I could be your matron of honor. I'd walk you down the aisle to give you away. And your fiancé would be a big strong handsome guy in a tux, waiting to make you his wife. All our friends could be there to bless you on the first step to our new life. You'd go home and be his housewife, cooking his meals, and keeping his home. And you'd suck his big dick and spread your legs wide so he could take your ass and make you his bride!"

I was astonished at how far Tonya had taken this fantasy, but my cock was a hard as steel! I felt the sensations that Tonya so often induced in me: half dizzy with fear and half so aroused that I was squirming in my seat.

Tonya's hand pressed against my crotch and she grasped my erection through the fabric.

"I thought so!" she crowed at finding me so hard. "That idea turns you on too! It's nasty and unnatural, but you can't deny that it fascinates you! Is it the idea of being with a man? Or becoming a woman? Or being 'kept'?"

"I don't know!" I burst out, near tears. "I don't want to marry someone else! I want to stay married to you! Don't leave me, Tonya! Don't fall in love with Brian and leave me!"

"Oh, poor baby! I'm sorry! I shouldn't scare you like that! I won't leave you! But maybe someday you'll want to leave me. What if you fell in love with the man connected to one of those cocks you love so much?"

"What if you fall in love with Brian? What will happen to me?"

"Oh, Johnny! I don't know if I'll fall in love with Brian. But I think I’m starting to already. Or maybe it's an infatuation. I am delighted that you've invited him to stay her more often. I want to be around him. I want to spend more time with him. You've no idea how happy I am that you made that happen! It makes me so happy that I almost can't stand it, to have you love me that much that you'd step out of the way so I could fall in love with a real man!

"I'm sure that part of why you did that, whether you realize it or not, is that you guessed that I am starting to fall for Brian. And you knew that if I couldn't be with him more that I'd be miserable. So you got out of the way! You made the noble sacrifice again, to put my happiness first! Oh maybe you told yourself it was because it turns you on for him to fuck me and for you to eat his cum out of my pussy. And bless your little pervert heart, that's all true. But deep down you also wanted me to be happy, even if it meant letting Brian take your place! How could I be so lucky to have such selfless love from my husband and the love of a man like Brian too? It's almost too much happiness to bear!"

And it broke my heart for her to pour out her praise like that. I started crying and she started crying, and we hugged each other and blubbered. We cried for joy that somehow we loved each other so much that none of the rest of it mattered.

"Oh, baby," Tonya finally said to me, "I feel so close to you right now. I just need you to kiss my pussy. I don't know if you're gay or bisexual or what, or if you're just picturing some guy's cock when you're licking me, but it would make me feel so loved to feel your gentle lips on my cunt right now."

I guess it showed how far gone I was, but that sounded sweet to me. I leapt to kneel between her legs, throwing up her skirt and pulling down her panties. The crotch of her panties was soaked and her pussy was already slick and swollen. I guess I wasn't the only one with a few crossed wires: talking about "cock sex" and gay weddings and crying about being in love with two men at once made her cunt open up like the Grand Canyon.

I kissed her labia tenderly rather than hungrily. I loved the heat and slickness and puffiness of them. They were swollen and spongy, like a ... an erection.... No! No, like my wife's steamy cunt! I'm not going to think about the firm but yielding head of a ... big ... thick ... cock! Not while I'm kissing my wife's pussy! It's nothing like sucking a cock ... a long ... hot ... red ... thrusting cock.... Because a cock ... it fits in your mouth, fills your mouth ... and you can suck on it ... like a lollipop. You can suck it to the back of your throat ... like sucking on a nipple ... so nice ... mmmhhh!

A cunt's not the same. It's flatter. You can only get a little bit in your mouth. You can stick your whole face in it ... mmmm! And it smells and tastes great. But a cock ... mmm! ... your mouth is all around it ... mmm!

"Mm," Tonya hummed. "So nice. That's not really your pussy anymore, is it, babe? That pussy used to be all yours. But now it's really everybody else's pussy. Everybody but you," she said as she stroked my hair.

She started giving little satisfied moans. I kissed and licked at her pussy. It was nice, sort of relaxed, warm ... close. But I realized something was not quite right. Something was missing. I knew: her pussy ... it didn't taste ... like cum! It was plain. Vanilla. Like a cake without the frosting. It wasn't the ravished pussy of an unfaithful whore of a wife. It was nice, but it wasn't ... oh! ... fantastic! I wasn't delicious to eat her, to suck her lover's man-juice out of her.

'My God—I've been ruined!' I thought to myself. 'I need perverted sex! Plain old husband-wife cunnilingus doesn't do it for me anymore!' What if Tonya detected my lack of enthusiasm? But she didn't seem to be paying attention. She wasn't humping my face to beat the band, though. Maybe it was "just OK" for her too.

"Oh, baby," she said suddenly. "Look at the time! You'd got to get over to Brian's for the game! Put on your big girl panties and get over there!"

"Literally? You think I should wear panties over there?"

"Why not? You wear them all the time now. Brian certainly knows you do."

What could I say?

"Put one of your camisoles on too.. And I have just the thing for you to wear over it." She got out her women's NFL jersey, for our local team but in pink! "Good thing this fits a little big on me. It will be perfect on you!"

"But I thought I was supposed to be bonding with Brian and all his jock friends, not looking like a fairy!"

"That's just it. I want you to remember what you really are and that you still belong to me. I don't want you to get swept up in all that testosterone. I don't want you to come home all amped up thinking you're a stud. In fact, put on a garter belt and hose under your jeans. Better to err on the safe side. those guys will probably be talking all about their 'bitches' and bragging about ’laying pipe’ and I don't want you to get infected with that."

Reluctantly I put on a camisole, garter belt, and stockings, and then put my jeans and socks and Tonya's pink jersey on over those. Tonya wanted me to put on "just a little" eyeliner and mascara. I tried to put my foot down, but she wouldn't be denied. In fact, once she got started, I couldn’t stop her from putting on a light foundation, a hint of blush, and a little shadow and eyebrow pencil, “just to make your eyes look bigger.” She agreed to be very subtle and when I looked in the mirror, I did look a little more feminine, but you couldn't tell why. I looked at myself in the pink jersey and I felt the silky camisole and stockings rub me and I did get a startlingly sexy feeling. She sent me on my way with a 6-pack of Corona as an offering.

All the way over there I got more and more nervous about how they react to me. Brian was a nice enough guy, I mean, other than being a potential home wrecker. He'd been pretty nice to me, all in all. But David and Calvin I hardly knew—except in the Biblical sense! Whenever I’d been with them, Tonya’s been around to rein them in. Well, except for that one time with David....

When I got there it was just Brian, Calvin, and Brian's roommate, Scott. I'd come a little bit early, I guess. It was weird walking in there again, since I had been there before when I’d let myself in. Scott did a double-take at my pink jersey.

"I thought there weren't any girls at this thing!" he smirked.

"Haw!" Calvin laughed. "Yeah, Johnny's full of surprises!"

"It was my wife's idea!" I protested.

"And you always do what your wife says, right?" Calvin gibed.

They introduced me to Scott. He was a handsome guy, but not the football player build of the other two, so that helped me feel not so scrawny. They offered me some snacks and cracked me a beer.

David and Mitch showed up just as the game kicked off. Mitch was Brian's older brother. There was a strong family resemblance and I found myself wondering if they were similarly endowed in all respects! Jesus! I meet a guy and I'm wondering about his cock size! And shape ... and thickness....

Brian gave me a knowing look. What? Had he caught me looking at Mitch's crotch?

He winked at me and said, "Mitch and I are a lot alike, being brothers and all."

Oh shit! He had seen me looking!

"You wish, little brother!" Mitch teased. "If you were only half the man I am!" He grabbed Brian in a bear hug and they briefly wrestled and then laughed.

"So you're Tonya's husband, eh?" Mitch said. "I've heard a lot about you."

How much did he know? Had Brian told him everything? What about his roommate? I felt myself start to blush.

"Yeah, Johnny's a real good sport," Brian jumped in. ”I think he'll be a great addition to our football night."

"Yeah, well, welcome," Mitch said. "Where's my beer?"

I was glad to have the attention turn to the game, but my mind was only half on football as I settled into my seat. Did they all know I was a cuckold? Did they know that I had sucked off and been fucked by three of the men in the room? I felt as if I were a cop going undercover, sent to infiltrate the Big Cock Syndicate. But Tonya had already half-blown my cover with the girly jersey.

It turned out that the game was a punting contest and the first quarter ended 0-0.

"I'm getting bored!" Brian declared. "We need some entertainment to liven up this party. Johnny, get over here!"

"Huh?" I replied, brilliantly.

"Just come over here. I guarantee you'll like it."

I warily got out of my seat and walked over to him.

"Take my cock out!" he commanded.

"What? What the hell are you...."

“You liked sucking it well enough yesterday. In fact, you kissed it goodbye just this morning."

"Ha ha!" I said lamely, trying to pretend it was a joke. "Very funny!"

"What? You saying there's another cock in this room you'd rather suck? Is that it? Did you prefer Calvin's dark meat when you blew him? Does his cum taste better than mine? Or did you want to sample some new meat? Are you wondering if my brother's prick is as nice as mine? Or maybe bigger?"

"Brian!" I pleaded, my mind racing.

"It sure is bigger!" Mitch interjected.

"Yeah. Too bad it comes with your personality!" Brian retorted. Turning back to me, he said, "I saw you looking at his crotch. Are you wondering if heavy packages run in the family?"

"Brian!" I begged in a weak voice.

"Johnny! Think of all the tasty cock for you in this room! I've seen you suck cock and I know that you love it. I've seen you drooling at the sight of a stiff prick for you to lick. You should be like a kid in a candy store!"

"I thought I was here to watch the game," I protested lamely.

"In your pink jersey? The game sucks—but not as much as you're going to! C'mon—do you want me to tell Tonya that you weren't a good sport?"

"You're going to blackmail me?"

"No, I wouldn't really. But you know you want it. I'll tell you what: if you convince me that you don't really want to suck my cock tonight, you don't have to. Just take you pants down and then unzip me and take my cock out. If you don't get a hard-on from doing that, then we're done and we can go back to watching this dog of a game. But if you get a hard-on, then everyone will see that you really do want to suck me off. OK?"

"That's not fair," I whispered to him. "You know what's gonna happen!"

"Will just getting my cock out of my pants make you all hard? I mean, that's pretty gay. As soon as you see my cock are you going to start thinking about how good it's going to feel in your mouth? How much you want to taste cum and feel it shoot down your throat? And is that going to get your little girly prick all hard, all four or five skinny inches of it? Are you getting hard now, just thinking of it?"

Of course I was! I could feel my little organ start to swell against the satiny panties I wore! I could all too easily imagine how hot his impressive cock would feel as it filled with blood. I could picture the pre-cum starting to ooze from its tip. Even the anxiety of being surrounded by men as I did it, two of them complete strangers, could not stem my arousal.

"C'mon, Johnny, show Mitch and Scott what a good cocksucker you are!" Calvin urged from the sidelines.

Even as I hesitated, I found myself gazing at Brian's zipper. I actually was salivating, imagining wrapping my lips around that tool. It was as if his cock were calling out to me: 'Here I am, Johnny! I'll taste so good! I'll feel so good! I've got tasty, creamy cum for you!' And my own dick joined the refrain. 'You know you'll love it!' it said. 'And there's four other cocks here after his! Do it!'

"Are you hard already, Johnny?" Brian said, feeling my crotch. "I can't tell. You're so small, you can hide it. Take your pants off and show us. I mean, if you really don't want to do it, you're not going to be hard, are you? But if you're hard, we'll know that the idea of giving a blow job gets you hot. You've got nothing to lose: if you're not hard, no problem. If you are hard, you get to suck a cock like you really want to."

My heart started thumping. But I felt as if I could not stop myself. I was on the roller coaster and it was just going over the top of the first hill. No holding back now. As if in a daze I unbuttoned the top of my jeans and started to lower the zipper. Brian could see the flash of pink satin of the panties he was probably half expecting. Then I lowered my pants.

"Holy shit!" Calvin exclaimed, never one to hold back, as he took in the pink garter belt, panties, and stockings. "Woo-whee!"

"Oh, my God! Is he really gay? I thought you said he was married to this ultra-hot chick?" Scott asked.

"Well, we're not really sure. He might be gay, or he might just be a pervert. Take your dick out, Johnny, and show them what you got—or don't got."

There was no point in stopping now, so I popped my little erection out of my panties. It stood out straight (or gay!) as a flagpole.

"Oh, I see what you mean," Mitch observed.

"And it looks like I already won my bet," Brian declared. "Get down on your knees, my little cock-loving friend, and take my prick out! I think this football game is going to have its first score!"

“But first take that jersey off.  Let’s see what else you’re wearing.”

I was too far gone now.  I pulled off the jersey, revealing the matching pink camisole that went with the panties and the garter belt.  The other men hooted again.

“What a whore!  He came dressed to suck dick!” David charged.

I reached out with trembling hands toward Brian’s lap. I clumsily undid his belt and unsnapped the button of his jeans. I felt a rush of lust burn through my anxiety. My little penis twitched with impatience to connect with a cock!

“That’s a good girl,” Brian encouraged. “That meat is waiting for you!”

I watched myself grasp the pull of his zipper and watched the front of his jeans part. I immediately saw his dark pubic hair. No underpants! I looked up at him questioningly and he just smirked. Of course, he’d go commando if he’d been expecting things to go this way all along! I snaked my hand into his jeans and felt the satiny skin of his cock, already half-hard. I felt a spark of arousal as I grasped the shaft and fished his unit out. It was quickly swelling.

I looked at his penis and admired its size and shape and color. It was a beautiful cock. I cradled it in my hand and gently rubbed the sensitive skin of the underside with my thumb. Brian sighed. My mouth watered with the desire to take in this magnificent organ.

“Get to work, Johnny,” Brian urged me on.

I didn’t need any more encouragement. I was filled with anticipation as I lowered my head and wrapped my mouth around his cock. I moaned almost silently with pleasure as I felt the firmness of his hot flesh against my tongue. I immediately pressed it deep against the back of my throat and sucked hard on it.

“Ohhh!” Brian gasped.

“Jesus Christ!” Mitch exclaimed. “He’s really gonna do it!”

It barely registered on my consciousness. I was in my own world, just me and Brian’s cock. Waves of pleasure were cascading through my nervous system! It felt so good, to have a cock in my mouth, to be sucking this wonderful cock! It was like my mouth was my sex organ now, rather than my dick. My dick was nice and hard, but it was just there, not pressing for release. The real action was up top, feeling this beautiful meat filling my mouth. I didn’t care anymore that I was wearing a pink camisole and garter belt and hose. If anything I was glad, if it pleased Brian, made his prick harder, made him more likely to let me do this again.

“God, that’s it!” Brian sighed. “You can really suck cock! Oh, man!” He scooted his ass forward and lay back, really getting into it.

“Buffalo’s got first and goal, Brian,” Scott interrupted jokingly.

“Well, I’m marching down the field!” Brian responded. “First and ten, do it again! Unh! I’ll be in the red zone pretty soon! Oh, God, suck my cock, motherfucker!” he said and bucked up into my mouth.

I resisted his impatience. I wanted to caress this cock, make love to it, savor it. I took it out of my mouth and ran my hand up and down his shaft, using my spit as lubrication. It glistened and throbbed. I loved the feeling of it filling my hand. I feasted my eyes on its ridges and veins and its dusky red color as it was rigid with blood. A pearl of pre-cum seeped from the slit and I reached out the tip of my tongue and licked it off.

"Oh, Christ, he’s really loving this!” Mitch marveled. “This fag really loves cock! How the hell did he ever get a hot wife?”

“Maybe he likes licking pussy as much as sucking cock,” Calvin suggested.

“But he likes pussy best when it’s filled with some other guy’s cum!” David observed. “No, I think this guy’s a closet homo from the word go. You know, some chicks dig that, you know, effeminate guys. It’s like having a girlfriend. They can watch home decorating shows together.”

“But she loves cock! How she ever settle for shrinky-dink here?” Calvin wondered.

“Maybe she was always planning on having a guy on the side,” Scott suggested.

“Or guys, plural!” David joked. “She’s kind of insatiable.”

“Sounds like I’ve got to meet this woman,” Mitch said.

I wasn’t paying much attention to this, except maybe in the back of my mind. Sucking this cock was turning me on something awful! I was making love to Brian’s penis with my mouth and my hands, alternating deep sucks with wet strokes of my hand; then holding his shaft while I licked all around the juicy head. I traced the rim of his glans, tickling the sensitive underside with the tip of my tongue. I wanted to tease the most pleasure for Brian out of this cock that I could. I could tell that I was doing a good job as his face was screwed up in concentration and his hips were squirming. I could feel his cock swelling, the skin stretched tight, throbbing with pure sexual need. My nervous system sang in harmony with his, exulting in the erotic symphony.

I buried his cock deep into my mouth and savored the feeling having his man-meat surrounded, in my control. I sucked on it gently, just coaxing more pleasure out of it. I could feel his cum building up, his balls filling with his seed. I wanted it. I wanted his essence. I wanted to pull it out of him, to make him my plaything. I wanted to feel the life-force of this manly man spill into my mouth.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” Brian cried and I joined him as we became two inarticulate masses of hormones. “Unh! Unh!” he grunted and I knew his spunk was coming. I readied myself to receive his gift.

“Arrgghhh!” he cried and I thrilled as I felt his cock jerk and his semen filled my mouth with hot cream. Then another and another spurt spewed out and I struggled to swallow. A smaller spasm came and then a little shudder. The taste of his man-seed and the feel of his cock bathed in its own juices was so exciting! I suckled at his spout, trying to milk the last dribbles of cum out.

“Jesus, I don’t know how anybody can swallow that stuff!” Mitch said, shaking his head.

“But you expect girls to? But he likes it! Can’t get enough of it,” David assured him. “Look, he’s trying to get every drop! The only thing he likes better is licking it out of his wife’s cunt!”

At that moment I couldn’t tell if he was right about that. This here was pretty darned good. The feel of hot cum spurting out of the tip of Brian's cock was hard to compare to the lazy drip of cum out of Tonya’s snatch. The smell and taste of Tonya’s pussy juice was awfully sexy, but the feel of a thick pulsing cock in your mouth was damn hot! And although Tonya had said that men considered getting another man to suck them a conquest, right now it felt more as if I had conquered Brian!

“Oh, shit!” Brian finally managed to be coherent. “What a suck job! You could teach girls a thing or two about sucking cock!”

I felt an undeniable pride in his praise! I was a good cocksucker! Not something you can really put on your resume, but, hey, it’s still nice to be good at something.

As my sexual flush abated a little bit I became more aware that here I was, my stiff dick hanging out of my pink panties, in a room full of jocks. But I couldn’t get worried about it.  My libido was still on “High.”

“Wow, that hit the spot,” Brian informed us. “Sure livened up a dull football game. Did you like it too, Johnny?”

“Yeah,” I admitted.

“Then say it.”

“I liked … sucking your cock. It was … hot.”

“And the cum? Did you like eating my cum?”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I like it … when you come in my mouth. I like feeling you shoot.  I like … to taste it … your cum.”

“Does it get you excited? Do you get aroused by the idea of sucking a cock?”

“You know I do!” I protested.

“Does that make you gay, if sucking cocks turns you on?”

“I don’t know!” I answered truthfully.

“What kind of cocks do you like? Do you like big ones or skinny ones or what? Cause I’ve seen you suck some big ones. Which do you like: big cocks or little ones like yours?”

“Big ones. Thick ones.”

“You know, Mitch wasn’t bragging. His is even bigger than mine! Would you like to see it? Would you like to suck it? Or have you had enough?”

The idea of seeing and sucking an even bigger cock captivated me. I looked over at Mitch’s crotch and wondered what he had in there. I felt a bolt of electricity go down my spine to my dick! I swallowed hard.

“I … I’d … uh … I guess … yeah.”

“Yeah what?”

“I would … I would like to suck his cock.” I felt that familiar feeling, like I was going underwater. My hearing felt funny.

“Well, shouldn’t you oughta ask him then?”

“Uh, Mitch … uh … can I please suck you cock?”

“Well, sure. Anything for a buddy of my brother! Why don’t you come over here and take it out?”

I walked over to Mitch on my knees. I was vibrating with excitement! I was hypnotized by the crotch of his jeans, as if staring at it could reveal his endowment to me. Robotically I undid his pants and lowered his zipper, to find his manhood encumbered by a pair of black underwear. I could see a substantial pouching out against the front panel that promised a delightful surprise. Mitch raised his rear off the couch and I reached for his waistband and pulled his pants and underpants down to his knees.

A mass of man meat stared at me and started to rise on its own, like a snake, out of his crotch. It was wonderfully thick, another quarter-inch thicker than Brian’s at least. I grasped it and my heart was glad at the feel of another gorgeous penis in my hand! As I fondled it, it grew longer; engorged, it was another inch longer than Brian’s, I guessed.

“Like what you see?” Mitch asked me.

I swallowed and licked my lips. “God, yes!” I answered. I found myself not only thinking about what it would feel like in my mouth, but I wondered what that monster would feel like fucking my ass! The idea frightened but fascinated me!

I continued to stroke his shaft, watching as the skin slid up and down over the hardness underneath. His cock had a little bigger cap with a deeper groove between the head and the shaft. What would that feel like going in and out, if I could get that in my ass?

I watched as the skin stretched tighter over the head as I pulled down, and the slit opened up invitingly. I bent down and licked across the slit, hoping to taste his pre-cum. I gratefully took the head into my mouth. I was surprised how much fatter Mitch felt in my mouth than Brian had. His cock had a musky, manly smell And I inhaled to drink it in. My little peepee jumped at the masculine scent! There was no way I could take more than half of Mitch’s length in my mouth, so I grasped the base of his cock and worked on the head. I liked the feel of the deep groove below his cockhead.  I ran my lips over the edge of his glans and back over and over.

“Oh, yeah!  Suck it, fag-boy!” Mitch growled appreciatively. Despite the epithet I took it as a compliment. I pressed against the sensitive underside of his penis with my tongue, pushing the spongy head against the roof of my mouth. I sucked on it as if I were trying to suck his cum out through a straw. Then I started bobbing my head up and down.

“Unh! Unh!  Mmmm!” Mitch grunted with pleasure. I loved the heft of this big cock. I kept just the head in my mouth and began to stroke the shaft with my hand. I drooled some saliva to wet the length of it. Then I flattened my tongue and licked up and down the shaft like a lollipop. Mitch started oozing some pre-cum and I licked that off, flicking my tongue through his large pee slit. Then I just had to have that head in my mouth and I sucked on it greedily, trying to get it as deep into my throat as I could stand.

“Do you like it, cocksucker? Do you like sucking my big dick?”

“Mmm-hmmm,” I answered, sucking hard on him. “I love sucking your big thick penis!” I said. ‘And I do!’ I thought to myself. ‘Why? Why do I love this so? Am I really gay? Or do dicks just really get me turned on? Is this just “cock sex”?’ All I knew is that I could do this for hours. I was happy with this man meat in my mouth!

“Happy.” I was turned on, but not just turned on. I felt satisfied. It was just me and this cock. I wasn’t aware of the football game or the other guys. I was only half-aware of Mitch! I was making love to this cock, not to him! Maybe I had a fetish, like guys who have a thing for panties or latex. I just had a fetish for cocks!

I could feel Mitch getting harder and his breathing was changing. He was getting close and I was impatient for his spooge. I wanted Mitch’s juice. I wanted to taste it, if it was different from his brother’s.  I wanted the milk of this big old cock.

I took his shaft in two hands and just kept my mouth on the head. I started jerking off his shaft while I sucked on the head and ran my tongue around the edge of the cap. I tickled the slit and the sensitive underside ridge just below there with the tip of my tongue. I felt Mitch rear up and try to push himself deeper in my mouth and I knew this was driving him crazy, so I kept it up.

“Oh, shit! Suck me! I want your faggot mouth!” Mitch begged. But I kept teasing him, holding his cock out of my mouth. Just when I thought it was going to drive him crazy I crammed his cock as far down my throat as I could and I sucked on him. Then I started fucking his cock into my mouth as fast as I could.

“Oh, fuck!” he yelled and started shaking and I knew his load was coming. I sucked hard on his cock, as if I could pull his cum out that way. I wanted it! I wanted to taste it.

“Give it to me!” I croaked around his shaft in my mouth. “I want your cum!”

He loved that! He slammed his cock upwards and then tensed and I felt his eruption start at the base of his cock and then my mouth was being flooded with his cream. It shot out like a fire hose and I choked as it shot to the back of my throat. I swallowed as fast as I could, filled with glee as I felt his balls emptying into my mouth! There seemed to be twice as much as Brian’s. His cum tasted stronger too. Of course, Brian had been fucking my wife all weekend. Maybe it had been longer for Mitch since his last come.

“Unnhhhh!” Mitch groaned, as if he’d strained something. “Unnnhhhh!” He looked as if he’d been hit by a bus. His chest was heaving and he was struggling for breath. I sucked lazily on his pipe and took pride in my handiwork!

“Shit, you make that look like fun!” Calvin announced. “I may have to partake of some of that myself!”

“No fair!” Scott protested. “You guys have had him before. I’m next!” So Brian must have told his roommate about our little games. All these guys already knew about me! So this whole “Monday Night Football” thing was probably planned from the get-go. I was to be part of the entertainment. Probably Tonya was in on it too: that’s why she insisted on my wearing women’s underwear under my clothes. I didn’t know how to feel about that. Should I feel duped, used? Actually, my main feeling was, “Three more cocks to suck! Yay!”

“Did you like Mitch’s cock, Johnny?” Brian asked.

“Uh-huh,” I answered.

“So say it.”

“”I loved sucking on his big cock! It’s the biggest cock I’ve sucked yet! I couldn’t come close to getting it all in my mouth. He has a lot of cum, too.”

“Don’t you think you should thank him?”

“Uh, yeah. Thank you, Mitch, for letting me suck your big cock. Thank you for giving me your cum.”

“Anytime, buddy! You’re really good at it! Are you sure you’re new at this?” Mitch asked.

“Uh-huh.”

“Well, maybe it’s that you love it so much. You really put your heart into it.”

“You better have another beer before you start in on Scott,” Brian suggested. Scott was already taking his pants down, exposing a healthy sized uncircumcised cock. I stared at my next treat while I quickly swigged down the beer Brian had handed me. A minute later I was between Scott’s legs, stroking that loose skin, pulling his foreskin back to expose his pink cockhead.

His cock was growing and I saw that his foreskin was pulling away from the cockhead. I ducked my head down and licked at the pink cockhead and Scott moaned. I swirled the head with my tongue and took it in my mouth. I heard him gasp and I set to pulling more moans out of him. I gently pulled his shaft skin up and down while I sucked on his cock.

A cock in my mouth. I was in heaven again. I decided I’d take my time with Scott, just enjoy having a man’s organ in my mouth. I just sucked lazily on it and stroked him slowly, almost hypnotically. Scott had taken his pants down to his ankles and shinnied his ass right to the edge of the couch. I reached and cupped his balls in my other hand and he moaned. I jiggled them, thinking of the creamy cum that lay in them that I wanted. Then I reached up and massaged the area just behind his balls, the “taint.” I’d read about doing that in Cosmo!

“Oh, shit, what're you doing?” he moaned, but he didn’t tell me to stop. I took his cock in my mouth and I pressed up harder, massaging his prostate gland from the outside.  “Oh, shit!  Unh!  Oh, my God!” he cried and he squirmed on my hand. His cock got harder and I slowed what I was doing. I didn’t want him to come too soon.

“Do that again! That was … awesome!” Scott pleaded. I kneaded his taint again and he moaned and rolled his hips into my fingers.

“I want your cum, Scott!” I told him. I sucked on his cock, but I was being gentle and slow, teasing him. He wanted to come badly, but I wasn’t giving him enough stimulation. I was edging him, keeping him there. He was grinding his hips and moaning and he seemed off in some other world. I just kept sliding my lips slowly up and down his shaft, savoring the feeling of having a stiff penis in my mouth. At the top of the stroke I swirled my tongue around the head and then plunged his length back into my mouth. I’m pretty sure Scott wanted me to finish him, but he was too aroused to form a coherent sentence!

When he started groaning like he was in pain, then I figured he needed to come. I pulled back to where only his cockhead was in my mouth and I began to stroke his shaft harder, while at the same time I pushed my fingers up into his taint.

“Unnnhhhh!!!” he cried and his cock quivered ominously. Then his spunk squirted into my mouth in waves. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 shots!  “Unnnhhhh!” he moaned softly and slowly, as if he were hurt. But I was pretty sure I hadn’t done him any harm—except maybe spoiling him for his girlfriend’s blow-jobs! How could a girl’s blow-jobs compare to a man’s who knows what feels good to a cock?

I wondered if Scott were thinking the same thing. As he came back to himself, he looked a little sheepish, as if he had enjoyed a man sucking his cock a little too much!

I remembered what Brian had wanted me to do before.

“Thanks for letting me suck your cock, Scott. I liked sucking it and eating your cum. You really came hard!”

“Yeah, yeah,” Scott said as he pulled his pants up and went into the kitchen after another beer, as if he wanted out of the spotlight.

I turned to David and Calvin. “Who’s next?” I asked, as if it were a given that I would spend the whole night with a cock in my mouth, which actually sounded pretty great to me!

“Well, it’s almost halftime,” David noted. “You guys know that cocksucking isn’t the only thing Johnny likes to do with big cocks, don’t you?” He walked over to me and rubbed my ass cheek through my silky panties. “He likes to take a cock up the old dirt road too! I think I’d like a little of that action. How about it, Johnny?” he asked, continuing to stroke my panty-clad butt. “Is your ass itching for some cock?”

I hadn’t expected that. They all looked at me and I blushed. But the idea of opening myself up to a man's cock had me melting! My cock answered for me. It stood out straight and my anus twitched with anticipation. My ass ground back into David’s strong hand, which squeezed my butt. 

“God, yes,” I answered, my voice rough with desire.

“Yeah what?”

“Yeah … I want … your cock up my ass!  I want you to fuck me!”

“OK, you get your ass ready to get fucked and wait for me in the bedroom!” David told me. I saw Mitch looking surprised and Scott a little shocked. They hadn’t expected things to go in that direction either.

I went into the bathroom, looking for an enema bag and some lube. I found an ear syringe and I gave myself an enema. And then I found a jar of Vaseline and I greased my ass up good. I stuck two fingers into my rectum to stretch myself for the coming invasion. My cock twitched even from my own fingers and I touched my prostate, which sent shivers through me. I brought the Vaseline and a towel with me and went into Brian’s bedroom. I pulled the covers back and lay back, still wearing my camisole, garter belt, and stockings.

David walked in and turned the rheostat on the room light down very low The room was cloaked in an eerie half-dark now. He pushed his pants down around his ankles and sat on the bed.

“Start me off with a little cocksucking, Janine!” he directed. I startled at the mention of my feminine alter ego, but it was true that I was dressed in all female garb now. I lacked only the wig and make-up. Maybe that was the reason he turned the lights down. He wanted to pretend he was ass-fucking a woman. “Bring the lube with you.”

I knelt between his legs and grasped his cock, which was only half-hard. I pumped it with my hand and kissed the head affectionately. I wanted this penis nice and hard so it could fuck me good! I kissed it fervently, thinking of the delights it could wring out of my prostate. Like magic it started to harden and swell, as if it could read my mind. I slipped my lips around it and greeted its blossoming with my tongue and mouth, sucking eagerly at it. On my knees I felt as if I were praying to it, praying for it to satisfy my lust.

David hummed appreciatively as I pleasured his staff. I gathered up some saliva on my hand and began to slip my fist up and down as I swirled my mouth around his cockhead. His cock stiffened as I drew it deep against the back of my throat. I pushed it a far down as I could take it until I felt myself start to gag.

“OK, lube it up, slut!” David croaked hoarsely, already inflamed with arousal. “Get it nice and slick so it can slip right in your tight ass! Then tell me how bad you want my cock up your ass!” David hissed as he felt my greasy hand smear Vaseline all over his rampant erection.

“Oh, God! I need to feel your cock in me!” I confessed. “I want to feel you fill me! I want you to take me!” I really meant it too. As I greased his pole, the shiny gleam seemed to transform his cock into a talisman, as if it were imbued with magical energy. It promised ecstasy if only I were worthy of it.

My ass twitched in fear and anticipation! It was big, thick, long. Despite the fact that I had taken this cock and other cocks before, every time it seemed impossible again. How could I take anything that big up my poor tight asshole? But at the same time I couldn’t wait! My prostate begged to feel it rub against it and wring that special oh-so-full delight out of it.

“Get ready to be reamed, bitch!” he ordered me. I crawled onto the bed on all fours and waited for the assault. I felt his weight on the bed and he shinnied up between my knees. I lowered my head to the bed, offering him my backside lewdly.

“Please fuck me!” I couldn’t help but plead, afire with impatience. Then I felt his hand pull my ass cheek to one side and his cockhead nudged my anus. I wanted desperately to feel his cock inside of me, but my sphincter had other ideas. I strained to open wide by pushing out, as if I were expelling a big turd. But as soon as my sphincter felt his girth stretching it open from the outside, it reflexively clamped down. I winced and tried to relax. David rammed himself at my stubborn muscle.

"C'mon, you cunt! I'm gonna have your ass, the easy way or the hard way!"

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" I whimpered quietly as he forced himself past the first ring. I sighed as he backed off a little, but he was only winding up for another push. I winced as he pushed past the inner sphincter. My ass felt like two steel bands clamped around his organ. My muscles were pleading that they were being invaded, that something was very wrong, that my innards were in danger.

I felt David cram his penis further and further up my rectum and a queasy feeling in my stomach added itself to the strain in my ass. It felt as if pretty soon I'd feel his cockhead tickle my tonsils.

"Oh, yeah!" David grunted as he felt his whole cock being gripped by my ass. "Oh, fuckin' A!" He slammed into me again and I felt his tip collide with the top of my rectum. All kinds of strange sensations reverberated up my colon and through my guts. Something was very much there that didn't belong!

I tried and tried to relax and let the tension pass, to accept this sweet invasion. David started to thrust in and out; slow, short strokes. I could feel every inch of his cock, pulling back and pushing in. My sphincter still grasped his shaft tightly, dragging my innards back and forth with every stroke.

Every time I'd been fucked it started like this: so hard, so unnatural feeling. Every time there was that doubt: 'Can I do this? This feels wrong. Maybe I should stop.'

But like every other time the discomfort gradually began to fade. My ass finally started to loosen up. His cock was sliding in slicker and easier. His strokes became longer and faster.

And then—it began to feel so good! I groaned as a wonderful feeling of surrender flooded over me. Ohhh! Ohhh! I was being ... ohh! ... taken! This cock ... this cock ... owned me! This man ... owned my ass! His penis filled and fulfilled me. His cock was a magic wand that was filling me with such marvelous warmth, from the inside out. A shudder went through me and I felt as if I were made of hot butter, my bones and muscles melted away magically.

And the fucking! The fucking in and out was like scratching an itch that felt so good to scratch! Every stroke was a delight: I wanted it to go on forever! This was why I did this. This was why I would let a man shove his penis up my ass. I was glad for his size now, because his wonderfully thick cock rubbed my prostate and it was like pure sexual pleasure! But it could go on and on, building, building, building into almost unbearable joy!

I lay there, my ass in the air, my cheek against the sheets, my body rocking with David's every thrust. And I prayed to his cock to fuck me forever. I offered my soul to the phallic god, O Giver of Anal Delight, that plowed my bowel.

As good as fucking a woman could be, it had never felt as good to me as being fucked up the ass! How could I ever deny myself this pleasure? What wouldn't I do to repeat this experience?

From my side I was flying on a cloud of anal bliss. I had no urgency, except the fear that it would stop. But on David's side I could feel his climax building and I cringed, knowing he needed to come—and soon. He began to grunt with every thrust and his jabs became rougher. His cock prodded the top of my rectum as his pelvis slammed into mine. His cock now slid easily into my stretched anus, which relaxed to eagerly welcome his thick meat.

I groaned as I prepared myself to accept the bounty of my god, his blessed cum. I prayed that he fill my humble colon with his seed, the very stuff of life. I opened myself up to accept his essence deep within me.

"Fill me with your cum!" I urged David, hoping to inflame his lust. 'Fill me, Master!' I thought to myself.

"Oh, fucking God!" David responded, and he slammed his penis against my ass cheeks and blasted his spunk into me! I gasped as I felt his cock pulse deliciously inside my tunnel. My heart leapt with joy as I felt him empty himself utterly into my bowels! As his spasms abated I squeezed his cock with my ass and I smiled as I heard a gasp escape his lips. I glowed with the knowledge that I had aroused and pleased a man sexually.

David heaved his weight forward, pushing me flat with his cock still planted in me. He panted in fatigue from his workout. I was glad for the camisole, as it kept a silky feminine layer between his chest and my back. The feel of his strong masculine body cradling mine did not repel me. With his cock in my ass I felt that he possessed me: to be held in his arms would be a small thing by comparison. The warmth and mass of his body was a comfort.

But I wondered how soon he'd realize he was cuddling with another man, albeit not half the man he was. But for the moment his depletion had the better of him. His chest heaved to catch his breath. I also wondered if his cock was reluctant to leave the embrace of my rectum.

"Wow!" he finally said, and he rolled off me and fell heavily on the bed. The fact that he didn't—or couldn't?—say anything else I took as a compliment.

I felt my anus struggling to deal with the sudden emptiness. As much as it had resisted the intrusion, now it had adapted and the void aroused a contradictory protest. I felt the wetness of David's cream dribbling from me and I tried to clench my sphincter to capture it, but to no avail. The stretching his thick cock had forced could not be reversed so quickly. I reached behind me to cover the gaping orifice. I rolled on my side, awkwardly holding David's spunk in with my hand. I gazed over at his softening cock. It gleamed wetly in the dim light. It looked delicious. I clumsily pushed myself up with one hand.

"May I please clean you off?" I asked, afraid to push my luck.

"Knock yourself out!" he replied. "What a fag!"

I picked up his flaccid cock and sucked the head, savoring the few drops of cum I could vacuum from his slit. I gently squeezed his penis from the base. I smacked my lips at the dribble of man-milk I managed to extract. I licked up and down his shaft, scraping up the cum / lube / ass mixture.

"God, I don't know how you convinced your wife you weren't gay! You love cock worse than any flaming homo! Who do you want to fuck you next?"

"Next?"

"You think anybody is going to turn down a free ass-fuck? Brace yourself, Johnny. You're probably going to be pulling a train here. I don't suppose you've ever had sloppy seconds, have you? No, I guess you wouldn't have, not a 'little feller' like you. Did you see Bobbie jump on Nikki like a starving dog on a Porterhouse steak? There's a reason for that: because sloppy seconds is one of the best feelings a man's ever gonna have!

"That cunt, or ass, is all hot and slippery. And there's something just nasty about it that's a real turn-on. It's like you're stealing someone else's thunder. I guess there might be an evolutionary reason it turns guys on. If four guys fuck a woman, you know who's most likely to knock her up? The last one!

"I know that doesn’t' seem to make sense: if it was a horse race, the first guy's swimmers would have that head start. But I guess that a woman's vagina's got mucus and pH and shit that is almost like a barrier to sperm. So in fact it's like the earlier guy's spunk like paves the way for the last guy.... Their sperm like greases the skids and the last guy's boys slide through on top of them to that egg. Reminds me of those D-Day movies, where the first waves get shot to shit, but the last wave storms the barricades crawling over the other guys' bodies.

"So there's something that clicks when you slide in and somebody's already been there. You just fuck like you're going crazy. Your cock says, 'Man, you're in like Flynn! Go get it!'

"So when I tell these guys your butt is open for business, it's going to be Katie-bar-the-door! Especially for ass-fucking. Just a nice fit and lots of lube! So who should I send in next? Whose cock do you fancy? Calvin's dark meat? Or you got your eye on that baseball bat Mitch is packing? I might not have stretched you enough for him! I'm no slouch, but that boy's got an ass wrecker there."

My cock twitched at the memory of Mitch's spectacular prick, but my ass quailed at the thought of having to stretch to accommodate that much cock.

"I ... I guess ... it's Calvin's turn." I felt embarrassed to be asking for my next ass fucking, as if David were my pimp. But my ass wanted my fucking and my cock was still hard. Three blow jobs and an ass-fucking had my mind clouded with lust.

After David left I brought my hand from my ravaged ass to my hungry mouth and I tasted the generous deposit David had left there. I felt his discharge seeping from me and I didn't want to lose any of it. I quickly caught it with my hand. I wanted to taste more of a man's essence!

Moments later Calvin walked in and shucked off his pants, revealing his handsome black staff. Not waiting for an invitation I seized it and began to suckle on the head.

"Eager slut, ain't we? Has David got you all warmed up for the main event? Are you dying for Calvin's big black cock up you honky fag ass?" I nodded my head while I continued to feast on his organ with real pleasure. It felt so good in my mouth, but I knew it would feel even better in my ass! "Well, you better grease it up then."

I reluctantly took my mouth off his unit and grabbed the Vaseline jar. Mindful of the abuse my ass had already taken, I generously lubed up his juggernaut. A greased white cock was erotic, but his glistening black cock was downright scary looking: sexy scary! My ass quivered impatiently to be filled with it!

I grabbed the towel in my gooey hand and I turned around, my ass high in the air, spreading my cheeks, offering myself to him like a sacrifice.

"You're all ready, aren't you? Tonya don't have to make you do this—you want it. You want it bad. You're a deep-down faggot for sure. Well, Calvin's ready too." I felt his thick sausage at my back door and pushed back to speed his entry. I groaned at the renewed feeling of stretching and fullness. But I was still loose from David. With only a momentary twinge his penis nudged open my sphincter and entered the promised land.

"Oh, yeah. Oh, nice and slippery! David got you nice and ready for Calvin," he murmured to himself. Amazingly he worked his way in with only a few strokes, until my rectum was full of ebony cock. It took only a few more thrusts and his penis was shuttling in and out with ease. The feeling of fullness and friction was wonderful! And no pain!

"Oh, that's so nice!" I sighed. "Your big black cock feels so ... damn ... good!" I groaned as his shaft scrubbed my prostate, sending a ticklish electric current up my dicklette. "Oh! Fuck me! Fuck me!" I pleaded.

David was right: my loosened, slippery hole seemed to inflame Calvin. In no time he was pounding me.

"Take it, white boy! Take this nigger dick up your sweet faggot ass! You love it, don't you! You love a big hard cock up your behind! You're my white bitch, aren't you?"

I struggled to speak as the wonderful feelings from my prostate occupied all the brain cells I had left.

"Ye-es-ss.... My ... ass ... is ... yours! Make ... me ... your ... bitch!"

The bitch of this big black Master! Oh! Yes! My mind thrilled at the concept. Yes! He was taking my ass. I was his bitch! I loved it!

"You gonna take this nigger cock! I'm gonna fuck you how I want!" Calvin declared, and he was turning himself on.

"Use ... your ... bitch!" I grunted, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears.

Calvin didn't bother to speak anymore: he was too busy jamming his cock up my receptive rectum. My anus squeezed his shaft with every stroke and he prodded the start of my colon at the top of every thrust. I was in heaven! Calvin was reduced to grunts and moans now as my ass inflamed his lust. His thrusts became jerkier and wilder, and I knew he was close.

"I’m your—unh!—bitch! Give me your cum!" I begged. "I want to feel you—unh!—fill ... up … my ass!" I confessed.

"Unh! Unh!" Calvin cried and then he froze, his cock deep within me. I whimpered as I felt his penis convulse. "Arrgghh!!" He groaned as pulse after pulse deposited his manhood where there was no uterus to receive it. His precious seed was at a dead end, adding to David's wasted sperm.

"Oh, fuck!" Calvin swore. He slammed his pelvis into my backside a couple of times, as if to punctuate his conquest. Then he pulled out unceremoniously. I gasped as I felt his goo start to exit and my hand shot to my gaping asshole, damming the opening that had been so recently stoppered by his magnificent thickness. I wanted to keep his prize semen inside me.

"Damn! I needed that! Whew!" He grabbed the sheet to wipe himself, but I protested.

"Let ... let me ... do it," I stammered. I crawled over to him and stuffed his greasy black phallus into my mouth. I hummed with satisfaction as I tasted his cum and polished the pole that filled my mouth as full as my ass had been.

"Man, you can't get enough cock, can you? You'll suck it even when it's straight out of your ass! How could you marry that fine lady when you're such a damn whore for cock?"

"I ... I love her," I offered.

"As much as you love cock?"

I didn't answer as I continued to lick and suck his flagging erection. Why didn't I answer right away? A month ago, a week ago, there would have been no hesitation. Why now?

"It's ... it's not the same thing. I ... I guess I love them both!"

"What if you had to choose? What if Tonya said you had to quit sucking cock or the two of you were through?"

"She wouldn't. She ... she likes it, that I suck cock. She wants me to ... explore my...." I swallowed. I might as well say it aloud. "...my gay tendencies."

"Tendencies! Ha! Well, you're doing a damn fine job of 'exploring' your 'gay tendencies"! You're my bitch, remember? A bitch shows her master that she loves her master's cum. Squirt out that cum I just shot up your ass and eat it like dessert! Show me how much you love the Calvin juice!"

I looked sheepishly at him and then I squatted down on the floor and squeezed out a big glop of his spunk and lube onto my hand. My ass could hardly feel it escape, as my anus was still hanging open at least a finger-width. I raised the pearly goo to my mouth a licked it up.

"Damn! You're a slut, no doubt. Man, there's two-bit whores that won't do some of the things you do! But you're sort of nice to have around," he said, tousling my hair patronizingly. "I'll let the other fellows know you're ready for the next customer!" He pulled his jeans back on and sauntered out.

I had blown three guys and been fucked twice and I hadn’t come myself yet. I grabbed my cock and gasped with the delicious sensation. My cock was leaking pre-cum copiously. I was startled as Brian burst into the room, pushing Scott before him. He handed me another beer.

“Here, wrap your hand around this instead of your winkie there, Johnny,” Brian suggested. I sheepishly took the Corona in my greasy hand, noticing how the lube smeared on the glass bottle. I gratefully lifted the cold brew to my lips and dragged down a several large gulps. Brian and Scott were arguing.

“I’ve never had sex with a guy!” Scott protested.

“You didn’t seem to mind when he was blowing you!” Brian pointed out.

“That’s different! This is … fucking’s different.”

“Yeah, it’s better!” Brian countered. “Look, he loves it! You’re doing him a favor!” He turned to me. “Don’t you love it? You want Scott to fuck your ass?”

I hadn’t expected to be consulted. I guess that showed where I’d sunk to.

“Uh … sure! Yeah!”

“The man wants you to fuck him! You gonna walk away from that?” Brian said to Scott. “I think you’re going to have to convince Scott,” Brian told me. “Why don’t you suck him and see if you can get him in the mood?”

Scott’s eyes got big as I immediately dropped to my knees and started undoing his pants. The experience of a willing sex slave was new to him and he was taken aback. But apparently the idea wasn’t completely unwelcome, as his cock immediately swelled as I fished it out of his jeans. I wasted no time wrapping my lips around it, before he could decide he didn’t want to go further down this road. The stiffness of his cock told me that I had a good argument! I cradled his hairy balls and he moaned.

“Why doesn’t Scott relax and lie down on the bed?” Brian suggested. I had a pretty good idea what he planned. I led Scott to the head of the bed, where he could sit against the headboard. I got on all fours and bobbed on his cock, while Brian shucked his pants off. I saw that he too was sporting another erection.  I had to say that his powers of recuperation were impressive. I had no idea how much action Scott had gotten lately, but I knew that Brian had been fucked and sucked all weekend. But here he was, ready for his second round of the night!

My ass already felt a little roughed up, so I silently prayed that he was being generous with the lube. I felt his weight on the bed and a second later I felt his knob against my poor asshole. I swallowed Scott’s sword as Brian pushed forward and I felt him force open my backdoor. I felt only a small twinge of discomfort and then my ass gleefully opened to take in his whole salami. I moaned around Scott’s penis as I thrilled to the feeling of Brian filling my rectum!

“Oh! Oh, yesss!” Brian exclaimed as he felt the loose slickness of my stretched anus. “Fucking A!” he swore as he began to stroke in and out of my tunnel. “God damn, that feels good! Scott, if you haven’t had sloppy ass seconds, you’re missing something!”

I began to suck Scott’s cock more fervently as Brian’s fucking stoked my lust. I loved the feeling of Brian’s cock raking across my prostate and pulling my anus back and forth. “Unh!  Unh!” I moaned and I started to rock back into Brian, fucking back at him in rhythm with his thrusts.

“See, he loves it!” Brian told Scott. Scott looked up with dazed eyes, clearly lost  in his own pleasure. But the tableau of his roommate pounding into my ass clearly blew his mind, and he gazed intently at the bodies locked in coitus in front of him. I wanted Scott’s cock in my ass too, so I slowed down my fellatio and concentrated on Brian’s battering ram in my backside. I loved the taste of a cock in my mouth while I gripped a thick cock with my rectum!

I couldn’t wait for Scott to be initiated into ass-fucking, so I focused on pleasuring Brian’s prick with my ass muscles. I ground my ass back into his pelvis and I hunched against him to show my eagerness for his cream. I massaged his shaft with my sphincters and was rewarded with a moan from him. I released Scott’s penis long enough to beseech Brian to give me a cum enema.

“Fuck my ass, man! I want your cum! Give it to me!” To my surprise it was Scott who moaned then, taken aback at the man-lust he was hearing. My own mind ping-ponged back and forth between the depravity of screwing Brian with my ass and swirling my tongue sluttishly around Scott’s cockhead. At that moment I wanted to be the worst whore in Christendom.

“I want your cock in my ass too, Scott! As soon as Brian shoots ... stick your uncut cock up my bunghole!” I felt Scott’s hips tighten and I knew that my dirty talk was getting to him. Whatever reservations he had appeared to have faded.

“Fuck my faggot ass!  Make me your bitch!” I cried. They loved that shit! There must be something primal about conquest. No man can resist that lure. Brian started fucking my ass like there was no tomorrow. I loved the friction, the heat of his cock slamming up my Hershey highway! It felt so loose and open that I could fit a baseball bat up there now.

“I’m your bitch!  I’m your bitch!” I piled on, inflaming Brian all the more. It wouldn’t be long now. I could feel him out of control. I loved that feeling! I loved knowing my ass was driving him crazy for these few seconds, that nothing or no one could stop him from coming in my ass now.

“Oh shit!” he cried, slamming into my butt. I gasped as I felt his cock twitch and then the spasms of his ejaculation. I moaned around Scott’s cock as his friend orgasmed into my ass. I glowed with the knowledge that yet another man’s spunk had defiled my innards.

“Do me now!” I begged Scott. “Make me your bitch too!” Scott rose like a drunken man as Brian panted, his cock still planted in my bottom. I squeezed Brian’s prick and he groaned. I wanted to keep him in me until Scott was ready.

“Scott, do me now! Right away! I need more cock!” I pleaded. I felt Brian withdrawing and I groaned at the momentary emptiness of my ass, yawning open. But I sighed as I felt Scott’s greasy hardness against my ass and then he plunged in, filling me up.

“Oh, God, yes!” I cried. “Oh, that feels so good! Oh, I love cock in me!” I grasped Scott’s penis with my ass and he moaned and began a slow undulation of his cock up my tunnel. The slickness from Brian’s cum and the heat and looseness from his fucking made it deliriously erotic! “Oh, God, that feels so good! So good! Your cock is so good!” Although it was totally heartfelt, that‘s another thing men can’t get enough of, being told how great their cock is and what a great fuck they are.

Scott was fucking me slowly, in long slow strokes that were driving me crazy. It was just what I needed. I wanted to savor his cock, to feel its thickness, my fullness, to feel it withdrawing just long enough to long for it to fill me again. I relaxed and just lived in that moment, enjoying the hypnotic rhythm of his strokes.

I couldn’t believe it but without any frenzy I felt his cock start to swell and then a quiet, “Oh, shit!” Before I knew it, I felt Scott empty his balls into my bowels! It had been the gentlest fuck I’d ever experienced. I had felt every stroke, every twitch. My ass glowed.

“Oh, fuck,” Scott muttered to himself, apparently awed by his orgasm. He quietly withdrew his cock from ass. I slapped my hand over my distended anus and slumped sideways to the bed. Scott stumbled to a chair and closed his eyes. I awkwardly clambered over to where he was, still one hand clamped to my asshole and I took his wilting cock into my mouth and eagerly sucked his and Brian’s cum off of it. Scott startled and then lay back and let me lave his tool.  

Then I turned to Brian and took his flaccid cock into my mouth and licked it all over too. When he was clean I squatted in the middle of the floor and without any attempt at concealment I squeezed their cum out of my rectum onto my hand and unceremoniously licked the goo up. Scott just shook his head in disbelief.

Brian looked at me. “You ready for Mitch?  Are you ready for that monster? I mean I know I’m endowed, but I admit, he’s the blessed one in the family.” I didn’t hesitate. I knew what I was. I was a cock slut. I looked back at him and nodded.

“Hurry up, while I’m still loose!”

He and Scott pulled on their clothes in a rush and left the room while I sat on the bed and swigged my beer. Then I tuned on my side, because I was afraid if I stayed upright my intestines would start sliding out, I felt so wide open! I slipped my hand between my cheeks and felt my ravaged asshole with my fingertips. I could hold my finger inside my ass without it touching the sides! My ass was just hanging open about the width of a quarter!

Mitch didn’t appear right away. Was he not into butt-fucking? Was the game getting interesting?  Was he too tired or couldn’t get it up again? I realized I was disappointed. I wanted him. I wanted his cock, that big thick cock. As sore and stretched as my ass felt, it still twitched with anticipation as I thought of that rod going up my backside.  

I couldn’t get enough! I wanted more, harder, bigger, more often. How did I come to this? How did I end up huddled in a bedroom waiting for my fifth butt-fuck of the evening? Was I sick? But I didn’t care about all that. I wasn’t unhappy. I had enjoyed it. I had enjoyed every cock in my mouth and every one in my butt. What would Tonya say? She’d probably be happy! I didn’t know where this was going to end. I’d just have to live it out.

The door opened and Mitch walked in.

“I hear I’ve been requested in here,” Mitch said. “What can I do for you?”

I didn’t answer. I just went up to him and knelt down, bringing my face even with his crotch. I reached out and began to unbuckle his belt. As I went to unbutton his jeans, he grasped my hand.

“What do you want? Tell me.”

I kept my eyes on his crotch. “I want … your cock.”

“You want to see it? You want to touch it? Or what?”

“I want to … suck it. And … I want you … to fuck my ass,” I mumbled.

“Beg me!”

“Please … please let me suck your big cock. It’s so long and thick. I want … I want to feel your big cock up my ass. I want you to fuck me, and make me your bitch. I want you to come in my ass and … mark me. I want your cum in me.” I looked at his zipper the whole time. It was as if I were talking to that big piece of meat in his pants.

“What if I want something for doing that? What would you be willing to do so that I do that? What if I want to fuck your wife? Would you get your wife to let me fuck her so that I would fuck your ass?”

“She can fuck whoever she wants. I can’t stop her.”

“But what if she didn’t want to fuck me? What if Brian didn’t want her to? What if she didn’t want to because I’m Brian’s brother? Would you talk her into it? Would you get her to fuck me anyway? Would you make your wife fuck me so that you could have this big cock?”

How much did I want it? Would I trade Tonya’s pussy for the chance to fuck this cock? Did I want it enough to whore out my own wife?

“Before you answer, why don’t you take it out and look at it?” Mitch suggested.

I unsnapped his waistband and slid his zipper down. I grasped the top of his pants and shorts and pulled them down. His meat popped out, as if it had been restive with its confinement. Even flaccid it was thick and solid. Mitch took it in his hand and began to massage it. He held it inches from my face. I could smell its manly scent. I thought I could feel the heat coming off of it. I watched mesmerized as he stretched the smooth skin back and forth. I wanted that deep ridge stroking my prostate!

“Go ahead and touch it,” Mitch invited. I brought my hand up and took it from his grasp. I quivered with excitement as I felt his man-flesh in my hand again! It was if an electric charge passed from his body to mine. I began to stroke it up and down, pulling the loose flesh back and forth.  

“Oh, that feels good,” Mitch told me. “Does it feel good to you?” 

I could feel his penis start to swell and that filled me with joy! I stroked it and watched the skin fill out and get smooth. I imagined this masculine flesh filling my rectum with its power. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“Yes, it feels wonderful,” I confessed.

“Do you want it? Do you want it bad enough to give me your wife’s cunt?”

My mouth watered to taste this cock again. My ass twitched at the thought of having that penis thrusting in and out, stretching and rubbing up inside it.

“Yes!” I croaked. “Whatever you want. I want it. Please!”

“Very well,” he intoned.

I immediately wrapped my mouth around his cockhead, thrilling at the size and heaviness of it.  I faintly tasted traces of his earlier cum. I pushed the springy length of it against the back of my throat and gladly felt it press into my palate. I sucked greedily on it.

“Oh yeah!” Mitch enthused. “Suck on that bad boy! Oh yeah! Mmmm!”

I massaged the underside of the head with my tongue and thrilled as I felt Mitch undulated his hips with pleasure. I grabbed his shaft and licked sensuously around the rim of his glans and then licked at his pee slit, as if to coax the cum that I wanted out of it.

“Fuck, I’m gonna shoot if you keep doing that!” Mitch warned me. “But I thought you had other plans for it!”

I took my mouth off his cock and held it in my hands. I gazed at the beauty of its pink head. Penises were wonderful!

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you? You want that monster up your ass.”

“Yes!” I agreed.

“Get it ready then.”

I got out the lube and smeared it thickly on his penis. I loved the feeling of my hand sliding over the thick grease and I shivered at the sight of his gleaming ramrod. It looked as much like a weapon as a part of a human body. And I wanted that weapon to stab into me. Repeatedly.

Mitch grunted menacingly as I caressed his greased cock. He was ready.

My own cock was painfully erect, as it had been off and on for two hours. I grabbed it and stroked it with my greasy hand and then wiped off my hand with the towel. Then I “assumed the position” on the bed and lowered my head to the pillow, offering my backside as a sacrifice to this phallic idol. To show my complete submission I reached behind me to spread my cheeks and expose my anus to his gaze. That felt delightfully slutty!

I felt his weight rock the bed as he knelt behind me. My anus tightened involuntarily as I steeled myself for what was to come. He played his cockhead at the entrance and just stopped there, his meat pressing against my quivering flesh.

"You've never taken a cock this big, have you?"

"No, sir," I answered obsequiously.

He rocked into me gently, prodding my opening teasingly.

"Do you think Tonya will let me fuck her ass? I mean, I'm eager to fuck her cunt, with your help, but do you think she'd let me butt-fuck her too? Will you help convince her to let me wreck her ass like I'm going to destroy yours?"

I pushed back against him and it felt as if he were holding the barrel of a baseball bat up to my asshole. I was scared now that I wouldn't be able to take it. But I was more determined to feel what sensations a fuck-stick that big could wring from my lust-crazed nervous system.

"Yes! I'll help you! I'll ... help you ... fuck her ass! Her cunt and her ass!" I babbled.

"Good!" Mitch said and he hooked one hip with his left hand while he aimed his prick with his right and jammed it against my orifice. It felt as if he were trying to push my whole pelvis out the front of my body. Despite the earlier reamings, my sphincter quailed at this new attack.

"I'm going to fuck you, Johnny. I'm not going to be denied now. It's too late to back out. So open up. You have to take it. You have to take it all!"

He thrust back and forth at my resisting ring and it started to stretch. But when it reached the limit of the earlier invasions and was being pushed beyond those, pain lanced through me.

"Ow! Oh! Oh, it hurts!" I cried.

"Oh, I know it does! It's going to hurt. But you're going to take it anyway! You wanted it. Now Mitch wants it. Most girls won’t let me when they see how big I am. But Mitch wants to fuck ass!"

I lay there, my ass obscenely in the air, my face on the bed, and I felt a sinking, helpless feeling. He was going to fuck me whether I liked it or not. But deep in my wimp heart, the idea of actually resisting him never crossed my mind. He was my superior, my master. I could not deny him. If I suffered, that was my fate. My ass was his to use.

My ass muscles felt like a rubber band stretched to the limit. They clenched at his cockhead, trying to squeeze him out. But he just pushed in until, in pain, I felt his knob pass the inner muscles. A cramping pain burned my asshole as I felt his cock fill up my guts.

His shaft pressed against my prostate and my stomach did flip-flops, but the pain was drowning out any pleasure. I felt his cock reach the top of my rectum, sending weird visceral danger signals through my belly. Then I realized that he wasn't stopping! He still had an inch or two to go!

"Take it, Johnny! Take it all! My whole cock wants to be in your ass!" Mitch growled, as he bumped against my colon. Could a cock go in any further without tearing something?

He began to stroke in and out despite the desperate clamp my sphincters had on him. Every forward thrust slammed against the constriction between my rectum and my colon. My whole world became the war between my ass and this cock. I felt every inch of his penis, every bit of its thickness. The friction was rubbing my ass into red heat.

Gradually I started to notice that Mitch's cock rubbing my prostate was becoming more pleasurable. I willed my ass to relax and open up to him. I pushed out with my muscles, as if going to the bathroom. I began to feel a warmth spreading from my prostate to my belly and then through my whole pelvis. I could take this cock. I could enjoy it. God, it was big though!

“Oh, God, this feels good!” Mitch hissed to himself. “Jesus, you’re tight!” He started to fuck me in long, slow strokes. “Oh, yeah!” he groaned. “Oh, fuck yeah!”

Every backstroke almost emptied my ass and every forward stroke refilled it. Each stroke massaged my prostate and my cock quivered with the stimulation. I began to groan too, as the pain was being replaced with arousal. So big, but so good! I began to whimper when he pulled out and to sigh as his cock plunged back in. His cock continued to batter the top of my rectum, but each time it felt a little less strange and I willed him to find room to bury his cock completely. I pushed back against his thrust, trying to swallow his whole length.

“That’s it, take it, fag boy! You want my cock, don’t you? You want this big cock!”

“Aarrgghh!” I said in reply, grinding my ass against him, trying to squeeze his cockhead past the stricture. I twisted myself in different directions and I felt strange twinges deep inside. All the undulations were also prodding my prostate and my cock was drooling pre-cum in buckets.

“Unh!” Mitch grunted and then, “Oh, fuck, shit!” and then I felt his pubes hit my ass. He was completely inside me, all nine inches!  He must be feeling his cockhead squeezing past the top of my rectum right into my colon! “Jesus H. Christ!” he hissed and he was grinding his hips against my ass, reveling in the feeling of my ass gripping his whole shaft.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned. “Your cock … feels so good!” He started fucking me in small short thrusts, just letting me feel how full I was, how deep he was. “Fuck me!” I begged. But then I was too overcome to speak. All I could do was moan. I was delirious with lust now! All I wanted was to feel that big cock fuck me.

Mitch continued to tease me with small, short strokes, just massaging my ass and denying me a real fucking. I groaned in frustration and then I felt him pull his cock completely out!

“What!?! No!!!” I protested. I craned my neck around only to see him applying more lube to his gleaming angry cock.

“Tight fit,” he said curtly. “Want to really be able to fuck you.”

I grabbed my own cock and pumped it while I was waiting for him. I felt my ass gaping open. It must be the size of the Holland Tunnel. It felt so empty without Mitch’s cock.  

I sighed as I felt his cockhead touch my anus and begin to press back in. The extra lube helped it slip in smoothly. It still felt tight, but with the lube my muscles could not hinder it from fucking my rectum as he pleased. He picked up the pace, now fucking my ass in earnest.

I shuddered with pleasure as I realized his temporary absence had been good psychology. My ass was hot for Mitch now. I had to feel him inside me, fucking me, owning my body, using my ass for his pleasure. His cock was my god. My ass was his altar. All pain was gone, replaced by lust. His cock raked my prostate excruciatingly. Every thrust sent sensation straight from my ass to my cock, as if he were fucking my penis rather than my ass! The strokes of his rhythm were like the strokes of a hand masturbating my cock.

Incredibly I started to feel the sensations of semen collecting at the base of my penis. As Mitch’s thrusts became more insistent, I felt my dick swelling, throbbing. Just one more thrust, one more, another, so close, so close. I gritted my teeth and slammed my ass back against him, grinding my pelvis against his pubes. The unnatural feeling of his cockhead stretching my colon was just another spark of perverse excitement. I was fucking myself on his cock. I feel like a puppet on a stick, my body dancing on his huge shaft. So close, one more, almost there, almost there….

And then amazingly, without anything touching my cock, I felt my orgasm start! I was focused only on the fantastic feelings of Mitch’s cock fucking my ass, but my penis was convulsing and spewing cum onto the bed. I groaned at the unbearable feeling of my overstretched sphincters trying to tighten in orgasm around the prick pumping into my belly. He was fucking my cum out of me, fucking me to orgasm! With my ass stretched so tight, the feeling of orgasming while he continued to ream me was heavenly, mind-blowing!

I really was his bitch! I thought to myself. I came just from being fucked! Mitch fucked me to orgasm! I had feelings of triumph, of ecstasy. I felt giddy! I still loved the feeling of him ramming into and now I longed to feel his orgasm, to have his cum fill me. I was floating on the afterglow of my orgasm and Mitch’s fucking rhythm was almost hypnotic. In, out, in, out, my ass stretched, hot, slippery, open for him, receiving him. ‘Fuck me, fill me, cream me,’ I prayed.

I whimpered in helpless joy as I felt his thrusts become harder, faster, more insistent.

“Spunk me!” I urged him. “Make me your bitch!” I felt him shudder and I knew that got him in a primal place. To a man like him fucking was conquest and squirting deep inside was a victory. When he spunked my ass, he owned me, I was his fucktoy.

‘Do it, do it, do it!’ I silently beseeched him as I longed to feel his cock spew its cream inside me.

Mitch grabbed my hips roughly and slammed his hips into mine. He grunted in cadence with his thrusting and I knew he was frantic for his climax. Every thrust banged into the top of my rectum, sending twinges through my belly. My ass passively gripped his shaft, stretched tightly around it, but unable to slow his pumping.

And then he trembled and groaned and I felt his spasm throb in my bowel! I could feel every pulse, every tremor, as his hot cum jetted deep into my belly. I gasped at the hot, wet sensation and the electric twitch of his contractions! My ass burned with the heat of his exploding cock. I loved it!

“Fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck!” Mitch growled as he emptied his lust into me. He jerked as if each spasm pained him with its intensity. He pulled my hips sideways and dumped us over on our sides, his huge cock still buried in me. He thrust in me again, apparently wanting his whole cock to stay sheathed in my flesh. He was panting and trying to catch his breath, holding me impaled on his phallus. I could feel it still hard, still filling me, but now joined with a wet, squishy slickness.

I felt delightfully used and possessed! My ass tingled and burned with the stretching and friction. But I felt happy and satisfied. I had taken his big cock and I had milked an orgasm out of it—for both of us! Although he had used me, in a perverse way I felt I had conquered him too. I had excited him and driven him to spill his seed! I floated in a foggy afterglow.

“Damn, that was hot!” Mitch declared. “God, I needed to fuck a tight ass! Damn!” And without any other ceremony, he pulled his cock out of me with a groan.

It felt like my ass must be two feet wide, it felt so empty and open. I shot my hand to my anus and it felt as if my hand could not cover the opening, my ass seemed to gape so. I started to worry that my poor sphincter might never be the same.

Mitch grabbed a towel and wiped himself off. "Fuck shit!" he muttered as he stuffed his prick into his briefs, and pulled his clothing back on. "If your wife fucks like that, I can't wait!" Without any further conversation, he left me lying there and walked out of the room. I lay there recovering, exhausted from the strain. I looked at the stains where my cum had soaked into the sheets. I shook my head at the thought that I had come just from being ass-fucked and no other stimulation. I felt as if I were a woman who had had the elusive "vaginal orgasm"!

I closed my eyes and took stock of how I felt. My ass tingled warmly: I could feel the whole length and breadth of my rectum. As I thought of the five cocks that had plowed it and what it felt like to surrender myself to them, a tingle went up my spine and a wave of warmth enveloped me. I smiled broadly a nd could not stop! I had enjoyed it. I loved it! It turned me on. I had craved it and I was satisfied.

My hand cupped my yawning anus and I felt the wetness oozing from inside me. I had a new sex organ now. I had a "boy pussy." And I wanted cock in that pussy. My penis had been demoted to second place. It was now my boy-clit. I was....

“I'm a faggot!” I whispered to myself!

What would Tonya say? Would she want a husband who was a slut for cock? Who had "pulled a train" at a gang-bang? What should I tell her?

Did I feel disgusted? Embarrassed? Ashamed? Regretful? Did I have the addict's post-binge remorse? I searched within myself.

No. I didn't regret what I'd done. I felt tired. I felt sore. I felt a little hung over. But mostly I felt satisfied. Full. At peace even. Happy!

I sat up gingerly, hand still clasped to my bottom. I tried to clench my anus closed and I could tell it would be a while before that would happen. My hands traded places and I brought a palmful of Mitch's jism to my lips. With a little thrill I lapped my hand clean, picturing his prick emptying his seed into my bowels. I tried to squeeze out more and managed to expel a few more globs, liberally flavored with lube. I preferred the taste of pure sperm that I had savored from the blow-jobs, but the fact that this semen had been fucked into me made it special.

I picked up a towel and vainly tried to wipe up all the lube smeared round my hole. As I walked I could feel my anus squishing around, no tight pucker now, but a leering mouth. I'd be walking gingerly for a week. I pulled my pink panties back on and steeled myself to face the men who'd all just fucked me.

They were are still watching the game, which had stayed close despite the low score. Quite a few more beer bottles and cans were strewn about.

"Hey, bitch, pick up some of these empties and get me another beer," Mitch greeted me. This was received with general merriment, as well as some comments about it being "about time we had a woman around to pick up this place."

Brian gave me a slap on the ass as I passed his place and I felt my anus clench in surprise—and then felt some goo slip out of my ass. When I got to the kitchen and dumped my armful of empties, I reached behind me to find a wet spot spreading across the rear of my panties. As I grabbed a paper towel and wiped myself I wondered how long I’d be oozing after having five loads of cum and gobs of lube fucked up there.

I looked down at my camisole, garter, and stockings and thought they were much more fitting than the jeans and football jersey I'd worn over. In those I'd been trying to "pass" as a real man, but this outfit told the real story. They were the men and I was some kind of hermaphrodite at best.

I finished picking up the room and bring "the boys" their beers and then Brian sent me off to wash up the dishes. When I came back the game was at the two-minute warning.

"Do you think he could do it?" David was asking Brian.

"You know how the end of these games drags on, with time-out and all. The last two minutes could take forever. Ask him. Take a shot—so to speak!"

David turned to me.

"Do you think you could blow me before the game ends?" He was pulling his pants down and fished out his limp cock that'd already come once tonight.

"That's not much time," I answered.

"We'll say that's all the time you've got. If I don't come by the end of the game, we're done and I'm left high and dry. You got to make me come in that time or no dessert!" David challenged.

I dropped to my knees and took his cock in my hands, pumping it to life. I silently urged it to rouse itself. I wrapped my mouth around the head and sucked it like a hungry babe.

"Look at him go for it! He loves it!" Scott exclaimed.

I thought that if I just attacked his cock, that could be a turn-off. So I needed to be energetic but sensual. I felt his penis start to stiffen and was amazed at the strength of my own response. I shuddered as a thrill of arousal coursed through me again. It was a magic switch: a hard cock did something to me. That my hands and my mouth were bringing this phallus to life excited me in a way I could not explain.

With a thick spongy cock filling my mouth I was back in a welcome lust haze. I loved how his penis filled my mouth: the smooth, firm flesh against my palate, the quiver of sexual excitement pumping through his manhood.

'Come to Mama,' I silently urged his semen, hoping to coax it from his balls to collect at his root, waiting to erupt. I massaged his shaft with my tongue, licking it up to the head, as if to draw his cum out. 'Give it to me!' I said in my head. 'I want it! I want to taste your cum again!'

The football game was a nail biter, but now the crowd here was more eager to see if I could beat the clock than to see who scored last on the gridiron! I benefitted from the tight score, as the team with the ball conserved clock with out-of-bounds plays and time-outs. Brian and Calvin, familiar with my skills, bet that I could do it, while Scott and Mitch were skeptical. Brian and Calvin knew what a cock lover I'd become!

"Oh, he didn't get out of bounds!" Scott crowed. "You're not gonna make it, Dave!" But it was a first down, so the quarterback spiked the ball to stop the clock. At most I only had a minute or two of real time.

I sucked on David's cockhead while my hands stroked his shaft. I concentrated my tongue on the sensitive ridge running down the underside of his shaft. The next pass play was complete at the sideline and the clock was stopped.

"Give it to me!" I told David. "I want your cum! Shoot!" I begged. I reached under his balls and found that "Cosmo" spot and gave him some external prostate massage.

"Oh shit!" he moaned. "Fuck!" and bucked his hips up into my mouth. “What the hell?!?!” I kept up my assault with fingers, mouth, and hands. 'Give it to me!' I shouted in my head. 'Come, you bastard! Your cum is mine!'

David was moaning and jerking now and I knew he was close. But the clock was ticking down.

"Last play!" Mitch chortled. "Lining up for a 45-yarder."

David's body stiffened, but I gave him no quarter. My tongue twirled around his head and then licked up the underside. 'C'mon! C'mon!'

"The kick is up!" Scott cried.

"Arrgghh!" David yelled as his back arched up.

"It's good!" Mitch shouted, just as David's prick exploded sweetly in my mouth!

"Game over!" Brian declared as I eagerly swallowed the hot sperm flooding my cheeks. David's swollen meat spurted again and again. I sucked his tasty man-milk gratefully. My own paltry dickie tented the front of my panties in approval.

I basked in the sun of my success. A cock in my mouth, the taste of cum on my tongue, and a tummy full of jism: I was a happy cuckold.

"I knew he could do it!" Brian declared. He and Calvin clapped me on the back as if I'd kicked the field goal.

"Challenge flag! Instant replay!" Mitch interjected.

"No," Brian corrected him. "Only the replay booth can challenge in the last two minutes!" and laughed.

I pulled my mouth off David's penis and looked around the room. They were all looking at me as if I had won the game.

"He's a pretty good cocksucker!" Calvin intoned.

“Oh, yeah!” David agreed.

I looked back at David's ruddy cock and I saw a drop of cum oozing from his slit. I couldn't leave that. I dipped my head and licked it off and the squeezed a few more drops out of his softening prick.

"It's good!" David declared and held his arms up like a referee. Everybody laughed.

Now that the game was over Calvin and David said their goodbyes and left. I picked up the last of the empties and took them to the kitchen. Then I pulled on my jeans and jersey.

"A good time!" Brian judged. "We should have you over every week."

My cock twitched in my panties and my distended anus twitched.

"Um, I guess I'd have to ask Tonya if it was OK with her.”

"But you're up for it?"

"Uh...," I hesitated. A sea of erect cocks floated up before my eyes. "Uh, sure, I guess."

"Mitch doesn't always make it and there are a couple other guys who are hit or miss. But if they knew there was entertainment...."

"Uh, we'll see. Uh, I better go. Um, thanks ... uh ... for having me."

"So to speak!" Brian laughed. "My pleasure! Any time!"

I wasn't sure if Tonya would still be up, as late as the game had gone. But when I got in, the lights were still on and she was waiting up for me. I felt a little guilty, as if I'd been unfaithful to her, as if she were waiting to see where I'd been. But she came over and hugged me and gave me a kiss.

"It's been a long time since you went out for an evening without me. Did you have a good time? Were there a lot of big ... er ... football fans there?"

I told her who was there.

"Yes, Brian's told me a little about Mitch. Is he everything they say?"

"Uh ... yeah, he's ... uh ... impressive," I replied.

Tonya raised her eyebrows and then she got intense.

"Take your clothes off. Let me see," she said in a commanding voice. I took off my jersey and camisole. When I lowered my pants, her hand went to the spreading wet spot on the seat of my panties.

"Oh, my," she said knowingly. "Did they all do you?"

"Yes," I said in a small voice.

"Mitch too?"

"Uh huh."

"Is he as big as Brian says?"

"He's ... bigger than Brian. A little thicker. A little longer," I meekly reported.

"Poor baby! Let me see," she ordered.

I dropped my panties and she pushed me forward to inspect my bottom. One finger probed me with almost no resistance. Two fingers slipped in easily. They felt small, almost nothing.

"They really used you!" she declared, turning her fingers this way and that, feeling how loose I was. "And did you suck all of them too? Suck their big cocks?" she asked, her fingers still in me. I groaned, as her easy way with my privates reminded me of my status as a slut.

"Yes," I answered. "I sucked three of them off first. Then David wanted to fuck me. Then after ... after they all fucked me ... and then I sucked David off."

"My! Nine loads of cum! I've never come close to that! You were their cockslut, weren't you? A real whore for them."

I started to worry that Tonya was mad at me. Her tone sounded strange.

"And did you enjoy your little gang-bang? Did you enjoy being fucked up the ass five times, one after another?" She was pumping her fingers in and out of my sore backside, as if to illustrate the scene she was describing. Despite the ravaging my ass had already taken, I was getting turned on again! The shame of what I had submitted myself to, the humiliation of my position, bent over, getting finger-fucked, it all pushed my buttons. My little prick started to stiffen.

Tonya noticed and reached around to grasp my little stiffy.

"You did enjoy it!" She cried. "You loved it, didn't you? You're getting hard again just thinking of all those big cocks, aren't you?"

"Yes!" I choked out.

"Tell me how much you loved it! Tell me what you loved about it!" she demanded.

"I ... I love ... how a cock feels in my mouth! It's so alive. So hot. So sexy. I love to feel it hard, throbbing."

"And in your ass, when it's fucking you?"

"I love that ... to feel ... possessed. Taken. Helpless. It feels so good to be full and ... when it rubs my prostate ... that’s ... oh! ... heaven! And ... I love it when they ... get so ... excited. Aroused. And I'm ... I'm doing that to them. It's me, my ass that's making them crazy."

"Yes! Yes!" Tonya hissed, now twisting her fingers inside of me, reaching in deep, teasing my battered prostate.

"And when ... when they come inside me ... in my ass ... it's like ... it's like ... they lost control. Like I made them powerless. I seduced them into giving me their cum."

"Oh yes!" Tonya sighed. Now she was finger-fucking me and masturbating me too and I was rocking back into her fingers and hunching to get more stimulation.

"I've got to fuck you now!" Tonya growled.

I didn't know whether to plead with her to take pity on my ravaged asshole or whether to beg her to fuck me to another orgasm. Confessing my cock-love had gotten me hot and her fingers inside me and gripping my cock had me turned on again.

Tonya led me into her bedroom and opened her bedside drawer.

"I've been saving this for a special occasion and this feels like one!" She told me.

She brandished a dildo I'd never seen before, thicker and longer than "Richard."

"I guess we'll call this one 'Mitch'!" she declared, as she fit it into her harness. It was a double dildo, with a smaller prod fitting into her pussy and a battery pack and controls for a "bullet" vibrator. Looking at the massive flesh-like dong projecting from her groin, I quailed.

"Tonya, my poor ass.... That's so big! Couldn't you use a smaller one?"

"You took Mitch: you'll take my cock! Your ass is still mine! I fucked it first, I got it your first real cock, and I'll fuck it last tonight. It should be nice and loose and lubed. And if it isn't, oh well, I'll have to stretch it out!"

I decided I'd better resign myself to whatever she planned.

"Did they fuck you doggy-style?"

"Yeah,"" I said softly.

"Probably didn't want to see your face, so they could pretend they were fucking a woman. But I want to see what you look like when this thing opens you up!"

I lay back on the bed and pulled my legs up to my chest, exposing my defenseless anus to her whims. I said a silent thank you as I felt her cram two large fingerfuls of lube up my backside. Then she applied a generous coating to the menacing-looking phallus. She used her greasy hand to stroke my erection, slicking it up and dragging a moan out of me.

"Do you want me, Johnny? Do you want me to fuck you with my big cock? Or do you just love men’s cocks now?"

She touched the dildo to my anus and nudged it, waiting for my answer.

"I love you!" I croaked, poised on the edge between fear and desire.

"If you love me, beg me to fuck your ass with my big long fat cock! Shoot your little cockette while I fuck you open with my big cock!"

She urged my asshole with the dildo again and I gasped, as it felt as thick as a soup can.

"Do you love me? Do you love me enough to beg for your sixth butt-fucking tonight? Do you want to give your ass to my cock?"

I did love her! I loved cock, I knew that now, but I loved her too. How could I deny her what I had freely given away to perfect strangers?

"Yes! Yes!" I cried. "Fuck me! I love you and I want to give myself to you, without reservation! Take my ass!" I declared, making the sodomite's pledge: 'Please use me: make me yours!'

With that Tonya leaned into me and my anus cried out in shock as her dildo pried open my sphincter, stretching and pushing them aside. I groaned as the pain of being stretched past my limit came back. But it did not take long for me to feel my body give up and hope of resistance and fall into a helpless trance.

Just like Mitch's had, this cock filled my consciousness and my whole world became the thrusting of this organ into my rectum and wedging open my colon to take its full length. I heard Tonya gasp as she felt the last inch sink into my bowels and her thighs met mine.

"I've got you, you little fucker!" She growled and she hunched against my buttocks as if to emphasize that I was helpless, pinned like a butterfly on a hat pin. "Your faggot ass is mine!" she said with passion.

And then she switched on the vibrator and I yelped with surprise. The vibrations were gentle, but crammed against my prostate by the thickness of the dildo, the sensations going to my cock made my insides like jelly.

"Oh God!" I cried and my head whipped uncontrollably from side to side.

"You like that? You like my cock?" Her own hips squirmed with the stimulation of her clit and pussy and I could feel every twitch. She groaned and started to fuck me, jerkily at first as she got used to the unfamiliar sensations. Then her fucking became more enthusiastic as her arousal increased and the rhythm of the fucking pleased her.

"I'm fucking you, husband! I've got the cock in our family! And you're taking it!"

With the vibrator buzzing it was as if Tonya's dildo were alive. It was grinding against her clit and prodding her G-spot at the same time. I felt her excitement. Her thrusts became more animal, more spastic. Her arousal inflamed my own. I began writhing around the pistoning penis filling me. My own cock lolled around on my stomach, seeping clear liquid.

"I'm fucking you, faggot husband! I'm your pregnant adulterous wife fucking your ass! Beat yourself off while I fuck you!"

I didn't need a second invitation. I grabbed my greasy penis and pumped it furiously. Tonya's cock stroking up and down my rectum with its infernal vibrations was like a bicycle pump, filling my cock until it was ready to burst. My hand was a blur.

"Fuck me!" I pleaded. "Fuck me! Please fuck me!" I was so close, just one more thrust.

"Arrgghh!" I cried and cum spurted out onto my belly. My tortured ass tried to clutch at the dildo, but the muscles could barely contract. The vibrations was like an electric current now, overloading my nervous system.

"You're ... my ... bitch!" Tonya grunted with every thrust. Now she was slamming into my ass, driving the other end of the double dildo into her pussy. Her gaze was locked on my anus as she reveled in the sight of the dildo's length disappearing into me over and over. I gave myself over to being her fuck toy. So many times I had used her, not knowing that I was failing to please her. It was only fitting now that she use me, heedless of anything but her own climax.

"I'm your bitch!" I declared, egging her on.

I knew I had said the right thing when her thrusts became even wilder and then she froze and began to cry out her orgasm.

"Unh! Unh! UNH! UNH!!" She choked out, squirming against me, the dildo planted as deep in me as it could be. She shuddered all over and it was so much like a man that I was having flashbacks to earlier that evening. Except this time I was being fucked missionary style and I could see her convulsions contort her face. It thrilled me to see her ecstasy!

She clawed at the control box and turned off the vibrator. She gave a couple of long, slow thrusts of the dildo, as if to remind me that she owned my ass and would relinquish only when she was good and ready.

But soon her urge to master me gave way to exhaustion. She pulled the dildo out and rolled over onto her back, like any man. Except with her, the massive phallus continued to jut erotically from her crotch, undiminished. My ass cried out its emptiness and the muscles clutched at air, being too stretched to possibly close anytime soon. The angry maw of my anus gaped and cool air mixed with the dripping lube.

"Worship my cock!" Tonya commanded. It was an effort even to rise from my supine position, but the sight that greeted my eyes was worth it. My beautiful wife adorned with this magnificent glistening cock was a sex goddess. The straps of the harness, far from being incongruous, only added to her erotic power.

I quickly sucked the cockhead into my mouth. I couldn't help but think of Mitch's so-similar penis that had filled my mouth only two hours ago. Despite two orgasms, my libido still sparked to the feel of a cock in my mouth. I gazed down at my wife's belly and thought of the baby growing in her womb. Brian's baby. There with my permission, because I had stepped aside for a better man.

I still loved her! Even now, after all this and who knows what else to come, I still loved her! Even as I licked off the dildo with which she had just fucked my ass, I loved, worshipped, and adored her! I couldn't go on without her!

"Are you mad ... that I let those guys all fuck me?"

"Mad?" she said. "Oh, baby! I'm not mad! A little envious maybe! I've never fucked five guys in one night! Well, five guys and one girl! You're such a slut!

"But I'm not mad! I'm glad! Brian told me who'd be there and I halfway hoped you'd take advantage of all the cocks there. I sort of thought you'd probably stop at blow-jobs for all, but I guess I underestimated you."

"But you seemed sort of angry."

"More like turned on! Thinking of all those big cocks fucking your cute ass! Oh, I'll admit I did want to re-stake my claim, to remind you who owns that ass! Those boys can use it, but it belongs to you-know-who!"

"To you!"

"You bet your sweet ass—so to speak!"

"You're not ... disgusted?"

"More like 'intrigued'! I mean, we've had our little mini-orgies, but I haven't really done a ... gang-bang. Not like a "Next!' That always seemed a little bit ... out there. What was it like?"

"It was ... like ... addictive, I guess. Like if you ask yourself, 'Do I want to stop now? Is that enough?' And the answer is 'No!' It feels so good, you just want more. And David said that the guys really dig it, that there's something that is a turn-on about sloppy seconds that really sends them around the bend. Everything is already hot and ready and slippery. When I heard that, it really turned me on to turn them on like that."

"God, that sounds hot! So you liked it? You really liked it?"

"Uh, yeah. In fact, when Mitch fucked me.... I came—just from his cock! Just from being fucked, nothing touching my cock."

"Now I am jealous! You've never come for me that way!"

"Well, baby, figure it this way: he was last, so I'd already blown three guys and been fucked four times without coming, so I was pretty horny by then. So really it took eight cocks to get me off!"

"Well, I guess that does sound better. I guess I forgive you. Actually I'm proud of you. I told you to explore your gay side and you've done it in spades. How's your poor little ass?"

"I don't even want to think of it! I'm sure I'll be walking bow legged tomorrow. I hope ... I hope it'll, you know, snap back...."

She kissed me. "Don't worry, gay guys have been getting fucked for thousands of years and they survive. Do you think you'll go back next week?"

"Brian asked me that too. I told him it'd be up to you. I wouldn't want to do anything that'd be a problem, you know, for you and me."

"Heck, I might join you! You make it sound pretty hot! What if we were both getting fucked at the same time, side by side? Wouldn't that be hot?"

"But what would Brian say? Would he like seeing his girlfriend put out for the whole team? With his own brother?"

"I can handle Brian. Besides, deep down I think he's a perv! He seems to get off on the kinkiness of this. I guess I do too!" She pulled my face to hers and kissed me. "Babe, I want you to know that I'm with you wherever this goes. I don't want to lose you, but I don't want to stand in the way of what turns you on.

“My only rules are: 1) No lying or sneaking around. We don't hide what we do. We're honest with each other. 2) No pussy for you. Whatever you want to do with your boyfriends is OK by me, but your cock never goes inside a woman. OK? You can suck and fuck all the cock you like, but your cock just isn't designed to please a woman."

We cuddled together for a while. Then Tonya stirred.

"Babe, I know it's late and you're tired, and I know you prefer cream pie pussy, but would you mind just licking my plain pussy for a little while? I guess my pussy is a little jealous thinking about all the cock you've sucked tonight and it wants a little love."

"Of course, Tonya! I love your pussy! I'll always love it!"

"A little more if it's just been fucked and is dripping with another guy's cum though?"

"Well, yeah," I admitted, "but hey, a hot fudge sundae is still pretty good even without whipped cream and a cherry on top, isn't it?"

"Maybe more like plain vanilla ice cream without the hot fudge! But show me how much you love it then!" pushing my head toward her crotch.

Her cunt was delightfully pungent from her recent orgasm. So maybe like the best gourmet double-churned vanilla ice cream! I took a huge lungful of her aroma and groaned at how good it smelled. I did like pussy after all. So if I had a cock-loving streak, I still wasn't 100% gay—I was at least bi. If you could bottle this smell I don't know how I would get anything done: I'd wear an aqualung full of it.

I buried my face in Toya's warm swollen pussy lips. God, I'd almost forgotten how good this was! I kissed her cunt and licked through the tasty juices. Sure, they didn't have that special tang of dripping semen I'd come to love, but they were still very sexy. I kissed her clit affectionately and kissed all over her labia. They didn't respond quite like a throbbing cock, with its stiffness and leaking pre-cum, but they were delicious. I kissed her tenderly, not hungrily. We'd both had our orgasms. I wasn't trying to excite her: I was adoring her.

I couldn't help but reflect on my new relationship to Tonya and her pussy. This was the province of her boyfriends now. Only they had rights to it. This pussy hungered for their cocks, extracted their cum. This pussy had welcomed the sperm that made Tonya pregnant with another man's baby. And his baby would emerge from this pussy in another 8 months. But nonetheless I had my face buried in it, kissing and loving this unfaithful cunt.

Did I still love this cunt? Yes, I did.

Tonya seemed to be reading my mind. She tapped my shoulder and pulled me into a hug, my face shiny with her juices.

"You still love my pussy, don't you?" I nodded into her hair. "How bittersweet it must be for you, to be a cuckold! To love that pussy so much, even to love that it entertains only other men, to perversely love it even more when it is brimming with the evidence of my infidelity, of your own subjugation.

"Kiss my tummy now, Johnny. Kiss where my pregnancy will be showing soon." I moved up and kiss the smooth skin above her pubic patch. Inches below my lips her womb was growing Brian's baby. A baby that cemented my status as a cuckold. Did I resent or welcome it? Was Tonya my tormentor, or should I thank her for awakening me to the pleasures of being a cuckold husband?

"We'll have to tell your family and friends eventually. They'll see me swelling. Should we pretend it's yours? Or should we tell them you couldn't get me pregnant, so we had to get a sperm donor? It really would be the truth, wouldn't it? You couldn't get me pregnant now—because I wouldn't let you fuck me! So we did get a sperm donor, didn't we? You even helped!

"I think that's the way to go. Oh, I'm sure your parents will be a little disappointed, but they won't be able to say much. They'll feel sorry for you and your 'medical problem.' What's the medical term? 'Micropenis’? It's a tragic condition, but you've made the best of it! Once they see Brian's beautiful son or daughter, I'm sure they'll fall in love with and accept him or her like any grandparents. And that way we won't have any explaining to do if the next time I decide to have a black man's baby!"

I shuddered at the idea of admitting to my family that I wasn’t man enough to give my wife a child … even though, in the most important sense, it was true. And then to see my wife cuddling a little mulatto baby, so that everyone in the world would know that the child wasn’t mine…! I cringed, but then that traitorous feeling invaded my belly, that intoxicating mix of humiliation and arousal that was the sweet milk of the cuckold state.

I knew in my brain that it was an odious idea, to give up my bloodline, to let my wife’s womb out to other men so that their genes would live on. But the very perversity of it excited me terribly! The wrongness of a coffee-colored pickaninny suckling at my Tonya’s breast at once repulsed me and aroused me tremendously! As sinful as it was, the lust I had for being used and humiliated made me kiss Tonya’s pregnant tummy fervently and thank her for making me the ultimate cuckold!

“You do love me, don’t you?” Tonya cooed, sensing my zeal. “You love that I’ve denied you my pussy and that I’ve sealed it by getting knocked up by Brian, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I hissed.

“Thank me, then. Thank me for cuckolding you.”

“Thank you, baby! Thank you for growing this baby in you! It excites me so! I don’t know why!”

“Oh, darling! It’s OK! I know you feel like a pervert, almost crazy, because it seems so wrong! But it’s OK. I love you anyway. It makes you so special, that you can be so excited to see me fuck other guys and that you can even be excited that I’m having their babies. It’s not very manly, for sure, but I’ve come to love seeing you get so turned on, even though it scares and confuses you at the same time. It’s almost cute, to see your little pee-pee get so hard at the most embarrassing things and then see your little brain try to stop it or figure it out and then finally give up and go with it!”

I felt that familiar battle of feelings within me as Tonya spoke. On the one hand she was telling me she loved me, that I was cute and special to her. But at the same time it was as if she were discussing me as an interesting case of mental illness! And as always the battle left me helpless to do anything except put myself in her hands.

“Help me, Tonya! Help me know what to do! Help me make you happy!”

“Oh, I will, baby. You have to trust me, no matter where this goes. No matter how strange or wrong things seem, trust me and follow you little pointer there to show you the right way.” She caressed my limp penis, unable to stiffen again despite the arousal that was coursing through my nervous system. I buried my face in her pregnant belly and cried. I cried out of relief that I had found this goddess to take pity on me although I was clearly some kind of nut case.

“There, there, baby! It’s OK. Cry your girlish tears! Tonya will protect you. Surely being my cuckold sissy is where you belong! Can you see Brian or Mitch crying on my belly? Would their ultimate pride be being able to take a huge dildo up their ass? Is it any wonder that I want their baby growing in me instead of yours?

“No, let those weakling tears wash away all those silly ideas about being a man. Our job now is to find out what you really are, to let you explore whether you should a woman, a faggot, a transvestite, a little slave boy—or slave girl!—or what. What an adventure! It may take courage to find out. You’ll be going into unknown territory. And courage isn’t what wimp cuckolds are best known for. But you have shown a certain kind of courage. You have a kind of weakling’s courage to go where you’re told and to submit to whatever humiliation is required, and the courage to do whatever makes your little wiener hard, no matter what it is!”

She pulled my head up and wiped some of my tears away and looked me in the eye.

“I’m proud of you for what you did tonight at Brian’s. I wasn’t there to tell you what to do, but you followed your faggot instincts and discovered a whole new world. I sent you out there by yourself and you smashed through another limit, or two or three! You sucked off men one after another in front of a whole room, you did a gang bang, and you took the biggest cock you’ve ever seen! What a night!

“But remember, you’ll have a lot of help along the way. I’ll always be behind you, and Nikki and Bobby. And we’ll meet friends at their club, and their friends Natalie and Burke will help if you let them. You’ll never be alone, baby!”

“Thank you!” I croaked through my tears. “I love you so much! I don’t deserve you!”

“No, I suppose you don’t! But you’ve got me anyway. Love isn’t about deserving, baby. Love is just about loving!”

I hugged her as tight as I could. I couldn’t believe my luck to have a woman like her. I felt half-afraid that if I didn’t hold her tight she’d disappear like a wisp of smoke.

“Baby, that dildo I use don you tonight was from Natalie and Burke. You haven’t met them yet, but they’re the friends of Nikki’s that help men like you, men that aren’t really men. They gave me some cream that might help your ass feel better tomorrow. It’s called anal nutrient cream. It helps your ass adapt to the … um … use that it’s been getting—and hopes to keep getting!”

She opened a large jar and scooped up a dollop of faintly yellow cream. I obediently pulled my legs up to expose my anus. I imagined I’d be getting quite used to doing that in the future. I was going to have to get fitted with a rear view mirror! As Tonya applied the cream around my dilated opening and worked it inside my rectum, she explained.

“It’s supposed to soothe and help heal. But it also has ingredients to increase blood flow to the tissues back there. That helps keep the flesh resilient and Burke says it actually increases the sensitivity. He says an extra dose is best right after a … ‘session,’ but a little bit every day helps keep the tissues healthy and … um … uh … ‘ready’ for … whatever.”

Tonya pushed a finger deep into my ass and spread the cream 360 degrees, and dragged a fingertip across my prostate, but in my state I couldn’t respond with more than a shiver.

“Burke has lots of knowledge about anal sexuality. That’s his specialty. Natalie’s specialty is helping boys learn to dress and act like girls.”

“I don’t know if …,” I started.

“Hush!” Tonya interrupted. “You won’t even meet them until next week at the earliest. Saturday we’re going to go to Nikki’s club, the Cuck ’n’ Bull. After that we’ll see if you want to consult Natalie and Burke. First we have an appointment tomorrow night with the club’s physician. Anybody who visits the club has to have a physical first and club members have to have a check-up periodically. Safety first!”

“I don’t want any doctor to see my ass after last night! They’ll know what makes it look that way!”

“Oh, Johnny! You are a hoot! After the things you’ve already done, how do you decide what to be embarrassed about? You think the doctor retained by the Cuck ’n’ Bull club hasn’t seen a few men and women who’ve been ass-fucked? It’ll be good to have her check you out, make sure those boys didn’t do any serious damage!”

“Her!?!”

“Well, of course! The doctor for the Cuck ’n’ Bull club would have to either be a woman or a man hung like a horse, right? Well, she’s a woman and I’m told she has some very unusual interests!”

“Like what?”

“Well, Nikki didn’t tell me, so let’s let it be a surprise! Now go to your bed and try to get some sleep. It’s late!”

“Can’t I sleep with you?”

“I’m not sure that would be a good habit to get into. You have to remember your place. I may let you sleep with me sometimes when the mood strikes me, but remember, Brian will probably be staying over a lot more now. Right now, I just want to get a few hours of sleep. Morning will be coming way before we’re ready for it as it is!”

“Please, can’t I stay?”

“No. Now don’t be difficult. Do I have to call my boyfriend and have him put you in your place?”

That threat made my stomach clench. She could make that threat good. Brian would come right over if she asked, and he could carry me to my room, if he didn’t bruise me first. I quickly jumped up and made my exit.

“That’s more like it,” Tonya said and I could hear her delight in seeing my haste. She enjoyed having the upper hand.

So I crawled into my cold bed. I wasn't sleeping alone because Tonya had company or was tired. I was sleeping alone because that was my place. I didn't deserve a place in her bed, except as a special treat. I was exiled. If I wanted company in my bed ... it would have to be a man!

The thought shook me. Although Tonya said she loved me and wanted me to remain as her husband, I no longer had any claim to any husbandry prerogatives. She made it clear that I could not turn to another woman, but she had no objection to my turning to another man!

Would I ever do that? Would I prefer to share my bed with a man, rather than spending most of my nights alone? The thought shocked me! Would the embrace of a man ever comfort me the way Tonya's soft curvy body did?

As much as I found myself powerfully attracted to those big cocks in my mouth or ass, well, that was just sex! Sex was just sex. Hell, most men would screw a sheep or a chicken if they were horny enough. But cuddling, hugging, kissing, snuggling up in bed—well, that was different. That was love. Did I desire to snuggle up against the lean, muscular, bony body of a man? Would I get lonely enough to want that? The idea stunned me. But the prospect of sleeping alone forever made my stomach drop.

I was thankful that I could not dwell on that for long. Despite an ominous soreness radiating from my stretched and ravished asshole, I was exhausted enough to fall into a dreamless sleep.


-Day 74 Tuesday-

The alarm rang far too early. I felt hung over from the beers, the fucking, and way too few hours of sleep. Did too many mouthfuls and assfuls of cum have a hang over? I knew I must look like shit. My eyes burned. I dragged myself into the shower and I gingerly washed my poor anus. I was surprised it wasn't more sore than it was: maybe Burke's salve really did work. But my finger still easily slipped into my rectum, telling me that I'd really been stretched the night before.

I was surprised not to hear anything from Tonya and I looked in her room to find her still under the covers but awake.

"There you are! I was waiting for you! <Yawn!>. It was so hard to get myself up. But I saved something for you!"

She got up, cupping her mound with urgency.

"I have to go so bad, but I wanted you to have it! Burke says that I'm lucky to have a cuckold who loves pee, because lady pee has all kinds of health benefits for a girly-boy, including being a great hangover cure! Hurry!" she urged. ”I'm about to lose it!"

I lay down on the floor and Tonya immediately straddled my face. As soon as I opened my mouth her hot urine shot into my mouth like a water cannon. It was strong and salty and the taste sent shivers down my spine. By the time I had managed to swallow her whole bladderful, my degenerate dick was fully erect.

"Oh, God, I love that, baby!" Tonya announced as I licked her piss hole clean. "The feeling of knowing that you'll do that for me—it just makes me feel warm all over! That you love even my piss, that you'll open your mouth and swallow it down: it's so precious to me! It's a special bond."

I continued to lick and kiss her lazily as she spoke, as her salty piss sloshed around in my stomach.

"Even though I fuck other men and even have their babies, your love and devotion give me something they can't, no matter how big their cocks are or how small yours is. No matter how much more muscular and handsome or manly they are than you, or how good their strong arms feel around me. your loyalty and devotion are worth so much to me! Don't you forget that!

"That feels so good," she said of my kisses to her labia. "I need some of that on my back door!" She turned around and lowered her ass to my mouth and I was able to further demonstrate my devotion by kissing and licking her rosebud and probing her rectum with my tongue.

"Oh, that feels marvelous! Every girl should start her day by getting her shit-hole licked out! Do you like how it tastes?"

"Uh-huh," I grunted into her anus.

"But we have to get to work. How your little boy-pussy this morning?"

"It's a little tender. It feels stretched."

"Don't I know it! See, that's something we have in common now! Those big boys do a number on your poor ass, don't they? Those big cocks make it feel like somebody tried to shove a soda can up there! But then, it feels so good, doesn't it, once they get sawing in and out?"

"Uh, yeah. It’s pretty fantastic, actually!" I replied.

"I'd better put some more of that anal nutrient cream in. Burke says once a day should do it, but after last night, you could probably use with an extra dose. Bend over!"

I sheepishly grabbed my ankles, exposing myself to Tonya's gaze. She ran a finger lightly over the red starburst that used to be my tight pucker.

"Well, nobody will mistake you for an anal virgin, that's for sure! Those boys rode you hard and put you away wet—wet with man-cream! But it looks better than last night already. My finger won't feel like a big hard cock, but try to think of a cock as I do this, baby!" She dabbed the cream around my wrinkled anus and easily slipped a finger in.

"Imagine a big cock is waiting here to fuck you again." She slid her finger in and out. "Oh yeah, I'm getting you ready for your stud boyfriend! Your little ass is already twitching, wanting his wonderful cock inside!" Her voice was seductive and I blushed as my cock started to harden, as Tonya could easily see. "He loves to feel your muscles tighten around his hard penis, milking his virile sperm from him!" She finger-fucked me for a few more strokes and then withdrew.

I straightened up, my rampant erection jutting out ridiculously. But Tonya seemed overjoyed. She took my cock in her hand and kissed me.

"Oh, Johnny!" she said while squeezing my hardness. "I'd hoped we'd find some kinky sides to you. But the charge you get out of sucking cocks and being fucked by them: it's wonderful! Since you've given up pussy, God has given you another love to replace it!"

"Yeah...," I hesitantly agreed. God? I didn't think he was usually found in the ass-fucking neighborhood. But if you listened to Tonya, you'd think it was a holy miracle.

As we hurried out the door a while later, Tonya reminded me.

"We have an appointment with Dr. Rosenwald at 6. She has appointments for her 'special' patients after her regular office hours. We mustn't impose on her generosity, so make sure you leave the office in plenty of time.“

"OK, honey," I replied.

I left work at the stroke of 5. When my boss noticed my haste, I just said, "Doctor's appointment," and spread my hands. Tonya smiled when she got home and saw me ready to go.

"So you're as excited about this as I am, eh?" she suggested. Well, I knew better than to stand in the way of anything Tonya wanted. Of course I'd also gotten used to taking her orders without question. I was curious but a little puzzled at her excitement. It was just a check-up, wasn't it?

When we got to Dr. Rosenwald's office she met us at the door and let us in herself, as the rest of the staff had gone home. We were the only patients. Dr. Rosenwald was a little older than us, but a tall, good-looking woman.

"So nice to meet you! Nikki's told me that she met a great new couple!" She stepped back from Tonya and eyed her appraisingly. "Oh, Tonya! The men at the Club will be glad to meet you!"

"Thank you, Dr. Rosenwald!" Tonya blushed.

"Oh, please call me Maxine." She turned to me. "And you must be Johnny." She looked me up and down. "You're Tonya's cuckold. Yes, you look like you'll fit in too. Come back to the exam room. I'll introduce you to my nurse, Tammy."

Tammy met us in a large exam room with a large exam table, chairs, and a side area for lab tests. Tammy was a little shorter than Maxine but solidly built, wearing full white nurse's uniform.

"Tonya and Johnny, this is my nurse, Tammy. Tammy is also my cuckold!"

I looked at Tammy in shock! Except for a squarer, more muscular build there was nothing to suggest that "she" was a man.

"When she's not being my nurse, Tammy is my husband, Tom," Maxine revealed. "Tammy will need to take blood and urine samples. Johnny, you can drink the rest of Tonya's piss after we take what we need for the tests!"

I blushed and looked at her with shock.

"I know! Isn't Nikki a naughty girl to tell me all your secrets? But doctor knows best, after all! And after you visit the Club, you'll see there's no need to worry! We love a man who appreciates a woman's piss!

"Well, first Tammy will get the blood tests and then I'll give you an exam." Tammy drew our blood, then Maxine directed us to remove our clothes. I looked around for a hospital gown and saw none.

"Pish-posh, Johnny, no gowns here! Birthday suits! There's nothing you've got—or don't have—that the Club members won't see! Might as well get used to it!"

I started to remove my clothes, until Dr. Rosenwald saw that I was wearing women's underwear.

"Oh, Johnny, how nice! Leave on your nice underthings! I want to admire them!" She made me turn around so she could see my matching peach camisole and panty set.

"Oh, they're darling! Do you like them, Johnny?"

"Well, uh, yeah, they're ... well, sort of ... well, sexy. You know, silky feeling. And, well, I guess, it's like, uh, well, sort of naughty. to be wearing them and, uh, nobody else knows," I stammered.

"And do they make your little tool hard?" she asked while she stroked the burgeoning woody pushing against the front of my panties. She looked at Tonya. "I assume it is little, isn't it?" Tonya nodded with a look like, 'Duh! Of course!' Dr. Rosenwald ran a finger over the silky fabric covering my chest. "And do your little nipples get hard?"

I shivered at the touch of this woman I'd barely met ten minutes ago.

"Yes, doctor," I admitted huskily.

"Good!" She looked at Tonya. "Going to see Natalie and Burke?"

"Maybe. Maybe after Saturday night. One step at a time."

"Excellent! The Club can always use some more b-girls! Johnny could be very popular! The men who fancy that kind of girl would be fighting over a dainty tidbit like him!"

It bothered me to hear them discussing my future as if I weren't involved. Talking about me being some kind of girl! But my damn cock throbbed at the phrase "men fighting over him"! It was one thing to be fucked, but it was another thing altogether to be desired. The idea of being desired made the hair stand up on the back of my neck and a warm flush ooze down my spine!

The doctor turned from me temporarily to examine Tonya, who stood unashamedly au naturel.

'You are a beauty, Tonya," the lady doctor judged. To my amazement Dr. Rosenwald took one ample breast in her hand and stroked Tonya's pink nipple with her thumb. "Gorgeous breasts," she said, squeezing the one she held. "All natural." I was startled when she lowered her mouth to the teat and suckled on it, while she reached up and tweaked the other breast. Tonya groaned.

"Very responsive," the doctor noted. She reached down and ran her fingers through Tonya's slit and held up two wet fingers. "Very responsive!"

She directed Tonya to lie down on the exam table and raise her legs, exposing her rapidly swelling vulva. Dr. Rosenwald stroked Tonya's pussy, bringing juices up from Tonya's vagina to her clit and circling it sensuously, while she kissed her! This might be one of the “surprises” Nikki had hinted at! Dr. Rosenwald dipped her fingers inside Tonya’s vagina and brought them back to the clitoris again and again, and soon Tonya was moaning.

"A nice tight cunny, but plenty of room for a nice thick cock or dildo." She lowered her mouth to Tonya's cunt and began to lick and suck her. "A delicious taste and what a delectable aroma!" She intoned, as if we were at a wine tasting. She returned to finger-fucking Tonya while feasting on her love button.

"Tammy, bring me a number 2," Maxine directed. Tammy opened a cabinet and withdrew a medium-large black double-headed Cyberskin dildo and handed it to the physician. She pressed it to Tonya's hole and Tonya groaned loudly and hunched her hips toward the doctor. Dr. Rosenwald worked it into Tonya's pussy, which stretched to accept the phallus. Tonya began to whimper as Maxine stroked the dildo in and out.

"Put your feet in these stirrups, darling," Maxine told Tonya. The high stirrups obscenely spread Tonya's legs wide open, while pulling her butt up to expose her anus. With one hand keeping the dildo in place, Dr. Rosenwald stroked Tonya's inviting asshole.

"My, but we've had some guests here, haven't we?" She reached for an open jar of lube on the tray and dabbed some around Tonya's starburst. She rubbed around in a circle thoughtfully and then dipped just a fingertip in, stretching the tissue in a circular pattern.

"Just right! Elastic, resilient, but I suspect able to be nicely accommodating! Tammy, get me the Triple Dip!" Tammy went to the cabinet And found what appeared to be a specialty dildo, still black Cyberskin, in three sections with narrower places in between the bulbous places. I guessed it was some kind of combination dildo / butt plug. No doubt where that was going!

The whole scene was incredibly arousing! I was trembling with excitement, a large stain of pre-cum spreading across the tented front of my panties. The combination of the clinical setting, Dr. Rosenwald's scientific-sounding comments, and the depraved lesbian eroticism that was actually going on, had me out of my mind with lust! A simple physical, my eye!

Dr. Rosenwald sunk two lube-swathed fingers into Tonya's exposed anus and sparks went off in my brain, shorting out all rational thought! Only the psychedelic unreality and hypnotic power of the scene before me kept me from pulling out my rampant erection and pumping it frantically. I couldn't move or think: I could only absorb the pure erotic energy through my eyes.

Tonya gasped and whimpered as Maxine added wicked anal stimulation to the already high arousal that lesbian foreplay and vaginal penetration had wrought. Tonya cried out in pain or delight as Dr. Rosenwald twisted her fingers this way and that. When she placed the evil-looking dildo / butt plug against Tonya's asshole, Tonya began to moan and whip her head from side to side, as if shaking her head "No!" In slow motion.

Tonya panted as the first segment of the dildo wedged open her sphincter and settled into the first narrowing.

"Tammy, come open my lab coat!" Dr. Rosenwald barked to her "nurse." Tammy unbuttoned the front of the doctor's short, tight-fitting lab coat to reveal that she was naked underneath! Maxine ran a finger through her already wet cleft and then inserted the other end of the vaginal dildo into her own honeypot. She closed her eyes as if transported by the filling of her own emptiness. With one hand on the butt plug and one holding the other dildo inside her, she began to fuck Tonya's cunt!

I felt as if my eyes would pop out of my head and my heart would burst from the pounding of the excitement through my veins! It was like the first time I'd watched Brian fuck Tonya: an overwhelming whirlpool of excitement, lust, elation, need, and fear. It was like the most potent, most addictive drug.

Tonya writhed under Maxine as the dildo stroked in and out of her. Her cunt blossomed like some impossible fleshy flower, and pussy juice dripped from her, down onto the butt plug. Then Maxine pushed the plug deeper into Tonya's rectum. Tonya strangled out a cry. It was then that I grasped the significance of the "Triple Dip" moniker for the butt plug: each segment was a little thicker than the previous one, so as soon as the victim's anus had accustomed itself to the invasion, her asshole would be stretched even more to admit the next thickness. Each narrowing was a little bit thicker as well, so that although it offered some respite from the wider part, the receiver's ass was forced to stretch more and more even when resting. And of course the narrowing kept the victim's ass from expelling the plug altogether.

I think the facts dawned on Tonya about the same time as on me, for at that moment she started bucking her hips as if trying to extricate herself from the onslaught. Dr. Rosenwald was both aroused and stern.

"No, Tonya! Don't fight it! You will open yourself up to me! Submit to me! Take me up your cunt and ass! Show me that you are a dirty whore who lives only for sexual pleasure! Don't fight it! Love it! Lose yourself in it!

"Oh, God! I don't know when a body has excited me like yours! You are pure sex, pure sin!" Maxine fucked herself with the other end of the dildo and mad gleam came into her eyes. "You make me want to take you, to split you open, to drive you wild! I may not have a cock, but I know how to make a woman come and come until she wants to die!"

The smell of the two women's cunts filled the room as they drove each other to new heights of arousal. Maxine was thrusting her hips at Tonya, fucking herself and Tonya at the same time. She looked over at me.

"I'm more of a man than you are!" she crowed. "I can fuck her better than you ever did! Admit it!"

"I'm ... I'm not even as much of a man as you," I told her. She smiled. She let go of the dildo and rubbed her thumb over Tonya's clitoris, tearing moans from Tonya's throat. At the same time she twisted and pushed on the butt plug, making sure Tonya would not forget about that either. Then her hand flew to her own clit, rubbing it furiously.

"Come for me, Tonya!" Maxine commanded. "Come like you never come for your husband! Come with my two cocks in you!" She worked the butt plug back and forth, pulling and stretching Tonya's sphincter. Then Tonya cried out as the doctor pushed the plug deeper into her rectum, forcing her anus to stretch around the third segment. Maxine toyed with her, jiggling the plug back and forth and then drove it in until it settled into the last narrowing. Tonya whimpered as she felt the end of the plug prod the top of her rectum, filling her ass.

"Yes! You like anal, don't you? Because you're a dirty, dirty girl! You like anything that is depraved! You're greedy for more and more—bigger cocks, more men, anal sex, orgy sex, pee play, dildos, cross dressing, lesbian sex, gay sex, whatever! The doctor knows! So come for the doctor! Climax with my cocks stretching you!"

She slammed her hips forward, swallowing the rest of her end of the dildo, so their two pussies met, pink labia pressing against pink labia, their juices mingling. Maxine banged her pussy against Tonya's. The sight of intimate female flesh against female flesh took my breath away!

And with that Tonya began to scream and convulse as if having a seizure. A guttural, animal roar came out of her and she bucked up against the shafts impaling her. Her eyes were squeezed shut and her face was contorted and she trembled all over.

"Oh God, yes!" Maxine exulted and her eyes feasted on the beautiful spasming female body she'd conquered. Her hand went to her own love button and she scrubbed her clit above the dildo that impaled her as well. As Tonya still bucked and shook, Maxine could feel her convulsions against her pubis and through the phallus connecting them. That was enough to propel her over the top and she began to issue a stream of curse words as her pussy climaxed around the dildo. Their two vulvas pressed against one another, a lewd caricature of natural intercourse.

The room was charged with energy, as if a thunderstorm had passed through. Female sex smell was thick in the room. Both women gasped for air, panting to catch their breaths after the cataclysm that had been their coupling.

"Poor baby," Maxine doted on Tonya, wiping a bead of sweat from her stomach. She lightly stroked Tonya's belly and I wondered if she were belatedly thinking of the developing fetus inches from the obscene dildo fucking Tonya's pussy. Certainly Dr. Rosenwald was not of the opinion that strenuous sex was any risk for a pregnancy!

Tonya groaned as Maxine withdrew the dildo and then swore as the butt plug was extracted. Maxine helped her off the exam table and then took Tonya in her arms, pressing their two naked bodies together full-length. She kissed Tonya hungrily, opening her mouth and probing with her tongue. The doctor reached around and grasped one ass cheek in her hand possessively.

"Pregnant women always excite me, but, my God, you excite me more than any woman I've met in a long time, Tonya! Your body is luscious and your scent ... it promises sex and sex and sex! God, I want you in my own bed! Tonight!"

Tonya kissed her back and smiled. She dipped a finger into the doctor's drenched and swollen cleft and Maxine groaned and closed her eyes, her mouth working soundlessly.

"If Johnny doesn't mind, I suppose I could go home with you," Tonya answered coquettishly.

Maxine turned to me with a wolfish leer.

"Have you been cuckolded by a woman before?"

"Uh, well, uh, Tonya's, uh, slept with, uh, her friend, Audrey."

"But did Audrey fuck her? Before tonight did you ever have to admit, 'Even a woman can fuck my wife better than I can'?"

"No," I whispered, looking down.

"Excellent! So tonight was a new low for you, one more step in your facing your own inadequacies: being cuckolded by a woman." She walked over and touched the wet spot on the front of my panties, now grown to a near-swamp, and felt my rock-hard cock through the silky fabric. "And did you enjoy it?"

Her question electrified me. I snapped my head up and looked her in the eyes, then glanced at Tonya, who had a dreamy well-fucked look on her face and gave me a Mona Lisa smile.

"Yes!" I choked out in a strained voice and then closed my eyes and looked down in shame.

"Men do not recognize how terribly powerful the voyeuristic instinct is. For human beings, watching sex can be as exciting as participating in it. No ape organizes sex shows, but men can hardly resist them. But for a cuckold there is the other part: the joy of humiliation. Did you enjoy the shame of it, Johnny? To see your wife getting more pleasure from my dildos than your little worm ever gave her? Did it excite you to think that even a woman can be more of a man to her than you? To realize how much ecstasy you've been cheating her of all these years?" She continued to lightly stroke my cock through the panties, the lightest touch, but enough to send shivers through me.

"Yes!" I whispered and I cringed to think what Tonya would think of me.

"You loved it, didn't you? You long to see her in the throes of passion at another's hand! You want the orgasms they give her to be ten times, a hundred times better than you could ever give her! You wanted to see her writhe under me. It elated you to know that I was sending her somewhere you never could! Because the higher height of ecstasy sex with others can be for her, the more stark your inadequacy, the more humiliating your failures! And that excites you! The more inadequate and unmanly you feel, the harder your cock, the more glorious your arousal!"

I felt the truth of her words and I did not need to answer, only to nod my head.

"You're happiest when you see that her cunt doesn’t just weep, but it burns for others. It deeply satisfies you to see her even willing to open her ass to them, that she desires them so much that she will debase herself that way. You should thank me. Thank me for giving your wife such ecstasy, and thank me for humiliating you."

She stopped talking and I realized she wanted me to say it.

"Thank you, Dr. Rosenwald, for fucking my wife so well. And ... thank you for ... shaming me ... by showing me how inadequate a lover I am for her." And a thrill of arousal went through me as I pronounced the last phrase. It did excite me that they were so much better than me! I somehow wanted to be shown up, to have my inadequacy exposed for all to see!

"So ask me to take her home to my bed and make glorious love to her. Give our lovemaking your blessing."

"Please ... I want you to take my wife home and fuck her, make love to her. Give her the pleasure she deserves. I would be ... happy for you to do that."

"Very good, Johnny! Very well said! Not only will you be a welcome guest at the Cuck 'n' Bull Club, but I'm sure you and Tonya will become valued members! And I will be happy to take your delightful wife home and make love to her beautiful pussy and raunchy ass again tonight!

"Now time for your exam!"

Maxine lifted the camisole over my head. She noted immediately my shaved chest and underarms.

"Oh! Very good!" She said, running her hands over my bare chest. She rubbed her thumbs over my nipples, tweaking them to hardness. I caught my breath and my eyes fluttered.

"You nipples are very sensitive, aren't they, like a girl's?" she asked as she pinched them and my tremors answered her question. "I very often find that in cuckolds, so much so that I wonder if they are more like women in their wiring.” She bent her head to my chest and sucked one nipple into her mouth. She suckled at my breast, causing me to gasp and wonder if I might shoot without my cock even being touched. She let go of my nipple and continued her lecture.

"The sensitivity of their rectums and prostates suggests the same thing, as if nature meant for them to be fucked rather than to do the fucking. You’ve been fucked, haven’t you, Johnny?"

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“Wasn’t it better for you than when you were fucking women? Wasn’t being fucked at least twice as good?”

I looked at her in shock. I didn’t want to answer that question in front of Tonya!

“It’s all right,” Tonya said. “You can answer truthfully. It won’t hurt my feelings. When you were fucking me it certainly was no great shakes for me!”

I merely nodded my head and looked at the floor.

“I thought so!” Dr. R crowed. She took my other nipple into her mouth, sending me into a deep sub-space. When she let it go it was as if I were coming up from holding my breath underwater. I was clay in her hands now.

The doctor pulled the elastic band of my panties forward, letting my erection pop free.

"Oh. I see the problem." She turned to Tonya. "Nothing but this for two years?" Tonya nodded. "No man on the side? No one-night stands?" Tonya shook her head. "You poor baby! That must have been like being celibate. Are you sure you're not a lesbian?"

"Oh, I'm not saying I didn't masturbate! I did that quite a lot! Obviously. there were vibrators, dildos, broomsticks, bowling pins.... Until Brian, I'd almost forgotten how wonderful a real man's penis could be. How good it feels to be full, to feel a real man's seed pump straight into your womb ... or your ass...." Tonya's voice trailed off with a dreamy look, then she snapped back to the present. "I think I'd almost started to develop a resentment of men in general, because of Johnny disappointing me so. Good thing I decided not to settle anymore."

Ouch! That stung. I felt smaller and ashamed of myself.

"You were on a starvation diet alright!" Maxine let my panties fall down to my ankles. She ran her hands over my denuded pubic patch and then feathered her fingers over my balls.

"You've done a nice job of shaving all that nasty hair. Even from your scrotum, which isn't always easy." I perked up at her praise. "Good mirrors, good lighting, and a good razor are important to keeping yourself completely groomed. Even here," she said as she pulled one ass cheek to the side and ran a finger slowly over my anal area. then she cupped my ass and ran her hands over both globes.

"Very nice and smooth! You have to get good at keeping yourself shaved. Shave at least every second day, to keep clean without too much irritation. Plan so you are shaving on the day you expect male company. Now hormones can help slow and lighten your hair growth—if you decide to go that way I'm happy to prescribe for you. Laser hair removal is the ultimate, but it is expensive."

She grasped my penis lightly and pulled the loose skin back and forth, masturbating me.

"Do you like that?" She asked. "Are you very close to shooting?"

"I ... I'm not sure...."

"Oh, unacceptable! You need to learn all the signs, all the sensations, so that you can control whether you shoot or not at your wife's command. A good cuckold should be able to keep himself right there on the edge, on the brink of ejaculating, hard as hard, for as long as his mistress desires. You need to learn the techniques to pull yourself back, to quell the urge until you have permission—if at all!" She turned to Tonya. "Do you let him masturbate? Do you let him come whenever he wants?"

"Oh, my, yes!" Tonya replied. "I mean, it's his main pleasure in life, after all. He's in love with his little penis. It would be too much to deny him my pussy and that pleasure too. I mean, look at that peepee. It's designed for whacking off, isn't it? What else would it be good for? Not even a gay guy could get too excited over that."

"Well, that is a very generous attitude. Many cuckoldresses agree with you, that all those squirts can't dull their enthusiasm too much, as long as the jerking off underlines their humiliation. Being a wanker debases them, destroys their little shards of masculinity. Compared to the glorious pleasures of self-humiliation, jerking off itself is about as exciting as getting a haircut."

She turned to me. "Johnny, you haven't come tonight, have you? Would you give up watching me fuck Tonya so that you could jerk off?"

"No!" I cried.

"Isn't that marvelous? Wasn't that a peak experience for you? Seeing your wife being taken by another person, to heights of ecstasy you can't even imagine? To be right here, in lady's underwear, showing us all you are at most a half-man, maybe less, but oozing pre-cum all over yourself, you are so aroused! Wasn't that better than ten wanks?"

"Yes! Yes!"

"See! Mere sex pales next to the mind-fuck. But orgasm, um, 'discipline' can be another part of the mind-fuck. To have to say, 'Mother, may I?' before they come, it thrills them! They're giving up control of their most prized possession, the one the rest of the world scorns, but closest to their heart. Just as he gave up your pussy and it thrilled him to do it, he'll give up control of his penis and learn to love that too."

She looked closely at my rigid erection and watched it pulse as she pulled the skin up and down slowly and gently. A large glob of pre-cum oozed from the slit.

"He's a good seeper. The cuckolds are the kings of pre-cum: they stay excited but unfulfilled for so long at a time." She collected the clear fluid on her fingertip and held it up to my mouth for me to lick off. "A real man lubes up and then he fucks something. But a cuck stays in the in-between world, sometimes for hours." She squeezed some more out of my straining woody and fed it to me.

"Now, Johnny, you tell me if you start to get too excited. You don't have permission to come. If you're afraid you are going to come without permission, you shout!" She lazily pulled the loose skin up and down, just feathering the hard tissue beneath.

"It's called 'edging.' You have him keep it hard, almost at the point of orgasm, but not quite. At first it's exciting, but then his little cockette wants to come so bad that it almost has a mind of its own. He has to learn to pay attention to every little twinge and swelling and bob and throb to know before it's too late. There's tricks to learn: how to breathe, to relax, to squeeze, to clench. Oh, look how red it's getting!"

"Oh! Uh! Uh!" I was so close. "Stop! Stop!"

Dr. Rosenwald snatched her hand away.

"Breathe, Johnny! Breathe! Don't tense! Just relax!"

My cock jumped and I was sure it was too late, but I focused on my breathing and after a long second, I could sense that the crisis was averted.

"Good boy! A good cuckold is a boy who doesn't come! But that was too close. There's a load of cum right at the base of your little cock now. You almost shot, but that cum is still there. You can feel it. There's a heavy, too full feeling in your groin. You're on a hair trigger now. If you keep masturbating now, you'll have no warning: it's poised to come out. The only thing to do now is to milk you."

A wave of arousal swept over me at those words and my cock twitched its head up. I caught my breath and feared I'd shoot right then, sticking out into mid-air.

"Oh, look, he likes that idea! Breathe, Johnny! Don't tense up. Relax. Breathe."

'Milk me,' I thought. Oh, that sounded so dirty, so perverted. To treat me like a cow, a farm animal. They were going to do it to me. I shivered.

"You'll have to learn to be an expert at milking, Tonya. We'll show you. We have a little apparatus that will help you. It's a very useful thing to help him learn orgasm control and erection control. With milking he'll be able to wank for hours without coming. He'll be able to tiptoe right on that line, to keep his cock straining for orgasm, but you'll keep it ju-u-ust out of his reach!"

Even as Maxine talked about this all as some kind of medieval torture, erotic currents were shooting through my brain, to hear her talking about controlling and using and demeaning me! I was aroused, almost eager to be used however she wanted!

"Get up on the table on your hands and knees, Johnny," the doctor ordered. I crawled up there without hesitation. She was right: my cock and groin felt uncomfortably congested. Something had to give. I wasn't sure if jerking off would even feel good right now—it was as something were plugged up.

"Dr. Rosenwald will make it all better, Johnny. You just have to be a little patient. We have to look at your cute little ass for a second. Spread your knees as wide as you can. Show me your little fuck-hole!"

I spread myself wider, knowing I was exposing my distended asshole for her inspection. It was an awkward position.

"Back your ass toward me, Johnny. Get yourself lower." That had the effect of my 'presenting' my ass to her. Her fingers traced the curves and folds of my enlarged anus.

"My, my. We're had some company, and very recently. And rather large, I'd say. Dildo or the genuine article?"

"A little of both, but mostly the real thing," Tonya answered.

"When?"

"Last night!"

"Well, well. And did you enjoy it, Johnny? Did you like having a man's big cock fuck you?"

"Yes!" I hissed. My mouth went dry. "I ... liked it ... a lot."

"Enough to let five different men fuck him last night!" Tonya told her.

"Oh my! You really really like a man's cock fucking you! And the dildo? Who? How?"

"That was me!" Tonya crowed. "After all that cock, I had to show him his ass still belongs to me!"

"Right you are! What a vixen!" Maxine stopped to kiss Tonya. "I can't wait to get you into my bed!"

Tonya ran a hand through her own pussy lips and replied, "Neither can I!" My cock throbbed at the thought that they'd be entwined again later tonight!

Maxine turned back to me. She slipped a lubed finger into my rectum.

"Do you have some of Burke's anal nutrient cream?"

"Yes."

"Good, because he needs it."

"Oh, you should have seen him last night. It's already done wonders."

"Keep using it every day." She started feeling around inside me and groaned when her finger found my prostate.

"Oh, you like things in your bum, don't you, you little slut? Most of the cuck boys do. Lucky for them, because that's the only fucking their going to get!" I moaned again as she started pressing hard on my prostate.

"Does it feel good?"

"Yes-s-s," I hissed.

"Tammy, collect his milk." ‘Tammy’ held a specimen cup below my turgid penis, hanging down like a cow's teat. Then Dr. Rosenwald started really pressing hard on my prostate. I felt a strange stirring at the base of my cock, like a burning sensation, and then a feeling as if I had to pee. I looked at the end of my cock and saw a drop of semen form and then drip into the cup. Then another drop, then another, followed by a dribble. And then another dribble.

"You do him, Tonya. If you don't have long fingers you might have to really stretch. Don’t be afraid to press hard. You're squeezing it out, like wringing a sponge. Rake it from farthest in back toward you.

I felt Tonya's finger slide into me and press tentatively on my prostate. My cock was stiff, but she only got a few drips out.

"With your long fingernails you can't really press hard enough," Maxine noticed. "That's where The Rake really comes in handy! Tammy?"

Tammy handed Dr. Rosenwald a clear plastic implement. It was slightly curved with a slightly broadened and flattened end. Dr. R held it up.

"This tip is shaped to squeeze the whole width of the prostate at once. The curve lets you get some leverage to be able to press it hard enough. The material is extremely smooth, so it won't hurt Johnny's rectum. You start at the far end of the prostate and rally rake down it, to rake out all his milk. It's much faster and more thorough—and safer, really."

Dr. R pushed two lubed fingers into me, stretching me wider easily. Without realizing it I gave a low moan.

"He's really anal, isn't he? He's really going to get into being a fuck-toy for men," Maxine predicted. "Johnny's got all kinds of possibilities. You just have to nurture that potential."

I felt her slide the massager past my sphincter. It felt it press down and suddenly it felt as if I'd lost control of my bladder. But as I looked down, instead of pee dribbling, I saw white cum dribbling out of my cock! It was the strangest feeling, to feel it running out, with no orgasm and no effort on my part—t was being forced out of me! It certainly was no stream, but it was a dribble with every pull of "The Rake."

"Oh my! That really works!" Tonya exclaimed. "How exciting! Let me try it!" Tonya took the handle of the extractor that protruded from my anus. Her first pull produced a disappointing drop or two.

"Start a little further in," Maxine suggested. "You should feel a little bump. That's right." Tonya's next effort produced a dribble of several drops of semen.

Maxine examined the contents of the specimen cup.

"He might be about milked out. I assume he spurted last night?"

"Twice!"

"Well, then, this is a pretty good yield considering. These little fellas don't produce as much semen as a stud would. It's as if Nature knows somehow that it's a waste of effort, since there won't be any egg for it to fertilize! Considering the amount he must have ejaculated last night, he must have been really turned on by watching me fuck you to have produced all this!"

Maxine held the cup under my cock and took hold of my shaft. She squeezed it base to tip, extracting few more drips of semen. Then she began to masturbate me again. My penis was not fully hard now, but soon she had it stiff. Being on my hands and knees, I was like a cow being milked. The incongruity of the image made me feel degraded and used—which of course only made me more aroused.

"See? I cans stroke him all I want now and he won't shoot. The milking relieves the pressure to come. Of course, dry ejaculations are possible, but it will take a lot of stimulation before that happens. And there will be plenty of warnings before that happens, for you or him to know to back off. If anything he might have a little trouble keeping it hard after a milking. But that's just as well for a pantied sissy. His little cock just looks that much cuter when it's limp."

"How's that feel, Johnny?" Tonya asked.

"It felt strange, but I'm OK."

"If you take my advice and have him do some orgasm control practice, I can guarantee you he'll be begging you to milk him! When those glands get all backed up with sperm the boys don't like how it feels. So they'll either be disobedient and deliberately have an 'accident,' or they'll plead with you to milk them! I love that, when Tammy gets down on all fours, points her ass at me, and begs me to milk her cum! Life is good then!"

Maxine let go of my cock.

"Oh, I love a little cockette when it's all red and angry-looking, pre-cum dripping, but no place to stick it! Johnny, sit up, but keep your little peepee all hard and angry! That's right, just beat it a little while longer. I want you to pay attention to how it feels when it’s been hard so long and been so, so close to coming and yet you're still jerking it. How hard is it? How close is it to spurting? That's what I want you to concentrate on. How much do you need to pump it to keep it hard? How hard dare you get it without getting past the 'point of no return'?"

She handed me the specimen cup.

"Here, drink your cream up. Your cum isn't fit to go in anyone else's body, so it has to stay in yours. . It's always your mess to clean up." I tipped the cup to my lips and watched the watery pearly stuff ooze down to my tongue, while I continued to stroke my abused cock. I felt little twitches that told me that I could ejaculate in a minute or two, despite my milking, but the perilous urgency was not there.

"Lick it all out, Johnny," Dr. R instructed me. "Don't miss a drop. I want you to behave as if any cum, even your own wanking cum, is a great treat. Of course a real man's cum is like mother's milk to a cuckold, but eating your own is good practice, as well as a fitting humiliation. Thank me while you're at it."

"Thank you, doctor. Thank you for milking me. Thank you for letting me drink this cum."

"You're welcome! Now how close are you? Could you come now?"

"Pretty soon, I think I could."

"Slow down then. Just do enough to keep it nice and stiff. Look! You're seeping pre-cum again! Oh, what a cute little weenie you have!"

I was just barely jiggling it, but it was still swollen and starting to have that congested, straining feeling again, lie your head feels with a sinus problem.

"How does it feel?" Maxine asked.

"It feels like it needs to come bad! It's so full!"

"OK, then, let go! Let go of your wick! Just breathe and feel it. Feel how tight and stretched the skin is. Feel where the blood is, where the cum is. Where do you feel swollen? Where does the blood pool? Where does the urge to shoot come from? Where does it start? How strong is it? Feel it all! Learn it all!"

She ran her hands over my chest and lightly stroked my nipples.

"Feel your excitement! it's not just in your cock! Let your whole body feel it! Let the excitement spread from your cock to your whole body!" She continued to stroke my chest, then my ass, and, running a finger over my anus, lightly toyed with my pucker. I groaned.

“This is how you want him a lot of the time, so near the edge!” the doctor explained. “Johnny, we want you to come to love this state, better than having an orgasm, to love being so aroused and staying there! Good boy!”

She turned to Tonya.

"We need a clean-catch midstream urine sample. So you need to start peeing, then we get the sample, then you finish. Since Johnny loves your piss, we might as well use him!"

I welcomed something else to think about other than how uncomfortably swollen my whole pelvis felt. Maxine had me lie on the floor and Tonya squatted over me. The aroma of her previous arousal was still delicious.

"Lick her pee hole clean, Johnny!" Maxine directed me and I eagerly licked away the dried pussy juice Maxine had fucked out of her. I imagined I was belatedly taking part in their union.

"OK, now start your stream, Tonya." The dark gold urine jetted out of Tonya's urethra and splashed hot and salty on my tongue. Tammy stood by with a specimen cup and caught the stream, filling the cup. Then Tonya finished emptying her bladder into my mouth.

Maxine looked at my still-hard penis.

"See, Tammy! Drinking her piss excites him! His poor abused cock is still hard even though he's not even touching it! What a gem he is, Tonya!" She looked to Tonya. "May I ...?"

"By all means! Be my guest!" Tonya replied, taking her meaning.

And with no more ceremony than that, Maxine lowered her own fragrant pussy near my mouth and a moment later her own golden piss was joining Tonya's. I swallowed it all as Maxine emptied her bladder; now my stomach sloshed with all its unnatural contents. But my cock stayed hard, as the feeling of complete submission to women coursed through me.

"Oh, I love that! It makes me feel like a queen! To empty my waste into a man's mouth!" She reached behind her and grasped my rigid cock. "And he loves it! Tonya, you have a slut on your hands. All the more reason to exercise some discipline."

"Oh, I know he's a slut after last night. I sent him over to watch Monday Night Football with my boyfriend and he ended up giving four blow jobs and getting fucked by all five of the men there!"

"Naughty, naughty boy!” Maxine tsked.

"Actually I was proud of him! I want Johnny to explore his gay side. He didn't even know he had one until I started to use my dildo on him. When I saw how much he enjoyed that cock, it was only natural to guess he might like the real thing even more. And boy-howdy, once we broke that barrier, it turns out he probably likes cocks more than pussy!"

"Well, good thing, because he won't be getting any pussy, will he? That goes right with my theory. I think cuck boys don't have as much testosterone as real men, or maybe they didn't get enough ‘T’ at some crucial time, like in the womb or at puberty. That's probably why their little peepees are stunted too. But it makes cock-sucking and butt-fucking come naturally to them too." She picked up my satin camisole and swirled it around my erect cock. "Not to mention silky drawers and petticoats!"

"And he looks so cute in them too!" Tonya laughed.

"Yes, he does!" Maxine agreed. Then she took Tonya in her arms and kissed her. "But he doesn't look half as good as you look to me, my dear! Time for us to adjourn to my boudoir!"

Tonya looked seductively into Maxine's eyes.

"I can't wait," she said huskily.

Maxine bid me to get up.

"You're sure you don't object, Johnny? You don't mind my making love to your beautiful wife all night?"

"No, I don't object," I replied, feeling the familiar thrill of being cuckolded go through me. "I ... I want you to. It would please me to know that Tonya was being well taken care of."

Tonya looked at me. She looked happy and excited. She blew me a kiss, but quickly turned to Maxine.

"Tommy will drive you home tomorrow morning," Maxine assured her. "You need to tell Johnny if he has your permission to masturbate tonight or not."

"Oh, I think he's been a dear! How about this? Johnny, I want you to masturbate for fifteen minutes without coming, thinking about Maxine and me making love. Then I want you to masturbate for fifteen minutes without coming while watching videos of men making love to each other: gay porn, cocksucking and butt-fucking. After that you can come as much as you want, as long as you are looking at gay porn, OK?"

"All right."

"Oh, I almost forget! We still need a urine sample from you! And look at that stiffy you still have there! Tonya and I are impatient to go! We don’t have time to wait and see when you finally go soft! I know: Tammy, get the ice!"

I didn't like the sound of that. Tammy returned with a basin full of ice cubes and a towel.

"I'm afraid this will be a little unpleasant at first, but it will only take a minute. It's 100% effective," Maxine told us.

I yelped as they wrapped a towel around my junk and dumped the ice onto it. Within a minute my cock has shrunk to a stub.

"Problem solved!" Maxine crowed. Tammy held out the specimen cup and I was able to fill it. I wasn't going to tell them, but after my prolonged blue balls, it actually felt good to be limp again, although my groin still felt congested.

We got dressed and they got in Maxine's car and drove off to her house, while I drove home. By the time I got halfway home, I had a hard-on again, thinking of Tonya in Maxine's bed and thinking of being assigned "masturbation practice" by my own wife!

I got out a jar of lube and smeared it over my cock. I pictured Maxine taking Tonya in her arms, her nipples brushing against Tonya's. The image of their two softnesses pressing against each other made my cock jump. I imagined how Tonya would respond to Maxine's touch, her vagina lubricating, her labia swelling with arousal. Maxine had excited desire in her that I could not!

I gasped with arousal as that thought filled my mind. My penis swelled as I thought, 'She wants her more than she wants me!" My hand felt so good sliding up my greasy shaft, but I shook and had to let go, fearful that I might have already gone too far! I reminded myself to breathe, to relax, to let the urge to ejaculate pass. My cock was red and angry-looking again. I looked at the clock: I'd only been masturbating for five minutes! I had 25 more minutes of this!

After about ten seconds I knew that I'd dodged the bullet, but I waited another ten seconds before I carefully grasped my penis in my greasy hand. A blob of pre-cum oozed from the tip and mixed with the lube, making it slicker and frothy. I dared only stroke myself lightly and slowly, but it felt so good!

I imagined Maxine's fingers dipping into Tonya's honeypot, collecting her dew and spreading it over her swollen labia. I pictured Tonya hunching her hips into Maxine's hand, urgently wanting to feel Maxine's fingers stroke her engorged G-spot. Could I offer her such a night of transcendent sexual pleasure? I cringed as I admitted the truth to myself. Tonya felt more desire for a woman she'd only just met than she'd ever felt for me.

Even as I tried to stroke myself slowly, I realized with anxiety that I was perilously close to coming. I released my grip but my cock throbbed menacingly. I gasped, but to my relief the crisis passed.

Would this be the first of many nights in Maxine's arms? Would tonight awaken a lust for women as well as men? Would I have to share my wife with a cavalcade of lusty women as well as a parade of well-hung men?

My cock twitched at the idea of a woman's mouth sucking on Tonya's pussy as she bucked in orgasm. It throbbed as I pictured Tonya spreading her legs for a thick dildo strapped to another woman's groin. But I did not pray for it not to happen. The idea that Tonya would reach the heights of ecstasy with a woman excited rather than daunted me! I imagined Maxine's bedroom reeking with the scent of two vaginas, excited with lust for each other and I had to let go of my cock and wait a long time before I could grasp it again.

I looked at the clock and was dismayed that only 13 minutes had gone by. I stroked my penis a few times and then had to let go. I could only go ten seconds on and then ten seconds off. I recalled Maxine's directions, to pay attention to my internal sensations. Where was the pressure? What told me how close I was? I could feel a strong temptation to stroke it a few more times, just a few more seconds. My libido wanted to seduce me into going a little too far, to where that forbidden ejaculation would be unstoppable.

I looked at my watch: I had made it to 15 minutes. But how could I stand another 15? I clicked into the gay website Tonya'd subscribed me to (not easy to do left-handed!). Which would be harder: to hold back when indulging in my own fantasies or while watching porn?

I clicked on a video of two handsome young men, both well-endowed. They kissed and stroked each other. That part always made me uncomfortable. Did I want that? Could I do that? But when one of the men dropped to his knees and began kissing and licking the others' engorged penis, there was no doubt about that. I felt a thrill go through me. My mouth went dry. Oh yeah, I wanted that!

I watched the thick shaft disappear into the first man's mouth and I wanted it to be my mouth on that organ! 'Oh, God!' I sighed to myself. I remembered Mitch's fat cock filling my mouth and I shivered. I could almost taste it, feel its heat, feel its heavy meatiness. My hand slid up and down my own miniature replica and I groaned with pleasure.

I gasped and let go of my erection and it bobbed angrily in the air. My eyes were glued to the screen and I wished I could change places with the actor on his knees. I would gladly worship that stranger's phallic idol.

I had to let off stroking myself for almost a minute. By then the actors had changed places and the second man was fellating the first. But I'd switched places in my mind! I imagined that I was sucking this new cock. I wanted to taste it, to feel its hardness, to coax its semen into my gullet.

The idea of being the man who got sucked only made me feel ashamed. Who would want to suck my little thing? Would it bring anyone the joy that I'd felt with a big thick cock in my mouth? Tonya'd convinced me that I didn't deserve it, that anyone who did that to me would be doing it out of pity. My erection lost some of its starch at that thought. The only thing exciting to me about Bobbie's cock was the forbiddenness of it. But the organ itself could not thrill me the way Brian's or Chad's did. 'Of course, that's how Tonya felt all those years," I thought with chagrin.

I was losing steam now. My erection threatened to wilt. I had to focus my thoughts. By now the actors in the video had progressed to fucking. I watched with fascination as the camera zoomed in on the crucial moment when cock met anus and the head pressed into that ring of muscles. I whimpered with excitement as I saw the sphincter pushed inward as it resisted, and I relived that moment, recalling that piquant fear that nothing that thick could ever fit in me.

I urged the video penis on, prayed for it to press forward, beseeched the receiver to take that magnificent cock deep, deep inside. I sighed with delight as the head disappeared, swallowed by the ravening maw of the second man's ass. My cock swelled back to life as I closed my eyes and let my mind awaken the sense memories of how all those cocks had forced me, filled me just last night. Sore as I had been, my ass twitched now with pleasure at the thought of hot meat sliding in, squeezing its way toward my prostate. I stroked myself and panted at those memories! I drew delightful sensations from my reddened and glistening cock.

I opened my eyes and drank it in as I watched the full length and breadth of that cock disappear and reappear from that tunnel, sliding easily now. I watched the anal ring cling and caress that shaft. I was mesmerized by the sight! I could watch that endlessly, each thrust fascinating, just as one can watch waves crash on the beach and never tire of it. As soon as the cock was out, I wanted to see it go back in, and as soon as it was in, I could not wait for it to slide back out. Each stroke was a thing of beauty, I thought.

Somehow all those thoughts, all the watching, all the feelings, all the sensations did not drive me into a frenzy. Instead I settled into a warm sexual cocoon, without urgency. I masturbated my greasy swollen cock slowly, almost reverently. I wasn't frantic to come: it was if I were offering up my horniness as a tribute to this pair. I was applauding their fucking with my palm. 'This is the sound of one hand clapping!' I thought, 'the squish of lube as I stroke myself,' and idea sounded inspired to me.

I looked at the time bar on the movie and realized that the 15 minutes had almost elapsed. I picked up my rhythm as I watched the man's cock fuck his friend's ass harder and harder. I urged him to orgasm, to let his lover feel his spasms, to plant his seed deep in those bowels. I timed my strokes to bring my peak in unison with theirs. As the fucker announced with cries that he was unloading, the camera zoomed in on his cock buried balls-deep in his partner's ass.

I imagined the sensations the receiver was feeling and I pounded my cock. As the first man pulled out, leaving the second man's ass gaping and cum oozing from the distended orifice, I cried out and cum spurted into my hand! My urethra felt like fire, but the output was meager and watery. My spasms went on and on, but little more came out.

I licked up my own cum just as the actor in the movie licked up the semen dripping from the chasm his cock had created. I wished I could be tasting the creamy cum in the video rather than the almost clear and bitter goop in my hand. I grabbed a Kleenex and wiped off my right hand and closed the video.

I was exhausted from the evening's activities despite the relatively early hour. I tried to get interested in a hockey game, but my mind kept going back to Maxine's house. What were they doing now? I asked myself if I felt abandoned or resentful. But how could I? Could I offer Tonya the ecstasy Maxine could give her? Could I deny her that delight by selfishly insisting on my "husbandly rights"? Or should I be happy for her, glad of her joy, as if she were in love with horseback riding or roller coasters?

I imagined her cunt—or better, her ass—clutching Maxine's dildo as it pistoned in and out of her. I pictured Maxine's tits hanging down, her nipples dragging across Tonya's as she thrust back and forth. I imagined Tonya writhing under Maxine, delight coursing through her! I pictured her mouth hanging open as passion overwhelmed her.

How did I feel? I felt glad! I felt eager for her orgasm to take her where I could not. My love went out to her. 'Enjoy yourself, Tonya!' I thought to myself. My cock stirred in response. It tried to rise, but I did not have another erection in me. Instead I just had a warm feeling that suffused through my groin.

When I finally went to bed I first got out the anal cream and fingered it into myself. I thought back to the gay video I'd watched. I definitely wanted to be ready for the next chance I got. I fell asleep picturing Tonya asleep, wrapped in Maxine's arms.


-Day 75 Wednesday-

I woke up and showered. As I sat down to breakfast, Tonya came in.

"Did you have a nice time?" I asked.

Tonya's hand went down to her crotch and she shook her shoulders in a mock shiver. “Oh, Johnny ... I had a wonderful time!" She smiled dreamily. "I didn't know I could ... respond to a woman like that! It's quite an eye-opener." She walked over to me and held my head and kissed my temple.

"Poor baby! Not only big-dicked studs, but even a woman can be a better lover than you! Did you do your orgasm control practice like you were told?"

"Uh-huh."

"Good boy!" She drew The Rake out of her purse. "Maxine sold me one of these. I'm supposed to empty you every day. It keeps you nice and horny without having to shoot all the time. We'll use it tonight—I have to get ready for work now."

"Did you have breakfast?"

"Well, let's say that I've 'already eaten' this morning and I've completely 'satisfied my appetite'!" She wiggled her shoulders and went off to shower. I waited for her to be ready before I took off.

"Baby, come here!" She said with her arms open wide. She crushed me to her in a great hug. "I love you so much! Knowing that you are waiting here for me lets me feel so free to let myself go and really enjoy myself with others. While Maxine made love to me I didn't feel guilty or ashamed, because I knew you were here, beating your meat, picturing us together! Was that exciting for you, knowing a woman was making love to your wife?"

"Yes, very," I husked softly, my mouth dry.

"Oh, you are so precious! Have no doubt, husband, that you never gave me one orgasm in our whole marriage as good as those Maxine gave me last night. As a lover, she stands head and shoulders above you!"

"So ... she really turned you on?"

"Oh my, yes! I must be as surprised as you were when you found out how much cocks turn you on! Now, I don't think I'm going to switch teams. I love a big hard cock as much as you do. But for a change of pace now and then, after last night I'm sure I'll take a stroll on the lesbo side now and then! I love a hard muscular body, but the curves and softness of a woman's body: it has something undeniably sexy about it!"

I felt that strange mix of jealousy, humiliation, and arousal as Tonya spoke. It felt good to receive praise and gratitude from her, even while she noted my inadequacies. The idea of her climaxing repeatedly under Maxine's hand—or tongue, or dildo—warmed and excited me, where a normal, sane man would be in a jealous rage!

She kissed me again and we each headed off to work.

After dinner that night Tonya announced she was eager to try her hand at The Rake, but she thought I'd better work up some sperm for her to extract first. She assigned me "masturbation practice." This time she told me to watch gay videos and jerk off without coming for a half hour. She told me she'd supervise, so she had me do it right in the living room while she read!

It felt strange dropping my pants and greasing up my cock in front of her while she opened a book. It wasn't as if she hadn't seen me masturbate plenty, but usually she was providing my inspiration at the same time. To have her just sitting there reading while I beat my meat a few feet away felt humiliating. It reminded me of after-school detention, where we'd write out sentences 100 times while the teacher graded papers!

Once the video got playing I didn't have much trouble getting hard. In fact, it wasn't long before I was having to stop and start to avoid going off too soon.

Tonya looked over.

"So soon? Are you ready to spurt already? You're either a horny little bugger or you've got a 'sperm incontinence' problem. A little orgasm control training is in order!"

She came over and watched the video over my shoulder.

"Well, those boys do have nice cocks, I'll grant you that!" She looked down at my erection and watched me stroke myself. "Do those cocks look good to you, baby? Does your mouth water to think of your lips wrapped around that hunk?"

"Yes," I admitted, abashed.

"And does your little anus twitch to be fucked by those cocks?"

"Yes!" I answered.

"Good!" Tonya said quietly. She collected a drop of pre-cum on her fingertip and fed it to me. "Watch you don't get too excited! Slow and steady for Tonya!"

A minute later Tonya appeared from the bathroom carrying an enema bag.

"Just keep watching those naughty boys, Johnny. Won't it be good to feel that nice warm water fill your rectum, while you think of taking big cocks up your butt?" Her greased finger entered my behind and I groaned as I continued to watch the actor's rectum get reamed by a long, thick penis. That was followed by the enema nozzle and a flow of warm water filling my bowels. My dick twitched and I released my grip, afraid I'd accidentally go over the edge.

Tonya withdrew the nozzle and then stroked my ass sensuously.

"Oh my!" she said, watching the video. "What a nice cock! That even makes my tushie twitch a little! Doesn't it feel good when his meat is plowing you?"

"Yeah!" I agreed drunkenly.

"Well, I'll pause it while you get rid of that enema. You still have ten minutes to go!" I released the enema and returned to my "homework."

By the time the half hour was over, I was in some distress, After just a few strokes I'd be dangerously close to coming, but if I stopped too long, I'd start to lose my erection. It was as if the strain of edging so long was starting to overcome my arousal. My pelvis felt congested and uncomfortable.

Tonya approached me carrying The Rake.

"Are you ready for your milking now, baby? Maxine said you'd be looking forward to it after 30 minutes. Do you want it? Do you want Tonya to get rid of all those nasty spermies?"

"Yes! Please!" I heard myself beg.

"Then say it, baby! You know it's good for you to hear yourself say it."

"P-please milk me! Please milk all the cum out of me!"

"Then get on the couch, on all fours! Spread your knees, Johnny. Mommy needs to see your little fuckhole."

I didn't want to think too hard why, but when Tonya talked to me that way, I felt a warm shiver go down my back! I went into a totally subservient head-space.

I felt her lubed finger slip into my ass and I sighed with pleasure. My cock throbbed as her finger rotated, spreading lube all around. Then she pushed deep and I felt her fingertip flick my prostate and my cock strained for release. I pushed back, instinctively wanting more, but Tonya withdrew her digit. I moaned in frustration.

"Poor baby! Your balls are so full, aren't they? All that cum is backed up. Your little cock wants to spew. Well, Mummy will help her little darling!"

She stuffed two fingers in, stretching my anus wider for The Rake. Two fingers barely felt tight, since I had gotten so used to opening myself up to these invasions. Then I felt the implement enter me, its S-shape so different from the dildos I was familiar with. Tonya steadily pushed it in and I felt it graze my aching gland and strange twinges radiated through my pelvis. She placed a saucer under the tip of my dangling penis and a string of pre-cum fell to the surface.

"Do you want me to milk you, baby? Do you want Mommy to milk all the nasty cum right out of your widdle weenie?"

"Yes," I croaked.

I felt the wand press hard against my prostate and a bizarre feeling went through my cock, as if I were losing control of my bladder. It felt as if pee were inching down my cock and I blanched at the thought that I might urinate all over our couch! The sensation was so convincing that I was incredulous when a large glob of semen emerged from my slit and lazily fell to the plate. Tonya raked the instrument down my gland again and a dribble of semen followed. Another stroke squeezed another small dribble out.

Just then our doorbell range, waking me up as if from a dream.

"Don't move!" Tonya barked at me. "We're not done yet! I'm sure you need some more milking." She grabbed a towel for her hands and walked toward the door. "I'll see who it is."

She left me there, my raging erection redly swollen, hanging below me like a cow's teat, The Rake lewdly sticking out of my behind! I stayed there on all fours, frozen with shame, while I heard Tonya open the door. I heard a cry of delight and the sounds of kissing.

"Baby! It's Daddy come to help Mommy!" Tonya announced. I heard two sets of footsteps. "Junior's got himself all backed up, watching videos of gay boys sucking and fucking each other. I'm just in the middle of helping him out.”

"Haw!" Brian cried as he saw my ridiculous predicament, a tiny puddle of cum on a saucer below my dick and a handle sticking out of my ass! "Oh, God! Nothing's too humiliating for him, is it?"

"Now, Brian! Don't make fun of the handicapped!" Tonya said in best "protective mother" voice. "He can't help it—it's a medical condition! I looked it up: it's called 'micro-penis.' And a symptom of it is prostatitis. Regular prostate massage and emptying of the seminal vesicles is prescribed."

"Well this I got to see!" he exclaimed.

Tonya was all too willing to oblige. She grabbed the protruding end of The Rake and began to manipulate it.

”Dr. Rosenwald showed us how it's done last night. The other end of this is designed to press on the whole gland at once and squeeze all the cum out of it. Watch!"

The pressure on my prostate was delicious torture. Currents of sexual stimulation arced through my cock, while warm twinges told me something very wrong was happening. My cock swelled but only a weak dribble of milky cum dripped out the end. Tonya squeezed the gland again and another few globs came out. I groaned, as the stimulation of my prostate definitely felt good. I arched my back to get more pressure as she raked out a few more drips. At the same time I had the sickening feeling that my vital force was draining out of me. I felt horny and enervated at the same time.

"Oh, my God!" Brian yelped. "That doesn't look nearly as fun as the way you get my cum out!"

"No, I don't suppose it is!" Tonya agreed. "But it's for his own good. It relieves all the pressure. He begged me to do it, didn't you, baby? 'Please milk me!' he said." She reached under me and grabbed my penis and "milked" it the old-fashioned way for a few strokes.

"Isn't that better now?" she asked.

I didn't know what to say. My cock wasn't on the verge of shooting anymore. Some of the pressure was gone. But I hadn't had any release. My pelvis still felt engorged and congested.

"A little better, I guess."

"Well, thank me then, for all the trouble I went to, helping you out."

"Thank you ... for milking my cum."

She slid the saucer under my nose.

"Lick up your dessert then," she ordered. I lowered my head and lapped up the lukewarm goo that slid around on the plate like melted jello. "I want to see you lick the plate clean!"

She wiped her greasy hand clean again with a towel and Brian took her into a hug. They kissed ravenously after two days apart. Tonya's hand fondled Brian's obvious erection through the front of his uniform pants.

"Let's get you more comfortable," Tonya suggested, unhooking his belt and lowering his zipper. She pulled his pants down by his knees and pushed him back down on the chair and then took his thick cock into her mouth, giving soft "Mmmm's" of enjoyment. Brian hummed his contentment back at her as he reclined, half lying down. My own half-satisfied dick stiffened at the sight of my wife feasting on his engorged member.

Tonya showed herself to be a talented fellatrix, switching between deep sucks of Brian's nozzle and affectionate swirls of her tongue around his cockhead. She licked across his slit and tickled the sensitive ridge on the underside of his shaft. Brian started to hump up into her mouth with excitement.

"Look at me!" Tonya tsked. "How rude of me! You are probably drooling there, aren't you, Johnny? You'd like a taste of this, wouldn't you?"

Drooling was no exaggeration, as I had been watching her performance with rapt attention, imagining how good he'd feel in my own mouth, the memory still fresh from just two evenings ago. But I hesitated to interrupt their lovemaking.

"Oh, look, he's shy! C'mon, baby, Brian won't mind. About now he doesn't care whose mouth he spills in, as long as he spills!" Brian humped up impatiently at the interruption, as if to illustrate her point. Tonya engulfed his cockhead again to keep him happy and Brian groaned. Then she released him and pointed his throbbing shaft at me.

"Go ahead, baby. I know you want to. I've got him all hot for you! Finish him off! Swallow all his good man-juice." She took his length deep in her mouth and hummed, keeping him at the height of arousal. "I'll help you," she said, and she began to unbutton his shirt and stroke his nipples.

I knelt between Brian's knees and took his hot erection into my mouth. I groaned at how the feel of his cock pleased me to the marrow! My own cock throbbed in sympathy with the pulsing of his arousal. My saliva joined with the wetness that Tonya had left and the idea of joining together to suck off her lover blew my mind. Out of one eye I saw how tenderly she suckled at his nipple and the knowledge of her growing love for him tore at my heart while it stoked my heat.

I sucked on Brian's penis, praying for his orgasm to erupt in my mouth. Tonya looked down at me and smiled to see my eagerness. Our eyes locked and I lifted off Brian's cock and offered it to her. She smiled broadly and dove down, taking him deep. Then she pointed his cockhead to me and I engulfed it. When I came back up, she began to run her lips up and down one side of his shaft and gestured for me to do the same on the other side. Brian growled animalistically as he felt two sets of lips tease his rampant hardness. Our lips met in a kiss above the tip while our two hands stroked his wet length.

"Take him, Johnny,” Tonya whispered to me. I fastened my lips back onto his cock and sucked. And sucked while she returned to playing with his nipples with her hands and kissing him. I felt his body tense and his cock swell and I readied myself to receive his gift.

Brian screamed and bucked up into my mouth and his cock spasmed and sprayed hot cum against the back of my throat! I sealed my lips around his shaft and accepted 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 jets of acrid semen. I sucked on his manhood like a piglet at the teat and I prayed that his sperm could make me half the man he was.

Brian groaned and panted in the aftermath of his orgasm. As he gradually came back to earth, Tonya peppered him with kisses and he pulled her to him in a hug. I finished licking up his spend and backed away. He and Tonya cuddled and whispered sweet nothings, and I went to clean myself up and put my clothes back on, but Tonya suddenly remembered me.

"Don't bother to put your pants back on, Johnny. I'd like you to leave your dick out for the rest of the night. It will remind you to be humble and I'll be able to keep track of your state of excitement too."

Tonya got up and got Brian a beer and a snack and they cuddled on the couch and turned on the TV. We watched a couple shows and then I went into the kitchen and cleaned up our dishes. When I came back another show had started, but Brian and Tonya were kissing. I sat down and they carried on as if I weren't there. They were necking like a teenage couple at the movies.

Then I saw Tonya's hand wander down to rub the front of Brian's crotch and his hand cupped one of Tonya's breasts. My cock swelled with arousal as I watched their passionate embrace. Having my pants off left me no concealment of the fact that I was excited by watching my wife make out with her lover.

I pretended to look at the TV as they continued to pet, but I could only focus on their loving. I felt that tortured ambivalence of voyeuristic arousal and the angst of being excluded. Tonya groaned as Brian massaged her breast and a moment later she was pulling her top over her head.

"Johnny," she said, snapping me out of my hypnotic daze, "be a dear and unhook my bra." She turned her back to me to offer her bra strap. I got up and fumbled with the clasp and unhooked it, exposing the unbroken smoothness of her back. She shrugged off the bra, uncovering her beautiful breasts for Brian's enjoyment.

"Thanks, baby," she breathed, as Brian grasped the proffered nipple. She gasped with delight as he toyed with her nipple and then groaned when he lowered his mouth to suck on it. I backed away, my rampant erection bobbing in front of me, my eyes locked on the erotic sight. Shudders went through me as I marveled at the way Tonya had made me an accomplice to my own cuckolding.

Tonya leaned back, giving Brian full access to her breasts. One hand snaked under her waistband and she began to stroke her clitoris. Brian moved from one breast to the other, lavishing attention on both equally. Tonya began to undulate her hips with need. Lust unbridled my inhibitions and I took my prick in hand and began to stroke myself likewise.

"God, I need your cock!" Tonya growled to Brian. She grabbed at his belt and tore open his pants front. Brian gratefully slipped his pants down and his renewed erection rose proudly from his crotch. Tonya shucked her own slacks, and then threw a leg over Brian and lowered her wet gash to press his rod against his stomach. She scrubbed the underside of his shaft with her hot vulva, wringing a hiss of lust from him. She hunched forward to bring her clit in contact with his flesh and moaned appreciatively. She covered his torso with hers, pressing her luscious breasts against his muscular chest, and plastering her mouth on his. She ground her pelvis into his cock and he murmured his approval. Meanwhile my hand coaxed delightful sensations from my own erection.

Tonya lifted her crotch off of Brian and hovered over him.

"Johnny," she called thickly. She inched backward a tad. "Put him in me! I need his big cock!" She pleaded. I released my own dick and crept toward them. I reached out reverently and pulled Brian's thick meat upright, pointing it at Tonya's quivering cunt. As she lowered herself I found the opening to her Promised Land and she impaled herself with an ecstatic gasp.

"Oh, God, yes!" Tonya cried and hunched against Brian's groin. She rolled her hips, savoring the fullness that her vagina yearned for. Brian answered her with his own "Yes!" and a groan. She hungrily fastened her mouth to his and pressed her body hard against his solid frame, as if engulfing his penis weren't enough, that she needed his whole body.

Tonya began to fuck herself on his cock, hunching forward and back, slowly, with longer and longer strokes. I reached for the lube and joined her, beating my meat in time with her fucking. The feelings spreading from my penis were delicious and shivers went through my body, reminding me that I had only been milked, but had not had an orgasm. I entered that sweet cuckold sub-space, where watching my wife's lover's cock disappear into her pussy inflamed my loins and filled my heart with inexplicable joy!

I felt a shudder of pleasure go through me as my cock throbbed and I closed my eyes involuntarily. But I snapped them open again, not wanting to miss a second of the lewd spectacle in front of me. My gaze was locked at the junction of their sex. Tonya's anus winked at me as she sank onto his shaft and then I watched his slick spear emerge from her cunt as she pulled forward. Her cunt was like a hungry mouth, eagerly swallowing Brian's manhood again and again.

I felt arousal filling me, my heart pounding, my nervous system singing with electricity. It was as if sexual energy were radiating from their coitus, entering me through my eyes, and charging my body with their excitement. It seemed as if I could feel Tonya's hunger and joy as Brian's cock stabbed into her. I urged them on silently, my mind crying 'Yes!' each time she slammed down on him.

My tormented cock could only take so much. I clutched at my reddened organ and without warning I felt my spasms. I cried out as I spurted into my cupped palm. I was surprised that I had any semen left after my milking, but I had an average amount, no doubt thanks to all the stimulation of the last two hours. My orgasm pained my poor tubes, probably strained by the edging earlier.

I came back to my senses in time to realize that Tonya was climaxing on top of Brian. I watched her writhe as if her convulsions were painfully pleasurable. After her storm had passed Brian began to thrust up into her, straining after his second ejaculation of the evening. Not long after, he arched up into her and spewed his love juice into her pregnant womb.

As Brian came down from his peak, Tonya smothered him with kisses. Her body was flushed and she giggled joyfully, clearly happy with her man. Her girlish delight made me sense more than lust between them. I knew in my head and my gut that Tonya was falling in love with him. I wondered how I felt about that as I looked wistfully at the puddle of cum congealing in my palm. I swallowed that cum and licked my palm clean while my emotions bounced around like a pinball.

Tonya rolled off Brian and cupped her pussy, holding in the leaking jism.

"Dessert time, Johnny!" she informed me. I knelt at her feet, but she pushed me toward Brian. "Get him while it's hot!" she told me. Brian's spent cock hung down wetly. A drop of semen hung from the tip and it shone with the milky combination of Tonya's juices and his spend. I licked the drop off the tip and gathered its soft thickness into my mouth. It reeked of Tonya's scent and I breathed it in gratefully. I happily tasted his cum and sucked oozing gobs out of his pubic hair.

Tonya raised her knees up to her chest and pulled her hand away as I clamped my mouth to her sex. The strong taste of Brian's cum greeted my tongue as I lapped up Tonya's offering. I communed with my wife's unfaithful pussy, savoring its swollen squishiness and the slick evidence of her responsiveness to Brian. As my face nestled into her fleshy folds, I felt surrounded by her femaleness and nourished by Brian's virility.

My reverie was broken by Tonya's hand pushing against my forehead.

"Don't be greedy, Johnny!" she chided. "That's Brian's pussy. You're just a visitor now!"

I felt like blushing, but I slunk off meekly.

"Brian, darling, take me to bed! I'm exhausted now! I can't wait to fall asleep in your manly arms." They gathered up their clothes. Tonya stopped and kissed me.

"Good night, Johnny. You were a good boy tonight. Remember, I love you."

"Um, I love you too, Tonya," I stammered back, as Tonya turned back to Brian and they walked arm in arm back to her bedroom, er, their bedroom.

I went to shut down our computer. It was still logged onto the website where I'd watched the gay video. I felt at loose ends—tired, but restless. Listlessly I skimmed the descriptions of videos and, not ready to go to my lonely bed yet, I clicked on one and started to watch.

This one started with the men clothed still, making out, kissing and hugging. Pretty soon they were taking each other's clothes off. I watched in a daze as they proceeded predictably to cock sucking and butt fucking. My cock responded weakly. The video couldn't hold my interest now. Without understanding why, I clicked on the progress bar and flipped back to the beginning of the video. I watched the two men embracing, hugging and kissing, and a yearning filled my chest. Wouldn't it be nice to have someone to share my bed with tonight?

I closed the computer and went to bed. As I lay waiting for sleep to come, I couldn't resist the temptation to imagine Tonya's softness snuggled up against Brian's chiseled body. My heart sped up as I pictured her breasts pressed to him, her nipples grazing his skin as she turned. I could see her wet labia, trickles of his man-seed still seeping out. I imagined her feeling of contentment and satisfaction. A happy vagina, well-stretched and plowed, bathed in a real man's virile juices. I snuggled up with my cuckoldry and fell asleep.


-Day 76 Thursday-

I woke up feeling rested. I got dressed and as I came into the kitchen, Brian walked in wearing a bathrobe, toweling his hair dry from his shower.

"Tonya wants you to bring her a big glass," he told me. I took her one in the bathroom and she thanked me. A minute later she came into the kitchen carrying the glass two-thirds full of her dark gold urine and handed it to me. She gave me a peck on the lips and turned to prepare her breakfast, as if she'd just handed me a glass of orange juice. I saw Brian shake his head slightly as I drank down her salty pee, but I could see that soon he'd become inured to our daily outrages. I'd ceased to think of this as a humiliation, but rather regarded it as at least one bond I could have with Tonya that Brian would never have with her. I could be her golden knight if I couldn't be her white knight.

When I got home that night, Tonya ordered me to give myself an enema. Before we made dinner she prescribed my prostate milking. Just like last night, she lubed and stretched my asshole and then inserted The Rake and milked me. I only got half-hard, but The Rake didn't depend on my arousal: it could squeeze cum through a limp penis easier than through a hard one.

I watched my small prick and it looked as if it were leaking cum. What a fitting contrast: my little peepee leaking jism versus Brian's firehose shooting his seed far up my wife's cunt. Tonya managed to extract only about half the amount she'd milked the previous night after a half-hour of edging. But she said the amount wasn't what was important: it was the emptying that the doctor was after.

She finished feeding me my cum just before Brian rang the doorbell.

"Johnny, I want you to get Brian his own key. He shouldn't have to ring the doorbell. I want him to know he has a home here. Go out and get that made right after dinner."

I went to put my pants on and Tonya stopped me.

"Maybe I'll get tired of it, but for now the idea of your being half-naked at home appeals to me. Especially when Brian's here, I want you to be reminded of your shortcomings."

It was good psychology. I felt ridiculous, still wearing a shirt but no pants. Brian chuckled when he saw my predicament. Tonya greeted him warmly with a hug and kiss. She ordered me to get him beer and they sat and talked while I made dinner. After dinner I went to the hardware store and had a key made. I gave it to Tonya and she handed it to Brian. He was clearly gratified as the significance of the gesture. He was no longer even an honored guest: he was the man of the family.

It was a laid-back evening as we watched TV. Toward the end of the evening, though, Brian started to get a little frisky. He was pinching and pawing at Tonya, as, for once, she wasn't in the mood.

"Brian!" She yelped. "Cool your jets!"

"C'mon, baby," he protested. "You know I'm highly sexed. That's one thing you like about me."

"But, my gosh, you came twice last night, twice Monday night, and God knows how many times over the weekend! Give it a rest!"

"It's that you're so sexy, babe! How can I keep my hands off you? I'm young and virile. I can't help it!"

I found myself hardening at the idea that here was Brian's hard cock itching for some relief. I imagined it straining against the crotch of his pants, filling with blood. My mouth began to water and I tried to catch Tonya's eye. Her eyebrows went up and a conspiratorial smile upturned her mouth.

"OK, look, if you get a blow-job will you leave me alone then? Will that satisfy you?"

"Deal!" Brian declared, quickly unbuckling his belt and pushing his pants down. True to his boast, his cock was already half-hard. Tonya wrapped on hand around it and began to stroke it up and down. Brian sighed and lay back.

"Now you promise? If you get a blow job you won't be trying to stick this thing in my pussy or up my ass later? I can watch TV in peace and get a good night's sleep for once?"

"Scout's honor."

"I'm sort of doubting you were ever a Boy Scout," Tonya sneered. "And I don't think there's such a thing as 'fucker's honor.' But you give me your word?"

"I swear."

"OK then," she agreed, working his shaft, dragging the loose skin up and down until he squirmed in anticipation. "Johnny, get over here and give him his blow job!"

Brian was taken by surprise.

"But I thought you promised you'd give me a blow job!"

"Uh-uh-uh!" Tonya chided. "I just said you'd get a blow job. That's the great thing about having a cock-loving cuckold for a husband. If I'm not in the mood some night, he is happy to pinch-hit for me!"

"But I want you!" Brian griped.

"I wonder if you would even know the difference if you were blindfolded. What do they say? 'All cats are gray in the dark'? Once Johnny's got his faggot lips wrapped around your cock, you won't even care. Heck, Johnny may even do a better job! He's just discovered how much he loves cock and cum. He's flush with newfound enthusiasm. Johnny, his cock is all yours. Go to town!"

I eagerly took Brian's penis deep into my mouth, sucking him against the back of my throat. I sucked on his hardness, savoring the thrill of having a mouthful of man-meat. Brian groaned.

"See! Johnny may be new to cocksucking, but he makes up in enthusiasm what he lacks in experience! I'll tell you what: give him five minutes and if you can think straight enough to talk at that point, you can ask me to take over!"

That stoked my competitive fire and piqued what passed for my pride now that I'd lost almost all semblance of manly pride. I'd show what a good cocksucker I could be!

At first I just surrounded his cock with my mouth, trying to bring every taste bud into contact with his swollen organ. I pressed against him from all sides with my tongue and cheeks and the roof of my mouth. I inhaled the musky scent of his pubes from being packed into his pants all day.

Then I wanted to feel his flesh moving in and out of my mouth, to appreciate his length and thickness. I caught his tip just before it could slip out of my mouth, clamping my lips under the rim of his cockhead, and then I swallowed his length all the way to the back of my throat. I did it slowly over and over, letting my lips caress every ridge and vein, as if I were trying to memorize his cock.

My own dick was rigid with arousal as I got into worshipping Brian's superior manhood. Tonya tried to pretend she was watching TV, but I saw her watching me and smiling. She noticed my hardness and pointed at it and winked, mocking my excitement at making love to another man's penis. I felt a wave of humiliation pass over me, but I decided not to care. This was my pleasure and I'd enjoy it while I could.

I sucked on Brian's knob and licked around the rim of his glans, tickling the sensitive areas with the tip of my tongue. Cocksucking was an absorbing activity, maybe more than pussy licking. You could take a cock into you in a way that you never could pussy lips. And a cock had so many parts and features: slit, glans, rim, ridges, shaft, veins, etc. You could study it, play with it.

I tormented Brian for a short while, keeping only the head in my mouth while I rotated my head this way and that. Then I licked his whole shaft like a popsicle before I took him deep again. I drooled saliva thickly down his rod and began to mouth-fuck him faster and harder. I was sure now five minutes had passed and I was determined to have Brian so hot for my mouth that he'd never even think about having me stop.

He began to moan and jerk and I knew that he wasn't going to change horses inn mid-stream. I teased him by slowing my sucking down and then speeding up suddenly for a few seconds and then slowing down again. He'd groan and thrust his hips up into my face. I turned my head this way and that, pulling his cock to one side, then the other. I felt myself getting more and more excited as I felt his excitement building and I knew I was pleasing a man! I alternated long deep sucks with short frantic ones and I could feel his body tense, loving every minute but desperate for that last bit that would bring his sweet release.

I loved feeling his arousal! I could feel his cock throb on the verge. I could feel his muscles straining, I could hear his breathing getting short and jerky. His cock was so full it was red and hot. And it was me that was doing it. He was hot for my mouth! He wanted me. And I wanted him.

My cock was so hard it was almost numb. It was as if it were an antenna receiving his lust and feeding it to my brain. I knew what he was feeling and how to make it better and better. I moaned at the anticipation of his cum exploding into my mouth.

'Now!' I thought. 'Give it to me now! Give me your hot cum!' I begged.

Brian gasped and went rigid and I prepared to receive his seed. Then I felt his shudder and a jet of semen splashed my tonsils. And then another and another. I drew back, keeping just the head between my lips, giving room for his creamy spurts to fill my mouth. I milked his cockhead, savoring the acrid taste of his man-juice.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Brian cursed. "Oh shit! Damn!" he growled. I swallowed his gift and sucked more gently on his spout, coaxing more dribbles of his seed from it. It still vibrated with his arousal and I knew how tender and sensitive it would be right now, but I would savor his man-flesh for as long as he'd let me.

"Oh fuck!" he groaned again and then became self-conscious that I still had my mouth on his cock and he pushed the top of my head to let go of him. I released his cock and sat back on my heels. Brian slumped back, exhausted.

"So you didn't ask me to take over, I noticed," Tonya observed. "So you liked Johnny’s blow job OK?”

Brian started to speak and then stopped himself and then looked a little bewildered and nonplussed. I had a sixth sense that he'd been about to say, "OK? No! It was great!" And then he thought twice about how that might sound. It was one thing to assert his dominance by using me sexually. It was another thing if he enjoyed it a little too much.

"Yeah, well, it was fine. Better than a poke in the eye with a sharp stick. I've had worse," he tried to nonchalant his way. With a little conceit I wondered if he had ever had better!

"Well, good then," Tonya responded. ”Are you going to behave yourself now? No trying to stick that thing in my cunt or up my butthole?"

"No. No, I'm good," he admitted sheepishly.

"Thank you, Johnny," Tonya said and pulled me down into a kiss. She slipped her tongue in my mouth, tasting Brian's cum there. She grasped my still-hard penis. "And did you enjoy yourself too? You liked sucking Brian's cock?"

"Oh, yes!" I confessed. "I love sucking a big manly cock."

"Would you like to suck Brian's cock every day?"

I hesitated to admit it. What would that say about me? But there was no escaping it.

"Yes. Yes, I would like to suck it every day. I think about it even when he's not here. I think about men's cocks a lot now."

"Good!" Tonya enthused. "Maybe we'll make that a part of your daily routine. What do you think, Brian? Would you like Johnny to wet your whistle every day?" She continued to stroke my rigid dick-lette.

"I ... guess that would be ... OK...," Brian drawled.

"Goody!" Tonya cried and clapped her hands. Then she leaned down and whispered to me, "Go to your room and take care of this! And think about sucking Brian's cock while you do!"

I excused myself and threw myself down on my bed. I lubed up my cock and beat it furiously, thinking of how thoroughly I'd enjoyed sucking Brian off and thinking of how much I'd like to suck it every day. I'd be Tonya's little whore. I came fast and hard. I added my own slime to Brian's cum in my stomach and then curled up, feeling satisfied and content, and fell asleep.


-Day 77 Friday-

The next morning Tonya greeted me with a kiss in the kitchen. As Brian fixed his coffee, she pulled me into the bathroom and pushed me down to the floor. She covered my mouth with her pussy and I licked her labia open and tickled her pee hole with my tongue. Moments later she filled my mouth with her hot pungent urine.

After I swallowed all she gave me, Tonya continued to hover over me. I breathed in the wonderful scent of her cunt and began to kiss her cunt lips and tongue her vagina. She twined her fingers in my hair and pressed my face against her sex. She ground her groin against my face and I lost myself in her flesh.

Without a word she scooted forward and offered me her anal cleft. I savored the earthier, but still erotic scent there and I eagerly licked across her anus and probed her rectum as far as I could insert my tongue, over and over.

She rose and pulled me up into a hug. She kissed me with my face still wet with her pussy juice and my breath smelling of her urine.

"Oh, Johnny, I still love you!" she declared. "You are my darling husband!" She leaned in close and whispered to me, "I don't know why, but it turns me on so much to see you sucking a man off! There is something so hot about that big cock in your mouth and seeing your little thing get so hard from it! It makes me wet!" With that she turned and left the bathroom.

I was warmed by Tonya's attention and happy to know that I turned her on in any way, no matter how indirectly. Our interlude in the bathroom almost felt like a tryst, something shared between us that Brian was left out of. But the feeling was short-lived, as she was focused on him after that, giving me a peck goodbye, while saving a full body hug and an open-mouth kiss for him.

That night when I got home from work, Tonya told me to give myself a thorough enema. I asked her if I were to be milked and she said she had something else in mind. Brian arrived in time to have dinner with us. Tonya greeted him warmly and I had to stand by while he groped her ass and tits while they French-kissed.

After dinner Tonya announced that she had some errands to run and that left Brian and me home together. We found a good hockey game and watched it until Tonya returned. She sat down and watched the rest of the game with us, with Brian's arms around her. They were the couple and I was the guest.

Once again Brian couldn't keep his hands off her and made it obvious that he expected some amorous activity tonight.

"Brian," Tonya interrupted him, ”I want you to do me a favor tonight."

"Sure, babe, anything for my girl!"

"You know how much I love to make love with you, but I have a naughty confession to make. I got very turned on last night by watching Johnny suck you off. All day I've been thinking about that and imagining watching you fuck him tonight. I want you to fuck him while I watch."

"But I want to fuck you!" Brian protested.

"And you will, baby! I'm your girl! But tonight I'm hot to see two men go at it! Please?"

"You trying to turn me gay or something?"

"Hell, no! I love your big cock! I'm just feeling kinky tonight! I want to watch! I want to watch you fuck him and I want to see his little willie come with your big cock up his ass!"

"OK, this time! But then it's your turn!"

"I promise!" Tonya swore and Crossed her heart. Then she kissed and hugged Brian in thanks for his acquiescence. She started to help Brian undress and nodded her head to me that I should get naked too.

As Tonya had been speaking I'd been amazed that she'd revealed this kinky side to Brian. Not many women would admit to a fascination with gay male sex!

Tonya kissed Brian and caressed his muscular chest, then grasped his penis, massaging it to life.

"I want to watch this thing ravish him, Brian!" she purred at him. "Fuck the daylights out of him, for me! I want to hear him begging for more! I want to see his little dickie squirt with your man-pole stretching him!"

The perversion of Tonya urging her boyfriend to fuck her husband and her expert stroking of Brian's rod soon had Brian in a lust-fog where he'd do whatever she wanted. She ordered me onto all fours and pushed lube into my rectum, greasing me for her boyfriend's assault. She slathered lube onto my stiff cockette as well, greasing my shaft in anticipation of watching me beat myself off later.

With me prepared, Tonya turned back to Brian and began to grease his pole. She gazed at her own hand as it slid sensuously up and down that magnificent shaft.

"God, I'm going to love watching this go in and out of his ass!" Tonya gasped. "What a beautiful cock you've got, Brian! Fuck him good with it!" She pulled his cock, leading him toward me like a dog on a leash. I felt her plant his cockhead against my puckered asshole.

"Oh God, that's so hot!" Tonya declared. "Oh!" She cried as Brian pushed forward slowly, forcing his way in my back door. Involuntary fear gripped me as I instinctively rebelled at the size of the invader pushing its way in, rudely forcing my poor muscles to give way. Pain twinged my sphincters as they tensed reflexively, but their efforts were for naught. I gasped as Brian pressed forward and the thickness of his member overwhelmed my senses.

I pushed out with my muscles, knowing that would help them stretch around Brian's girth. He felt my tightness ease and eagerly sank another few inches into me. I moaned as I felt his cockhead prod my prostate and my own cock throbbed at the sensation. I pushed back against Brian and was rewarded with the raking of his shaft over my gland and the twinge of his bottoming out against the top of my rectum.

Tonya had her dress pulled up and a hand roughly thrust into her panties, working her clitoris. Her eyes were wide with lust at watching her beloved husband being sodomized. I groaned at the sight of my wife digging at her pussy, openly masturbating in front of us. She shuddered and closed her eyes, lost in the delight her own fingers provided.

Now Brian's penis was pumping in and out of my ass, gliding easily. I lost myself in the exquisiteness of the sensation: the fullness of my ass, the slippery friction of his thrusts, the delicious sawing of his shaft against my prostate, the strange vibrations throughout my belly, and the thwap of his thighs meeting mine. Each thrust was pushing arousal into my poor little dickie, as if his cock were the piston of a bicycle pump.

I wrapped my hand around my penis and a ragged cry of pure pleasure ripped from my throat. God, this was ecstasy! My cock throbbed redly in my hand and my fingers slid over it as greasily as Brian's cock was slipping in and out of my ass. My cock felt hot and I felt a ball of molten heat spread through my whole pelvis and belly.

"Oh God! Oh God!" I heard myself moan, as if from a room away. It was too much pleasure, too much sensation for my body to contain. It felt like a cramp in my balls. And then my cum was spurting out onto the leather couch, my brain too overwhelmed to catch my spew.

"Yes!" Tonya cried and distantly I heard the grunts and groans that signaled her climax. Wrapped up in my own fucking, I had no idea if it were her first or her fourth orgasm.

Brian continued to fuck me, enjoying my spasming anus. But I felt his cock being suddenly roughly pulled out of me and I groaned in protest. I became aware that Tonya was pushing Brian back away from me, much to his dismay as well.

"No! I want it!" Tonya explained peremptorily. "I want you in my ass! Fuck me and come in me!" It almost seemed as if she wanted to prove that Brian’s cum belonged to her.

Brian quickly acceded to this change of plans. With his greasy cock bobbing comically in front of him, he plunged one and then two lubed fingers into Tonya's proffered anus. She had ripped off her panties but still had her dress on, now whorishly hiked up to her waist, her legs spread and pulled up to her chest, exposing her pussy and asshole wantonly. She scrubbed her clitoris with vulgar abandon, savoring the feel of Brian's fingers stretching her ass to take his rod. She plunged fingers into her cunt as she eagerly anticipated his cock.

Brian was no less eager, as his penis longed to be gripped again by slippery flesh. Tonya pulled her legs back as far as she could, offering her greased starburst to his tool. She gasped as he lodged his tip in the small opening his fingers had fashioned. Then she grunted as his steady pressure forced her muscles and they fought the unnatural stretching. Brian's face was screwed up in concentration as he pushed his way into her warm bowel.

Tonya must have been terribly turned on by watching Brian fuck me, because in no time Brian was plunging in and out of her ass with ease. Tonya's eyes were closed as she concentrated on the sensations in her rectum and continued to work her clit.

I lay on the couch watching them, my cum in a string in front of me. In my muzzy post-orgasmic haze I still could not help but thrill to the excitement of their fucking, even though I’d been deprived of Brian’s spend. I loved Tonya and I admired Brian and I loved watching them make love! I loved that Tonya offered her ass freely to Brian's magnificent cock! My own breath caught as my heart fluttered with the certain knowledge that my wife enjoyed orgasm after orgasm wrapped around his long thick shaft!

But Brian couldn't last much longer and after only a couple minutes his grunts and jerking signaled that he was emptying his balls into my bride.

"Yes!' Tonya crowed as she felt his cock spasm in her bunghole. "Oh God, yes!" she exulted. She continued to rub herself as she felt the warmth of his semen coat her innards. She squeezed his cock with her sphincters as she sought another climax for herself. Brian kept still, buried in her ass, while Tonya focused on her own pleasure. Then her dam burst and she was crying out incoherently: "Unh! Oh! Unh! Unh! Ohhh!"

Tonya fought her way out of the coils of her orgasm and back to consciousness. She opened her eyes and put her hands on Brian's muscular chest and stroked his skin affectionately. She pulled him down into a hug and kissed him, and thanked him for the wonderful rogering he'd given her.

Then she looked past him and caught my eye. We held each other's gaze with a warm intensity that communicated an understanding without words. She blew me a tiny kiss that warmed my heart.

We were still in this together, her look said, still bonded, even though she still had another man's cock in her ass—a cock that had just been in my ass. Maybe that’s what she had wanted: for us both to share Brian’s cock. That somehow bonded us.

"Looks like you have some cleaning up to do there, Johnny," Tonya noted in a schoolmarm voice. I looked at the trail of jellied cum on the leather of the couch. Part of me recoiled at the thought of the cold, slimy substance on my tongue. But I quickly bent to lick up the string of goo, leaving a streak of saliva down the middle of the cushion.

"Now come clean me up!" Tonya directed brightly. I never hesitated the call to dive between her legs, whatever awaited me there. As she rolled her rump up to offer her anus to me, I inhaled the scent of her swollen pussy and was astonished at the gaping chasm that was her asshole. Their fucking had transformed it. It was open, red, hot, and glistening with Brian's sperm. Tonya's rosebud was now a sexy mouth that beckoned for my lips. The erotic pull was irresistible to me.

Cum already trickled down the crack of her ass and I hastened to lap it up, savoring the seed of my superior. I clamped my lips around her hole and gave it an open-mouthed French kiss. I abandoned myself to commune with the beloved orifice of my wife. I sucked out the precious juice of their fucking.

"Mmm," Tonya hummed. "I could do this forever! I love the feel of a boy sucking my ass! It's heavenly!"

I could do it forever too. I missed the previous muscular grip of her sphincters around my tongue, but I marveled at the welcoming openness of her anus and I plunged my tongue deep into her rectum.

Tonya lowered her legs, pulling her bum down out of my reach. She tousled my hair affectionately and dragged her finger through the sheen of cum and lube surrounding my mouth.

"I love to see your face like that, covered with fresh fuck-juice. Don't you?"

"Yes, I guess so," I agreed.

"It's perfect then, isn't it? One big happy family? And baby will make four, won't it?"

When I finally got up off my knees, I was actually disappointed that Brian had decided to clean himself up. I wouldn't get to savor his softening penis or coax the last drop of cum from it. Tonya invited Brian to share a shower with her and I was tormented with the sounds of their horseplay coming from the bathroom. I decided to go to my room and read.

While I tried to concentrate on the book, I was distracted by the warm tingly feeling coming from my stretched rectum. But more disturbingly, the part I liked the best was submitting myself to a stronger man. I liked being his toy! My poor peter tried vainly to rise again at the memory, but it only managed to get half-hard.


-Day 78 Saturday-

We all woke up late. I made a big brunch for us with scrambled eggs, bacon, and those sweet rolls you crack open a tube to make. We were a mellow threesome, enjoying our big breakfast and reading the paper. We worked a crossword together, me reading the clues and filling in our answers while Brian and Tonya made suggestions.

After lunchtime Brian had an appointment with Dr. Rosenwald for a physical before he could come to the Club with us. She had worked him in on short notice as a favor to Nikki and Tonya. He'd had a blood test and urinalysis already, but she needed to examine him to see if he "met the Club's standards." She assured us she would restrain herself from any hanky-panky so close to the evening, knowing Brian would need all his strength for that night.

Tonya ordered me to put on some make-up before we went to the club.

"Not too much. Just enough to get them wondering what it is about you that's a little femmy, I mean, other than your little clitty. Just a little eyeliner, a touch of mascara, a hint of blusher, the tiniest bit of eye shadow, a little nude lipstick. So they'll wonder which way you swing, but they won't know for sure!"

As I applied the make-up I had the powerful sense that she was draining away my manhood, that Tonya deliberately wanted me to be even less of a man than I was already. And I blushed to recognize that the only point of make-up was attract a man. I was dolling myself up to appeal more to men! My cheeks burned but my cock tightened in my lacy panties.

Tonya taunted me by debating whether she should wear panties at all.

"I'll just be taking them off first thing, after all. And then I'd take a chance of losing a perfectly nice pair. Wouldn't it be better just to have a bare pussy, sort of an invitation: 'Come and get it, men!'? but then again, it is fun to unwrap your present, isn't it? I mean, a striptease is more exciting than a nudist camp, isn't it?" She finally decided to wear only a G-string with a tiny triangle of fabric which would do at any strip joint. She had a matching demi-cup bra that held out her pregnant breasts, just asking to be fondled.

"I was just teasing, Johnny! I bought this set especially for tonight! I mean, this is our introduction to Society, isn't it, as adulteress and cuckold? We have to put our best foot ... or whatever! ... forward."

Tonya's dress was also new. Speaking of unwrapping presents, it wouldn't get in the way too long. It was a wrap with a deep décolletage with just one button and a sash. It was practically a negligee. A garter belt and stockings put nothing between her pussy and a hard cock other than that flimsy scrap of G-string. Dramatic make-up and earrings completed the "Come and get it, boys!" message.

The Club was adjacent to a part of town that had been resurrected from a formerly bad area into the trendy nightspot district. It was in a warehouse that had been reclaimed and turned into a party venue. There was a bouncer at the door who checked that we were on "the list" as guests of Nikki and cleared by Dr. R.

Once in the door there was a stairway immediately leading up to the second floor. We walked out onto a balcony above a dance floor. Dance music and lights gave it a disco atmosphere, but thankfully the music was at a very comfortable volume, not blaring away.

We were greeted by a man who introduced himself as the Host for tonight's party. We were told that was a rotating function. He punched his cell phone and immediately Nikki and Chad greeted us with hugs. I asked where Bobbie was.

"He isn't coming tonight," Nikki told me. "Babette's here tonight. Babette lives for the Club! I'm sure she's already on the prowl. Oh, there she is, on the dance floor! There!"

As my eyes got used to the light I made out a sexy-looking girl dancing with a handsome man in the far corner of the dance floor. At that distance I could not have guessed that this was Bobbie if Nikki hadn't insisted. So Bobbie really was "passing" here at the Club! I shook my head. I'd never have the nerve to do that!

Within moments three women joined us and Nikki introduced us. All their attention was on Brian.

"Oh my!" One of them gushed. "So this is your boyfriend, Tonya? What a lucky girl! Why don't we pick these guys first? Oh well, we know. Because it's security first, then fun second!" She ran a hand flirtatiously across Brian's bicep. "You're going to share, I hope!"

"Why sure," Tonya replied. She ran a hand across Brian's crotch. "There's plenty of Brian to go around!" This was greeted by a delighted squeal from the bevy.

"And you're lucky too, Johnny," the woman continued. "To know your wife is really getting satisfied sexually. And how exciting for you to watch them having sex, such a handsome, well-endowed man and your beautiful wife! I imagine you masturbate to some great orgasms while watching Brian make love to her!"

I stammered trying to come up with an answer to that and the woman reached down to my crotch and felt my little stiffy through my pants.

"Yes—I bet you do!"

Another of the women chimed in.

"And congratulations! I hear you are expecting! How wonderful for you, Johnny, to know you are Tonya will have a beautiful child with superior genes thanks to Brian. You must be so proud of Tonya!" The woman patted me on the back and shook Brian's hand, while they each kissed and hugged Tonya.

"Were you there when Brian did the honors?" the third girl asked me.

"He wouldn't have missed it for the world!" Tonya assured them. "He put Brian in me!"

"Oh, that must have been so satisfying!" she said to me, "To be there at the very moment Brian was giving your wife the greatest gift a man can give a woman, to see your child's conception! A cuckold like you is so blessed! To have a beautiful wife; to know you'll have beautiful, strong children; to know your wife's being completely sexually fulfilled. You cuckolds have really got it all!"

I hesitated, unsure if I were being mocked, but they all sounded sincere, with no hint of sarcasm. They really seemed to think I should be delighted that my wife preferred sex with other men and that my children would be her lover's bastards!

Tonya broke up the congratulations.

"Nikki needs to show us around and then there's a little welcoming ceremony for Johnny and me, Brian. Why don't you let these gals show you around and you can, um, 'entertain' them? We'll hook up again later."

The three women surrounded Brian and he seemed to float off on their pheromones. Nikki began to tell us about the Club.

"There's a permission form you need to sign. There's closed-circuit TV screens throughout the club. Of course we're all shameless voyeurs, so many of the rooms and areas are being shown on TV's all around the club. Plus we have some of the husbands assigned to roam around and capture some of the best action on camera. We tape it all and once you're a full-fledged member you can get a copy of what you like to enjoy at home. Of course you have to agree to never share it with anyone other than members. Since we have copies of everything, there's nothing to be gained by leaking it to outsiders—because we have tapes of you doing the same things! It's our insurance policy.

"There's a little welcoming ceremony for new guests. I'll give you back to our MC tonight, Hugh."

Hugh greeted us with another man in a robe and three men with video cameras. Hugh had a microphone. We were obviously going to be TV stars!

"Welcome, Tonya!" He addressed her. "What a beautiful lady! We'll all have to thank Nikki for inviting you!" Turning to me, he said, "And Johnny, you're the cuckold husband, right?"

"Uh-huh," I muttered.

"Are you pretty excited to see Tonya have sex with lots of other men tonight? You ready to have their big cocks in her mouth and pussy?"

"Uh, yeah."

"And her ass too? Is it OK with you if they fuck her up the ass too?"

"Uh-huh."

"And Tonya, you're OK with a little buttfucking too?" Hugh asked her.

"Oh, yeah! Love it!" Tonya answered.

"Tonya, this is Jim. Jim, show Tonya what you've got for her."

Jim opened his robe and showed his large cock, still hanging down, although it was starting to thicken some.

"What do you think, Johnny?" Hugh asked me. "Does that look like it could satisfy your wife?"

"Uh, yeah."

"Johnny, show us your package, so folks can see why Tonya's here tonight."

I looked at Tonya with a beseeching look, but of course she was nodding to me.

"Show them your pretty panties first, Johnny!" She told me. Reluctantly I lowered my pants to my ankles, showing my pink lacy panties.

"Oh, my! Those are very pretty, very feminine, Johnny!" Hugh crowed. "Look! His willie is already straining the front of his pink panties. Let Little Johnny come out and play!"

I pulled out the waistband and worked the panties down around my hardening cock.

"Well, look at that!" Hugh continued. "Looks like just thinking about Jim fucking his wife has already got Johnny turned on! Do you enjoy watching men fuck your wife, Johnny?"

I looked down at the floor and murmured "Yes" into the proffered microphone.

"Do you jerk off while you watch them? Do you have really powerful orgasms from seeing your wife climax around another man's cock?"

I only nodded this time.

"Then go ahead. Crank it up, Johnny! Show the folks your full 5 inches at attention!"

Hesitantly I took my penis in hand and began to stroke it. The humiliation of course had the predictable effect: my cock leapt to steely erectness almost immediately.

"Is that as big as it gets, Johnny?"

"Yes!" I croaked.

To the cameraman High said, "Let's get Jim right next to Johnny and get a shot of the two of them. Is it OK if Tonya sucks Jim's penis a little to get him all the way hard, Johnny?"

"OK," I whispered. Tonya immediately knelt down and took Jim's cock in her mouth. Jim smiled. His cock grew and grew. Tonya ran her hand up and down it, over her saliva, admiring its length and girth with a broad smile.

"Get their cocks next to each other. Look at that, Johnny! Which of those cocks do you think would satisfy Tonya the best?"

"His," I stated.

"So which do you think she should fuck right now?"

"His."

"Which do you want her to fuck right now?"

"His," I choked out huskily.

"So you really want to watch your wife fuck Jim? That's how you want it?"

"Yes!" I cried. “God, yes!" I sighed.

"Is Johnny allowed to come, Tonya?" Hugh asked.

"Sure, he's my baby! I want him to enjoy this too!" she replied.

"Then, Jim, go for it!"

Tonya undid her sash and button and her dress parted to show the treasures underneath. The demi-cup bra held her breasts out like an offering to Jim's hands. He immediately cradled each tit in a large hand and Tonya's nipple made points in the silky fabric. The gauze of her G-string panties was already dark with her juices!

Jim dragged the bra down, exposing Tonya's pink nipples and he lowered his mouth to suck one breast. He managed to unhook the bra and discard it while he suckled at my wife's bosom. Tonya murmured her pleasure at his touch. His cock jutted out straight, testifying to his own eagerness.

I watched my wife enjoying their foreplay, her eyes closed, a smile of anticipation on her face. Hugh offered a jar of lube to me wordlessly and I scooped up a dollop gratefully. I sighed as I took my rigid erection in hand and my fingers slid over my tingling skin. I groaned at the pleasure as my eyes took in the sight of a complete stranger enjoying my wife's charms.

Jim's fingers slipped underneath the G-string and he fingered Tonya's labia. She gave a loud exhalation and began to grind her hips into his hand. My cock jumped at her obvious eagerness for a complete stranger to help himself to her most private places. One of the cameramen crept in to take a close-up of his hand working away beneath the scrap of fabric.

Clearly Tonya was impatient for more now. She pulled the G-string down her shapely legs and hurriedly kicked it off. Then she lowered herself to the nearby mattress and lay back, spreading her legs invitingly. Before Jim could crawl on top of her the cameraman zoomed in for a close-up of her swollen labia.

Hugh drew my attention to the TV showing the camera's feed. There was my wife's wet pussy filling the screen for all the Club members to see. But in the corner was an inset picture-in-picture showing my hand stroking my greased cockette!

"God, that's a sight, isn't it, Johnny? You must be so proud to have such a sexy, responsive wife! Don't you just love seeing how hot she is for that big cock? You're a lucky guy!"

The TV next to the one we were watching showed a wider shot of Hugh interviewing me. There we were, like two guys discussing the football game, except that one of us had his pants down and was jerking off his little stiffy!

The cameraman pulled away and Jim moved in, kneeling between Tonya's legs. She pulled her knees back as if to urge him on, a silent plea for him to fill her yawning cavern. Thanks to the cameras I could see the moment when his cock touched her eager labia. The other camera zoomed in on my hand clutching my penis in lust at the moment of truth. I saw why there were three cameras, as another TV closed in on Tonya's face, twisted in ecstasy as Jim began entering her sacred place.

Three cameras: cock, cunt, and cuckold! Our new Holy Trinity.

"God, you love this, eh, Johnny? How exciting to see a real man make love to your gorgeous wife!" Jim thrust his way into Tonya and her mouth hung open, eyes closed, as she drank in the feeling of his stretching her open. Slowly Jim began to pump back and forth, nudging her muscles open, accustoming them to his girth.

"It must be so gratifying to know that she's getting the satisfaction she deserves," Hugh continued. "You can be proud of yourself for making the sacrifice to see that she's taken care of." He patted me on the back.

"After he, uh, comes in her, do you like to, er, that is, do you find her cunt delicious after it's been, uh, used?" Hugh asked.

The camera zoomed to a 2-shot of Hugh holding the microphone up to my face for my answer.

"Yes!" I husked.

"You do what?"

"I eat ... I eat her out. Her, er, cream pie. After." The camera shot panned to my masturbating hand and then back to my face.

"Do you like it? I mean, do you like it better? Do you love to bury your face in your wife's gooey cunt right after she's been fucked?

"Yes!" I grunted out. "God, yes!" I confessed. "It's so hot and, um, sexy."

"And you love knowing all those juices and arousal are not for you, but for another man, don't you?"

"Yes!" I squeaked out. The camera fixed on my tortured, humiliated expression and then panned down to my hand flying up and down my little shaft.

Hugh's taunting had focused me on the central irony of my cuckoldry—not only did I tolerate my wife's infidelities, but I was aroused by all this! Of course, acknowledging that to him and to myself only drove my excitement higher. My cock sang as the silky sensation of my greased hand glided up and down it. I looked at Tonya's face, now contorted with the rapturous delight of being filled by a real man. I groaned and my sperm spurted out, jet after jet, onto my palm.

I heard a small murmur go through the Club, with a smattering of applause, and I realized that my progress was being monitored by a number of members. I looked up to see that my ejaculation was being replayed on the monitor and then the close-up shown in synch with a close-up of my face in orgasm. Then my face at climax was split-screen with next to Tonya's face, still enjoying Jim's fucking.

"Bravo, Johnny!" Hugh praised me. "The cuckold's orgasm is very important to the Club members. It shows the depth of his devotion, that he takes pleasure in his wife's pleasure. And speaking of pleasure.... He turned to the couple as Tonya was crying out in ecstasy, as Jim's phallus drove her over the brink. Hugh nodded in approval of her lusty appetite as she writhed in the grip of a powerful climax. Apparently Jim approved as well, for after only a few more thrusts he joined her in guttural outbursts which deposited his seed deep in her womb.

"You'd better take care of your mess, Johnny, because I think you're going to be needed soon. Do you...?" he asked vaguely, sticking his tongue out and wiggling it.

"Um, uh, yeah...," I trailed off.

"Well, Mark," he said to the cameraman, "they'll want a close shot of this!" The cameraman moved in while I looked at the pool of slime in my hand. I swiped at it with my tongue and I heard Hugh groan. There remained more cum to the right and left and I licked them until my hand was clean. I looked up to see myself licking up my own cum in slo-mo instant replay. Below it they ran a caption! "Johnny eating his own cum!" Wow, the NFL didn't have anything on this camera crew!

Two cameras zoomed in on Tonya as Jim pulled himself off her. One was a close-up of Jim's cock, covered in pussy juice and cum. It was red and starting to deflate. The other camera zoomed in on Tonya's pussy. It yawned open, testifying to the stretching Jim's cock had performed. Tonya's legs splayed open without shame, bespeaking her exhaustion from the fucking she'd gotten.

"Does it look good, Johnny?" Hugh asked, holding the mike up to me. "Is that how you like pussy: hot, wet, and full of another man's cum? Do they taste good like that?

"Go ahead, get closer!" Hugh encouraged me. "Smell it! Does it smell like a woman in heat? See Jim's cum starting to drip? Does it look delicious? Do you want to bury your face in it, to show your wife that you love her unfaithful cunt?"

"Yesss!" I cried, but Hugh put his hand to my chest, blocking me.

"Don't forget your manners, Johnny! Shouldn't you ask the lady first? Get her permission?"

"Tonya!" I gasped. "May I lick your pussy? Please?"

"That's right!" Hugh praised me.

"Oh, baby, that would be wonderful! I love the feeling of your cucky face in my fresh-fucked puss!" Tonya replied. "You're so eager but so gentle, so loving!"

I felt the need to bury my face in her sloppy cunt like an insane hunger! What would be a disgusting prospect to any normal man had become like Christmas morning to me! As soon as Hugh took his hand away, I pressed my face into Tonya's wet, engorged folds. Her gooey pussy wrapped around my cheeks was like a warm embrace. I wiggled my face back and forth just to feel the wetness, the warmth, the puffiness of her sex. Her cunt was swollen with the blood Jim's cock and her lust had summoned there. I pushed hard against her pubes, as if I longed to crawl right into her vagina and be surrounded by her flesh.

The taste of semen excited me now rather than repelling me. It was the glorious proof of her unfaithfulness, her lust, and her desirability. She was a jewel that every man wanted; her pussy sang a siren song to every cock in the room. The foreign taste of Jim's cum was the reminder that only a real man deserved her, not me.

I sucked and sucked at her pussy, longing for that taste. And there was a lot of it. Tonya's pussy served up a steady trickle of it. She pushed her muscles and worked Jim's deposit back out and into my mouth. Maybe that was my Pyrrhic victory—her cunt was expelling his seed and I was extracting it. This was our reconnection after her infidelity, restoring our bond after she had strayed.

"Jim," Tonya asked, "would you like a little of Johnny's TLC? I hear he likes sucking cock almost as much as fresh-fucked pussy."

"Well, if he likes it, who am I to say no?" Jim chortled. "He can help himself!"

I reluctantly lifted my face from Tonya's cleaned cunt and turned to Jim. His thick cock was limp now, though still larger than mine. It shone with the wetness of Tonya's pussy juice and his spew. I wrapped my lips around his cock and vacuumed off the slimy evidence of their coitus. I enjoyed the manly smell of his crotch mixed with the musky aroma of Tonya's arousal. The thick massiveness of his organ even in repose thrilled me with how it filled my mouth. My lips and tongue squeezed a few more drops of delicious semen from his pee-slit and I sucked and licked at the base of his cock, tasting the juices soaking his pubic fur.

As I got up, I realized that one of the cameramen had been taking a close-up of my clean-up duty. It sunk in that this too had been broadcast all through the Club. I saw replays of my greedy attentions to both lovers. It felt schizophrenic to be watching myself only moments after the actual deed. It certainly looked as if I were enjoying myself immensely ingesting another man's sperm.

"You'll be a popular man tonight," Hugh congratulated me.

"And you haven't even seen all of his talents," Tonya assured him. She hugged me and gave me a kiss, wetting her face with her own pussy secretions and Jim's ejaculate. I once again had the twisted sensation of receiving her love for being a cuckold and submitting myself to humiliation.

As we were led off the platform where we'd been, I noticed that Hugh was greeting another couple and being joined by another well-hung man. From their hesitant manner I presumed these were more new visitors getting their "welcome." As we approached another bank of TV monitors, I could hear my guess confirmed by Hugh's commentary. Nikki went up to one of the TV's and showed us a control panel.

"Most of the TV's are controlled from a control room, but some of them are your choice. You can punch these buttons and get feeds from different rooms." As she pressed the buttons some of the feeds showed empty beds, while others captured couples fucking or cocksucking or enjoying cunnilingus. She flipped past one scene of two women locked in 69 and I almost reached out to stop her there. She stopped at one feed which was moving and zooming in.

"The cameras can be left stationary, but you can pick one up to zoom in to get a different view or a close-up. So, Johnny, you could be a director. If you wanted to zoom in on a big hard cock going into Tonya's rectum, you could pick up a camera and get right up close!"

In no time we were joined by several men and women who were interested in checking out the "new meat." Like us, some had already donned white or black terrycloth bathrobes, providing some modesty but allowing access at a moment's whim. Others still wore street clothes. It was as if Tonya were a succulent flower attracting bees buzzing around her. Although I was looked up and down, all questions about me were directed to Tonya, as if I were a child or a servant.

Tonya, of course, loved the attention and giggled and flirted shamelessly. A couple of times she reached into the men's robes and their manhood in hand, assessing its size and shape as to what pleasures it could afford her. The men welcomed this inspection, but she played hard to get, slapping the hands away of any man who tried to grab at her tits or ass.

Finally Tonya announced that she wasn't going to fuck anyone else before she'd even had a chance to see the whole club. Nikki continued our tour, although two of the men and a good-looking redheaded woman followed along. There was a bar, of course, and a nearby dance floor. Bobbie, aka Babette, was still there and I watched "her" dance with one man and then another cut in, to the first man's dismay. The fact that these two men were obviously competing for Bobbie's attentions made me unaccountably and uncomfortably envious!

My envy was only deepened as I watched Bobbie glue his body to his dance partner and mold his feminized form to the handsome man. Bobbie obviously fancied him! My cock started to awaken under my robe as I tried to imagine myself in Bobbie's shoes (and dress!). I shivered with fear at what it would be like trying to pass myself off as a woman here, but my groin warmed to the idea!

Nikki took us to the bar and asked the bartender for a coded chit as he took our orders. Nikki explained that these were bar-coded and would serve as money at the bar, since obviously wallets and purses were soon dispensed with along with clothing and inhibitions. We would wear them around our wrists as bracelets.

Nikki also asked the bartender for a basket of different colored strings the same size and length as the bar chit bracelets.

"We use these to let people know what we're into and what's out of bounds. Some wives don't want their cuckold lapping at any strange pussy or don't want the studs using their hubby's back door—probably afraid he'd like it too much! So that there's no misunderstandings, we use these bracelets as a color code. Brown," she explained, handing me a string, "means ass-fucking is OK. Yellow," she said, handing me another, "means pee play is on. White," she continued, handing me another, "is for cum eaters. Red is for pussy lickers. I assume red is OK for Johnnie?" she asked.

"Of course!"

"Black is for bondage and discipline, pink is cocksucking, blue is for orgasm denial, and purple is for gay play." I noted that Tonya chose a brown, pink, and purple string for herself. My bracelet looked like the rainbow, with brown, white, yellow, red, pink, and purple strands.

"Isn't a purple string redundant?" I asked, perplexed. "Doesn't assfucking and cocksucking cover it?"

"Well, on a husband, it means it is OK for him to play with the other cuckolds. It's for boy-boy sex."

I wasn't sure I was OK with that. My cock quickened to the idea of being approached by the masterful men here. But being approached by another underendowed man didn't do much for me.

Nikki fastened the multicolored bracelet around my wrist and it felt like manacles to me. I was committed to a night of no-limits debauchery.

Nikki continued our tour. There were some room dividers creating nooks and areas, some more open than others. Nikki explained that the more open areas allowed others to watch up close or get involved themselves. There were rooms with different amounts of privacy. Some had one-way mirrors, some had cameras, and others allowed no observation.

"It's up to the wife's preference," Nikki told us. "Some find that taking a lover behind closed doors tortures their husband even more than getting fucked right in front of his eyes! Some wives want to humiliate their husband by cuckolding him in front of an audience. It all depends on the cuckold's and the wife's psychology. I mean, if it doesn't make your hubby squirm, he's not going to get that extra turn-on, is he? You've got to push his buttons, right?"

I felt the hair rise on the back of my neck as Nikki enunciated this philosophy so baldly. Tonya nodded in agreement and I shivered, knowing that my limits would be tested deliberately.

Although the night was still young, as we walked through the Club, there was already an atmosphere like a Roman orgy. We walked past TV screens showing sucking and fucking, and looked into rooms where we could see the same, either through a doorway or a one-way mirror.

"Here's Babette!" Nikki remarked as we got to the maze of tables surrounding the dance floor. Just this corner of the Club would be a good-sized nightclub. Only the nudity of some of the patrons and the TV's showing sex of every kind would distinguish it.

A handsome man still dressed had apparently cut Bobbie out of the herd. Close up I was impressed even more with Bobbie's dress and make-up. Only subtle clues would allow the astute observer to tell that this was not simply a very cute girl. I took in the possessive body language of Bobbie's suitor and the strong arm encircling Bobbie's bare shoulders and I was seized by a fit of envy at the attention this hunk was giving Nikki's husband!

I watched Bobbie mold his satin-covered body into this man's and I could not imagine having the nerve to pull that off. But at the same time, I wished I could trade places with “Babette” right now!

While I got lost in my own imagination, it only dimly registered that one of the men who'd shown an interest in Tonya, a handsome black man, had joined us. He introduced himself as Jacquan. Tonya suggested I use my chit to buy him a drink. Nikki waved at a waiter, who was a naked man wearing some kind of clear plastic contraption on his genitals. Nikki saw me staring.

"All of the waiters and waitresses here are cuckolded husbands. They wear chastity deices while they are working to be sure they focus on their work instead of playing. "Reggie," she said to the waiter, "show Johnny yours."

Reggie stood there and explained to us that he wore a CB-6000, the latest thing in chastity devices. It held his balls in a ring and his cock encased in plastic, with a vent allowing him to urinate.

"It's sealed with a serial number coded zip tie. It can easily be cut off in an emergency, but then my wife would know because the tie I replaced it with would have a different number."

"Sometimes a wife will be out of town on business or pleasure and she'll loan us her husband for the weekend. Where's your wife, Reggie?"

"She and Joe went to Aruba for a romantic getaway," Reggie told us.

"Joe is Sherry's lover," Nikki explained. "Sometimes being a threesome gets old and a woman and her man just want to be alone. Right, Reggie?"

"Yes, ma'am," Reggie answered.

I looked at Reggie: naked, his cock locked, and fetching us drinks while his wife was off on a fuck-a-thon vacation. Would that be me soon?

Reggie waved an electronic device over my bracelet and I paid for the drink of the man who would no doubt soon be fucking my wife. I watched Reggie's naked ass walk away and I had a sinking feeling that I was looking at my future.

I quickly realized that I was the fifth wheel at the table. Bobbie and his "date" were playing kissy-face across the table, which made my cock uncomfortably hard. I'd sucked and been fucked by Tonya's men, but I'd never kissed them! Tonya was getting very comfortable with Jacquan, running her hands up his arms while he planted little kisses on her collarbone. When Reggie brought Jacquan's drink, Nikki got up and motioned for me to join her.

"Tonya, is it OK if I borrow Johnny? I'd like to show him one of our special play areas I think he’ll like."

Tonya didn't take her eyes of Jacquan as she gave Nikki her permission.

Nikki led me over to an area with a remarkable "throne." Mounted on a raised platform was a clear Lucite toilet seat! Below it was a lower platform where obviously someone was meant to lie down with their face below the toilet seat! And that someone was going to be me!

"I think you probably understand the purpose of this, don't you?" Nikki said, reaching under my robe and grasping my half-hard cock. "I'm so glad Tonya picked out a yellow string for you! Your toilet service is so hot! I'm sure I'm not the only one who'll think so, so I hope you're thirsty!"

She worked my joystick to full hardness with a few strokes while I took in the apparatus before me. I saw that there were at least two cameras, one to the side and one mounted next to where my head would be, that would be showing my point of view, looking up at the privates of whoever sat on the toilet seat and the golden cascade as it came!

Still working my dick, Nikki explained.

"The platform can be adjusted to raise or lower the person lying here. I think I'll want you quite close: girls can't aim like boys can and I don't want you to miss a drop!"

Nikki bade me lie down. I felt as if I were watching myself, as if I were a robot. I couldn't quite believe what I was doing. I lay down and looked up at the clear plastic seat and the ominous opening looming over my head. Nikki removed her panties and hiked up her dress, revealing her beautiful pussy and pubic mound. Then she mounted the platform and sat herself on the throne!

The toilet seat was like a picture frame for her vulva! Sitting down naturally spread her labia and I admired the luscious flesh. Nikki held some kind of control box. She peered down at me between her thighs and I felt a motor hum and my bed slowly rose. I watched her pussy approach closer and closer until I could smell her scent. She stopped when I was a couple of inches below her pudendum.

"Open wide!" She warned me and with a finger on each side she spread her lips, revealing the tiny opening to her bladder. I watched as her hole quivered and then a stream of her hot urine squirted out. My heart thrilled as the sensation of a woman's piss in my mouth soaked into my brain! I was such a slut! But it was thrilling to be perverting myself in “public”  like this!

Nikki looked on in fascination as a man's mouth became her toilet. The feeling of power and nastiness must be so exciting for her! As her stream diminished, her hand went to her clit and she began to rub herself wantonly. Looking up between her legs I saw a glint of light off glass. I realized that there was yet a third camera, peering down between her legs and catching my face and the urine splashing into my mouth and going down my throat.

I felt the platform rise yet again and Nikki's cunt was practically sitting on my lips.

"Lick me clean, toilet!" Nikki ordered. I was happy to. I shivered as my tongue lapped at her juicy flesh and I tasted the last lingering drops of her pee. I felt the platform begin to lower, regretfully breaking my contact with Nikki's delicious cunny. I started to scoot out from beneath the toilet seat, but Nikki barked at me.

"Don't move! We don't get many pee drinkers! There will be others who will want to use you!"

"Indeed!" said a buxom brunette. She reached over and stroked my cheek boldly. "I'm Sophia! I love to see a boy with his mouth open, just waiting for my gold! Will you drink my pee, Johnny?"

My stomach groaned, but my mouth said, 'Yes, ma'am."

"Such a polite toilet! If only all men were so well-mannered, we'd never have to pee anywhere else!"

Sophia mounted the platform and sat down, displaying her vulva for me to feast my eyes on. She peered down at me and raised the platform a couple of inches.

"I like to watch the stream, Johnny! I love to see my pee dropping like a waterfall! I love to see it fill a boy's mouth, like the plunge pool under a cataract!" She looked affectionately at me. "You are such a dear to indulge me!"

She reached underneath her and spread her labia with two fingers. With no hesitation a golden stream shot forth, hitting my upper lip and then finding my mouth. I held my mouth wide and Sophia watched it fill with her essence, bubbling and frothing until I had to swallow or overflow. I felt the heat of it course down my throat and warm my belly. Her stream continued and filled my mouth again.

"Now thank me like a good boy, Johnny," Sophia insisted.

"Th-thank you for letting me drink your piss, ma'am," I stuttered.

"You're welcome! Maybe I'll do it again later, if you're a good boy."

"Yes, ma'am."

As soon as Sophia made to get down off the platform, a third woman approached tentatively.

"I've never done this before," she said to Nikki. "I never even knew that people did this before! But ... it fascinates me. I ... I want to try it, but I'm afraid I won't be able to ... you know ... go."

"That's the beauty of the toilet seat," Nikki answered her. "It will seem familiar. Just keep telling yourself that he loves it! You’re doing him a favor. He’s a cuckold: he loves to be humiliated! In fact, make him lick your pussy and your bunghole before and after: he’ll love that too!”

The woman didn’t seem so sure, but she mounted the seat. I could see that her labia were puffy and I wondered if it were the prospect of pee play that so excited her!

Nikki held the controller and raised me until I was practically smothered by this woman’s vagina. I didn’t even know her name, but soon I’d be drinking her pee! I breathed in her scent and then kissed her pussy and licked at her folds. My tongue tip found her tiny pee hole and I tickled that. I realized that her nervousness turned me on! I found myself wanting to entice her with my tongue, to coax her into emptying her bladder, to join the other two women’s urine now sloshing around in my poor stomach.

“Look at his little winkie! He’s as hard as can be waiting for your pee! But first let him tongue your bunghole too!” Nikki directed. The woman scooted forward obediently and then squealed as I licked across her puckered rosebud. She moaned and squirmed as I thrust my tongue into her anus and tasted the musky flavors there.

“Oh my! He’s ... he’s licking right up my asshole!” she gasped. I wondered if she were a new guest or whether most of the Club members were more vanilla in their sex than I would have guessed.

Nikki lowered the platform a couple of inches, breaking my communion with this strange woman’s rectum. I saw that she had been rubbing her clit and I felt some pride that my attentions had obviously aroused her.

“Now close your eyes and picture that you’re in your own bathroom at home,” Nikki explained. “Just relax and pee like you’ve done thousands of times. Once you’ve started, then open your eyes and look!”

I opened my mouth wide and waited. I realized that I was rooting for the woman, rooting for her to experience this new perversity! Seconds passed and then I saw her urethra quiver and a few drops and then a golden jet emerged!

The stream spurted and then stopped. Then another spurt came out, and then a steady stream.

“Oh my God!” I heard the woman say and I knew she was looking down between her legs at her urine filling my mouth. She was holding her labia apart with both hands, showing me a swath of pink flesh punctuated by that tiny opening,

Her stream faltered and then stopped. I closed my mouth and swallowed and then opened it again to show her that her piss was indeed in my tummy.

“Oh fuck!” she cried and then began to frig herself again. I felt the platform rise and licked the remnants of her piss from her vulva. “Oh shit!” she groaned. “Lick my ass!” I obediently plunged my tongue into her rear and was rewarded with a shudder and a moan. “Don’t stop! Keep licking my ass!” she demanded breathlessly.

I knew she was masturbating to a climax, which thrilled me! I drove my tongue up into her ass, happy to be pleasing her. I stabbed my tongue in and out of her ring and kissed her anus fervently. Soon I felt her shudder and heard cries that signaled that she was orgasming with my tongue up her butt!

“Oh God!” the woman panted and without a word to me, she stumbled down off the platform, jelly-legged, with Nikki helping her. I felt the platform descend and I climbed out from under the toilet seat. Nikki was hugging the woman, who was somewhat petite. The woman looked at me as if embarrassed and took off. Nikki put one arm around me.

“Some women come to cuckolding reluctantly because it is their husband’s fantasy,” she explained. “They aren’t as in touch with their erotic tastes as Tonya or Maxine. The Club is an education for them and can be unsettling. But you were wonderful!” She kissed me affectionately, despite my obviously having just drunk a strange woman’s urine! “Oh, here’s Tonya, just in time!”

Tonya walked up, arm in arm with Jacquan. They stopped and kissed deeply, Jacquan’s fingers sliding between Tonya’s engorged pussy lips and Tonya toying with Jacquan’s rigid black fuckpole.

After a long moment Tonya broke their kiss.

“Baby,” she sighed, “I want Jacquan to fuck my ass! God, I can’t wait to feel this meat there!” She said, gripping his thick cock. “Would you get my ass relaxed and ready for Jacquan? Clean me out and lube me up for him to stretch my ass?”

“Uh, sure,” I answered.

She reached out and grasped my erect cock.

“Would you like to watch Jacquan’s big black cock in your wife’s white ass?” Her hand felt heavenly on my cock and shivers went down my spine.

“Yes! I would. I would like ... to see that,” I breathed.

“We’ll be right back!” She winked at Jacquan, and she led me by my erection to an adjoining area with a set-up like a gynecologist’s exam table, with stirrups, but with enema bags on poles.

Tonya kissed me and talked to me in her hypnotic voice.

“This is the real sign of devotion, isn’t it, baby? Think of it: you’re cleaning me out so that Jacquan can have my ass! You’re readying my rectum for sacrifice to a better man.”

“Y-y-yes!” I croaked out, my mouth dry with arousal.

“Then kiss my asshole! Lick it; love it! Show me how fervently you want Jacquan to fuck my ass and how much you want me to enjoy giving myself to him!”

She mounted the table and put her feet in the stirrups, displaying her cunt and ass impudently. I gasped and threw myself between her splayed legs. I looked at her anus, no longer the tight rosebud it had been a few weeks ago, but already stretched from her past anal exploits. I kissed it passionately and my cock twitched at the feel of the warmth and aliveness of her pucker, so much like kissing her lips. Her sphincter quivered at my attentions, as if her asshole were kissing me back.

I pressed my lips ardently against her and licked her starburst wetly, sliding my lips around. I made smacking sounds and then thrust my tongue into her rectum. I pulled my tongue this way and that, stretching her opening, readying her for the black battering ram it would soon have to accommodate. I stabbed in repeatedly and was pleased to feel Tonya relaxing and opening her bowel to me.

“Good boy!” Tonya sighed and I knew she was enjoying the way I was making love to her ass with my mouth. I regretfully broke contact and unhooked the enema bag and filled it with a warm solution from a nearby insulated container. I touched the water to my wrist and found it to be the perfect temperature and no doubt expertly buffered for gentleness per Dr. Rosenwald’s specifications. I dabbed a tad of lube to the enema tip and slipped it into Tonya’s still-wet anus. I released the stopcock and Tonya smiled as she felt the gentle warmth of the solution enter her bowels. I stopped the flow and Tonya signaled me to wait. After a minute she asked me to add a little more.

“I need to be clean way in deep where that cock’s going!” she noted. She waited for the fluid to settle in and then signaled me to remove the hose. She got up and emptied herself in a nearby stall and then remounted the table to finish the preparation.

Tonya reached out and grasped my small erection and squeezed it with affection while I coated the walls of her rectum with the lube that her lover’s cock would soon be sliding through.

Tonya got down off the table and led Jacquan and me to one of the small bedrooms with a one-way observation mirror. She explained that I could watch her be ass-fucked by Jacquan through the mirror, but that she wanted to give me a treat by letting me suck on his cock first.

“My husband really gets off on being bested by real men, Jacquan,” she explained. “He’s going to love watching you bugger me! But he also has a thing for big cocks himself. He loves them! He loves to suck them. It would be a favor to me if you would let him taste your cock first before you ass-fuck me. Would that be OK?”

“As long as it’s only a warm-up,” he answered. “I want to save my strength for fucking that cute white ass of yours!”

“Oh, yes!” Tonya assured him. “Now, Johnny, I think you should tell Jacquan how much you want to suck him and then watch him fuck me.”

I looked at Jacquan’s rampant erection and it fascinated me. It was dark as dark chocolate and I wondered how it would taste in my mouth. It exuded sexual power and energy and it called out to me.

“Yes, I want to taste your cock, sir,” I found myself saying. “And I would be pleased if you would please fuck my wife’s ass with your beautiful penis.”

“Go ahead then!” Jacquan said.

I fell to my knees and took his thick shaft in both hands, loving the feel of the thickness and warmth of it. The pink of the slit stood out starkly against the blackness of the cockhead. I longed to lick that sensitive hole! I licked through the valley of his slit and then took his whole glans in my mouth, as if I were tasting an ice cream cone and then engulfing it.

The powerfulness of having a man’s sexual organ in my mouth amazed and thrilled me again! I could still not completely believe it. The incongruity of me, a man, having a man’s penis in my mouth was charged with wrongness but also an electric sizzle that reached deep within me and satisfied me in a way I could not explain. ’I’m sucking a cock! I’m sucking a cock! I’m sucking a cock!’ zinged through my brain and made me scared and happy at the same time. ’I’m sucking a cock that will be in my wife’s ass in two minutes’ was an even more exciting thought!

The thickness and the warmth and the heaviness of Jacquan’s organ filled my mouth and was wonderful! I just sucked on it, just wanting to soak up the sensation and luxuriate in the knowledge of what I was doing. I hummed with my pleasure at it.

“Oh, baby, that’s beautiful!” Tonya sighed. “You make me so happy, so see you sucking on another man’s cock for my pleasure! It looks so natural for you, to be on your knees, praying to the cock that will be fucking me!”

That was just how I felt too. I was worshipping a superior man in the most appropriate way I could, to please and prepare him for what I could not do, to satisfy and own my wife.

Tonya took my shoulder, gently nudging me out of the way. She handed Jacquan a jar of lube and asked him to lube up and stretch her ass for his weapon. She nodded her head toward the observation room, letting me know it was time for the main event.

I stumbled out of the room and slipped into the observation room. As soon as I peered through the one-way glass I was surprised to find that I’d been replaced by another cuckold husband, who was operating a video camera. In the room with me were TV’s obviously with the feed from the handheld camera on one screen and the feed from a fixed camera. I realized that my fellatio of Jacquan had been caught on video.

The handheld camera zoomed in on Tonya’s anal opening, already slightly loosened and glistening from the lube I had applied. Jacquan held Tonya’s ass cheeks apart to show off her charms for the camera. The close-up caught Jacquan’s fingers applying a glob of lube to her butthole and then plunging one and then two fingers into her pliant ring. Jacquan began to finger-fuck my wife’s eager ass and she gyrated around his delving digits with obvious pleasure.

Tonya was on all fours, giving her the freedom to push back onto Jacquan’s fingers to demonstrate her eagerness to offer her anal passage for his exploration. But rather than grease his pole and replace his fingers, he continues to finger-fuck her while he shinnied between her legs.

“Do you want my cock in your ass, white bitch?” he asked, more teasing than insulting her.

“Oh, God, yes!” she answered. “Put your beautiful black cock in me!”

“I’m gonna make you even hotter for me first, bitch! I’m gonna fuck your white pussy until you beg me to put it in your ass!”

Tonya whimpered as Jacquan slid his black cockhead through her swollen pussy lips and rubbed it across her engorged clit. He teased her by scrubbing her cunt lips but not yet impaling her with his cock. She reared back as if she could catch his cock with her ass.

“You want it, bitch! You want a hot black cock to fuck you like your pin-dick husband never can! Your white pussy is hungry for nigger cock!” With that he skewered her, easily burying his shaft in her after her earlier fucking.

“Oh, yeah! That’s some sweet white pussy!” He closed his eyes and enjoyed Tonya’s sex sheathing his thick erection. Tonya moaned with undeniable pleasure to be stretched and filled again. The handheld camera focused in on her pink pussy clutching at his dark black shaft, while his black fingers continued to probe her ass!

I watched as if hypnotized, as Jacquan’s cock claimed my wife’s cunt. My own cock swelled with arousal at the erotic sight, while the half-sick, half-exultation feeling that is the special addiction of the cuckold filled my belly. Half of me felt my stomach lurch, like the bottom dropping out on the first big hill of the roller coaster, and part of me felt as aroused as if it were my own cock that I saw plunging into my wife’s pregnant vagina. ’She wants him; not me!’ echoed in my head with each thrust, and for half my brain it was a cry of pain and for half it was a cry of joy!

Jacquan pulled his cock out then, gleaming with Tonya's wetness. He slipped his fingers out of her ass and began to thickly coat his cock with the gooey lube. Tonya cried out with deprivation.

“Please! Fuck my ass! I want your big black cock in my ass! I want to be your black cock slave! Mark me! Make me your bitch!”

“That’s right! Beg for my cock to split your white girl ass! You will be my ass-fucking bitch, won’t you? Your husband has never fucked your ass, has he? ‘Cause that faggot don’t know how to fuck a woman, can’t give a girl what she needs!”

“Yes! Give me what I need! I need your big cock way up my tight ass!”

With that he jammed his thick greasy black cock against Tonya’s pink hole. The camera closed in, showing her quivering anus struggling to stretch around his thickness! Jacquan pressed patiently, backing off slightly and then pushing forward, kneading her asshole with his cockhead, spreading the resisting muscles slowly but insistently. Tonya groaned but bravely hung in there, letting Jacquan pry open her ring with his manly battering ram.

This was the cuckold’s moment of truth, to see his wife’s ass being taken! The struggle to breach his wife’s ass was testimony to the unnaturalness of the anal assault, but his wife’s bearing it signified her willingness to give this part of herself to this man! She was making her rectum a gift to this man’s sexual pleasure, letting herself be used, wanting to be used, happy to be used in the most intimate way possible. Tonya’s face was pinched in concentration, whether she was straining to open herself up or just bearing up under the pain I couldn’t tell.

“God, you feel so big!” she told Jacquan. “But I want it! I want to be your woman! Use me, Jacquan! Use my ass!”

“Open up, baby! Oh, your ass is so tight! God, I love how that feels, when a tight white ass is clamped down on my dong! As soon as you get used to my cock, I’m gonna fuck your ass good!” He began to pick up his pace and I could see that it was rough on Tonya. Her ass was stretched around his rod like a rubber band.

But did that dismay me? Did I feel any urge to protect my wife from this man’s battering ram? No! It only made me hotter to see his black missile forcing her open! I took my steely erection in hand and began to masturbate to the rhythms of her sodomy!

“It’s a beautiful thing, isn’t it?”

With a start I realized I was not alone. Hugh, the MC from earlier, had joined me.

“Go ahead! I don’t blame you for beating off! A beautiful woman giving her most private place to a real man—it’s beautiful. You might as well enjoy it, because with that little cock you’ve got, your only choice is for her to do it behind your back or right in front of you.” He put one hand on my shoulder in a brotherly fashion, as if he sympathized with my predicament.

I turned my gaze back to the room and I could see that Tonya was really into it now. Jacquan’s thick cock now slid easily in and out of her rectum.

“Look at her take that prick up her ass! Oh, she’s enjoying herself now! How much more is he pleasing her than you ever did? Twice as much? Five times as much? Ten times?” We could hear her groans of pleasure and occasional exhortations to Jacquan to keep fucking her. “She’ll be begging for him to fuck her even harder and faster in a minute,” Hugh predicted. He put a hand on my wrist.

“Watch out you don’t get too far ahead of them!” he cautioned. “Tonya told me she has plans for your cum later, so she asked me to be sure you didn’t shoot off watching her and Jacquan. In fact, you better put your hands at your side now,” he said, moving behind me. I obeyed, as I had come to do almost automatically in the months of one outrageous request after another.

Before I knew it, Hugh had fastened metal cuffs around each wrist and I felt my arms being lifted to the ceiling!

“What the fuck!” I cried in surprise and dismay.

“Johnny, relax! I’m just doing what Tonya asked. She didn’t want you to shoot your little wad just yet. But she still wants you to enjoy the show. So I’ve recruited Jim here to help you out.”

Another man had joined us, wearing a robe.

“Jim’s another cuck husband. Show him your dick, Jim,“ Hugh ordered. Jim parted his robe to show a small penis in a chastity cage! “As you saw at the bar, we have the cuckolds do a lot of the jobs that help everyone enjoy the Club. If you become a member, you’ll be doing some of them.

“Jim’s going to masturbate you while you watch your wife, so that you can enjoy yourself, but he’ll be sure you don’t come. We had to tie your hands, because you cucks aren’t really known for your self-control when it comes to beating off! You’re all practically compulsive wankers, aren’t you, Jim? That’s why so many of you are kept in chastity devices.”

“Yes, sir,” Jim replied.

Jim reached out and grasped my penis, which had lost a little of its starch out of my surprise as being in bondage. But to my dismay, it swelled nicely almost as soon as Jim started tentatively stroking it! Jim added a little lube from a nearby jar and in moments had a slick up and down slide steadily going. I closed my eyes and shuddered.

“Isn’t that nice? Doesn’t Jim’s hand feel just as good as yours? Maybe even better? All you cucks have a little gay streak, don’t you? Or a big one!

“How about you, Jim? Do you like how Johnny’s cock feels in your hand?”

“It’s OK,” Jim said, but it looked as if his cock were trying to get hard inside its metal cage.

“OK for a little one, don’t you mean? Yeah, I bet you’d rather be stroking a real man’s cock, wouldn’t you? Watch it, Jimmy! Don’t let him come now!”

“I’ll be careful,” Jim replied.

“You go ahead and enjoy watching your wife get ass-fucked, Johnny, and Jim, you keep an eye that he’s hard but doesn’t come.”

“Yes, sir,” Jim answered.

I was mortified to find myself a prisoner, forced to submit to the indignity of being masturbated by another man!

“Does Jim’s hand feel good?” Hugh prodded me.

“Uh, I don’t know,” I muttered.

“Do you want him to stop?” he asked. Jim took his hand off my cock, which twitched in midair. It bobbed, full of blood, silently answering Hugh’s question about how Jim’s hand had felt.

“No,” I whispered.

“What?” Hugh asked.

“No,” I said a little louder.

“No what?”

“No, I don’t want Jim to stop.”

“Well, what do you want?”

“I want ... Jim to ... keep ... m-masturbating me,” I panted.

Hugh nodded and Jim grasped my penis again. I sighed at the welcome caress.

“How does it feel?” Hugh pushed.

I knew what he wanted.

“It feels good. I like it. I like Jim masturbating me.”

“Good! Then I’ll leave you fellows to it.” He left the observation room and Jim resumed a slow, light, steady stroking of my member. He was intent on watching my penis and monitoring its arousal. His own cock was leaking pre-cum through the bars of its cage, suggesting that he found his own role as a “fluffer” exciting!

Tonya’s cries brought my attention back to her sodomization. Tonya’s hands rubbed her clit as Jacquan now pounded into her rectum, meeting little resistance. Tonya’s shudders suggested that she was in the process of climaxing around the huge black penis punishing her ass. Jacquan confirmed my suspicion by crying out in surprise and delight as he felt her sphincters clenching at his shaft. His pumping became furious as her orgasm stoked his own lust.

“Damn, woman! I’m going to paint your whore ass with my black jizz!” he growled.

“I want your hot cum!” Tonya yelled. Several strokes later he slammed against her globes and shook, his mouth dropping open and he froze as his African rod spilled its treasure deep into her ass.

That moment branded itself on my eyes and my brain as I watched Jacquan claim my wife for his cumpot! She threw her head from side to side in ecstasy, as she felt his cock spasm and felt the hot jets of his sperm. Hugh was right: she must be feeling many times more pleasure than I’d ever given her! My heart pounded with a mixture of fear and exhilaration, as if I were in the throes of a fever. I thrust my cock at Jim’s hand, desperate for my own completion to crown the moment.

Jim immediately let go of my dick, anxious not to bungle his assignment. He gazed at my painfully erect cock, red and glistening. I couldn’t be sure if I detected a glint of pride or excitement in his eye, to see my penis so engorged and straining as a result of his efforts. A glob of pre-cum oozed from my tip and dripped, leaving a long silvery string behind, a testament to his cock-teaser’s art. My throbbing erection could leave little doubt that I had loved watching a black man butt-fuck my wife!

After watching my cock twitch for a few long seconds, Jim cradled it again and resumed a very tentative light stroking. I moaned, closed my eyes, and trembled, so close to coming. I jerked my hips forward, desperate to try to fuck Jim’s hand! I felt as if ... one ... more ... stroke would put me over the edge! I groaned In frustration. I could hear Tonya’s voice in my mind, “That’s what a cuckold cock is made for: jacking off. That’s your ultimate sex act.” I wondered if it were true. God! Jim’s hand almost felt as good as Tonya’s pussy—at least as much as I could remember how that had felt!

I opened my eyes to see Jacquan starting to pull out of Tonya’s behind. The close-up camera zoomed in on her gaping anus, red and glistening, with a trickle of cum emerging. I felt my mouth start to water and sensed a craving to suckle at that opening swell in my chest! That was my role in this coupling—to taste the erotic juices mingled, to soothe my wife’s plundered hole. I strained against my bonds, longing to join my wife and slurp her bounty.

But then I saw another ebon body obscure the camera and realized that another black bull had entered the room. Tonya was trying to get up, but Jacquan was holding her shoulders down.

“Baby, that ass is just too fine to leave my man Vic out in the cold! I’ve got you all warmed up and juicy,” Jacquan told her. She protested weakly and tried to push up, but Jacquan was much stronger. Vic quickly lubed up his large cock and pressed it into Tonya’s stretched anus.

Tonya cried out as she realized she was going to be fucked again by another thick black cock. She continued to complain that her poor ass would be so sore.

“Oh man,” Vic sighed. “That’s some fine ass! Oh, brother Jacquan, you have left this ass so hot and wet! I can feel your hot cum coating it!” He closed his eyes and stopped talking to concentrate on the sensations. “Oh God, she’s gripping me so good! White women sure do like black cock up the ass! It makes them feel so nice and dirty!”

Jacquan reached his hand under Tonya and found her clit and began to rub it. Tonya’s protests quieted and started to sound more like moans. Jacquan tweaked one nipple with his free hand and Tonya began to rock back into Vic’s thrusts. Vic held her hips between his hands and began to slam into Tonya’s rear end, making her ass cheeks jiggle with each impact.

I knew Tonya was technically being raped, as she had not agreed to let Vic fuck her and Jacquan had forced her to stay still. But if anything that increased my arousal, rather than dousing it. My cock strained to thrust against Jim’s hand, a steady drip of pre-cum coating his fist.

“Do you like that?” Jim asked me. “Isn’t that hot, to see her being taken by those studs? She tried to stop them at first, but she isn’t now! She’s loving it now! She loves that big black cock filling her and that black paw on her tits and her clit. She’s in heaven now! How could you or I compete with that? If you love her, you got to want her to feel that much pleasure. Don’t you love to watch it? Don’t you just want more and more?”

I almost swooned at the effect his words had on me. My brain was on fire. What we were doing was so wrong—but what he said was also so true! I loved watching this! The arousal was almost unbearable. My balls felt as if they were being squeezed.

“Say it, or I’ll stop. Say you love it. Hell, by now I bet you need it.” He took his hand off my cock.

“Yes! Yes!” I cried desperately. “I love to watch my wife fuck real men! I need it!”

“And do you want me to keep jacking off you little dick?”

“Yes!”

“Then beg me!”

“Please, please keep jerking me off! I want you to!”

Without another work he gently took my cock in his hand and slowly and teasingly stroked it again.

“You can’t fool me, Johnny, because we’re just the same. I know every shameful, perverted thought that’s going through your head,” Jim told me.

Jim expertly kept me on the brink of orgasm while I watched Vic pummel Tonya’s rectum. A few moments later, Jim stopped until I begged him again.

“Please!” I beseeched him and he smiled and resumed his stroking. I saw that he only cast occasional glances at the spectacle on the other side of the glass. I suspected his turn-on was on this side of the window.

There could be no doubting that Vic had overcome Tonya’s objections to sloppy seconds, as she was grunting and driving herself back onto his prick and her hand dug at her clit.

“Fuck my white ass!” she encouraged him. Then she shuddered and cried out another orgasm.

“Oh Jesus!” Vic exclaimed as he felt her anus clutch at his shaft and sensed the tremors of her climax. He growled and redoubled his thrusting as Tonya swooned with the aftershocks.

“Take it! Take it!” Vic yelled and he planted himself as deep as he could. Vic’s spasms shook him and thrills went through me as I knew he was filling my wife’s bowel with his African man-seed. Tonya smiled and whimpered as she felt the jerks of his cock and the warmth spread way inside her.

“Look how happy she is,” Jim sighed. “You’re a good husband.”

A warmth rippled over my body at the unexpected praise. I didn’t feel like a very good husband. I felt like a psychotic pervert. But I could not deny that the beatific look of exhausted satisfaction on Tonya’s face warmed the cockles of my heart!

“You love knowing that she’d rather fuck their big black cocks than your little white worm, don’t you?” Jim murmured, like the voice of my own conscience. “She wants them in her cunt. She wants them up her ass. What about her womb? Wouldn’t that be the best—to know that a little black baby was growing in her tummy? Knowing a little chocolate baby would be suckling at her perfect tits, telling the whole world that you’re a cuckold?” Jim encouraged that thought with delicious strokes of my shaft, rubbing his thumb over my cockhead expertly. I groaned at the eroticism of his imagery and the skill of his hand.

“God!” I cried out.

“God yes? God, yes, I’d love to have her knocked up by a black stud?”

My eyes literally filled with tears: tears of frustration at his torment, but also tears of shame that it was true!

“Yes!” I gasped. “Yes to all of it!” A teardrop or two coursed down my face. Jim chuckled and released my cock, which bobbed and throbbed with angry desperation to shoot. Pre-cum dribbled down the underside of my shaft. A moment later another glob oozed out and fell in a silvery string.

I looked up at Tonya and quailed at the sight of two more black men joining Jacquan and Vic. Tonya tried to get up again, but they held her down while the third black man greased his pole and slipped into Tonya’s sore asshole over her weak protests.

As soon as he was sheathed in her rectum, they flipped Tonya over so that she was lying on top of the new invader, her back to his front. Her rapist held her shoulders back, while Vic and Jacquan grabbed her legs, leaving her helplessly pinioned on a black cock with her wet pussy fully exposed. The camera zoomed in on the obscene tableau, her white ass speared from below by a large anonymous black cock, and her spread pussy glistening with her own arousal—and the leakage of two ass fuckings.

Then another black ass stepped into the frame, as the fourth bull took his position. When his erect cockhead pushed at Tonya’s vagina, she began to scream and plead.

“No! Please! It’s too much! I can’t take them both! Not at once! Please!” But the men only laughed at this and encouraged the fourth man.

“Go for it, Malcolm!” they told him. “You’re gonna take it, bitch!” they told Tonya. “You’re gonna make room! You’re gonna ride two black cocks to the orgasm of your life!”

“No! You’ll hurt me!” But they ignored her. Malcolm pressed forward. He clearly was encountering resistance, as he pushed in small thrusts, hunching forward and they pulling back slightly, inch by inch. Tonya was reduced to long painful sounding moans of “No-o-o-o-o-o!”

“Oh, Jesus!” the man below exclaimed as he began to feel Malcolm’s cock rub against his sensitive underside through the thin tissue separating Tonya’s ass from her cunt. “Jesus H. Christ! That feels fucking weird!”

“You’re gonna like it, Akeem! You don’t have to do anything! Malcolm’s going to fuck her cunt and your cock!”

Malcolm pushed his way into Tonya’s slick pussy.

“Oh, fu-u-uck!” Malcom exclaimed with deep satisfaction. He hunched forward again and again until he’d clearly hit bottom. Tonya looked like the white filling of an Oreo cookie, separating the chocolate bodies plastered to her back and front.

“Oh! Oh!” Tonya began to moan, her head lashing from side to side, overwhelmed with the sensations welling up from her pelvis. “Oh, Jesus!” she cried, no longer sounding so pained. She did not appear to be struggling against Vic and Jacquan anymore.

“Take it, baby!” Malcolm told her. “Take two big black cocks at once, like the white whore you are!” He jabbed his hips into her groin and Tonya threw her head back, her mouth open, working soundlessly, and her arms fell back in an attitude of surrender. Malcolm continued to thrust at her and her face tightened into a mask of concentration.

"Oh, shit!" Akeem exclaimed from underneath her and he joined Malcolm, pumping his hips upward into Tonya's distended anus. "Oh fuck!" Akeem cried, as he felt his cock squirming against Tonya's grasping sphincters and Malcolm's thrusting penis.

Then, to my amazement, Tonya began to add her own thrusts to the mix. She began to undulate her pelvis, incredibly seeking even more stimulation from the rigid cocks filling both her holes.

”Oh yes!" she now cried. "Oh shit, yes! Fuck my whore ass ... and ... cunt! Oh, God, yes!" she exulted. "Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yes!" She raised her hands to her own tits and began to pull and pinch her own nipples. "Oh! Oh!" she moaned from deep in her chest. "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" she yelped sharply. "Aaarrrggghhh! Aarrgghh!" she began to cry continuously. Her head and hips jerked convulsively as a massive orgasm or orgasms ripped through her! Her body shuddered but she was unable to move, pinioned between two muscular black bodies and her holes fixed by the ebony shafts penetrating deep into her belly.

Her contractions drove the two black men crazy and they thrust madly into Tonya's spasming tunnels. This seemed only to further excite Tonya, who seemed to be having one continuous unending orgasm, as evidenced by her incoherent groaning and thrashing! Malcolm had more freedom of movement and it wasn't long before he rammed himself home and blasted his semen into Tonya's cervix.

"Oh fuck SHIT!" Akeem swore, no doubt feeling the spurts of Malcolm's ejaculation against his own cock. He thrust up desperately into Tonya's ravaged rectum and let go his own jets of sperm into her bowel!

Tonya trembled in place as she felt her secret places sprayed with the hot seed of these Nubian studs.

"Oh yes!" she sighed. "Oh yes!" she exulted more weakly. "Oh yes!"

A shudder went through me as I watched, knowing that Tonya was accepting their essence and that she was feeling blessed by their fluids. And a twist went through my own belly, that I was thrilled by it too!

"Beautiful!" Jim whispered under his breath, as he gazed at the scene, his hand still cradling my greasy dick.

Tonya trembled between them, as if her orgasms were still sending aftershocks through her.

"I think it's clean-up time," Jim announced, as he released my drooling prick and began to unlock my cuffs. "Get in there: your lady will be expecting you," he motioned with his hand.

I walked into the playroom, my shiny greased erection bouncing awkwardly in front of me. Malcolm and Akeem had extricated themselves. I was presented with my wife's ravaged holes, gaping, reddened, gleaming with her juices, and oozing the semen of four African cocks. My own cock throbbed at the sight and warm wave of arousal coursed up my spine.

'Yes! Yes!' some perverted part of my brain cried with anticipation. I felt my face go all hot and my mouth started to water. I couldn't wait to abase myself by burying my face in that gooey mess!

So I didn't wait! I threw myself to my knees and crammed my mouth onto her distended asshole and my nose buried itself in her sloppy pussy! And it did—it did feel so good! I was in heaven!

"Is that Johnny?" I heard Tonya ask in an exhausted voice. She hadn't even lifted her head up to see, she was so enervated by the orgasms which has racked her. She sighed, "Oh, I can tell that's Johnny all right! I can tell by how eager he is to suck up all that cum and how lovingly gentle his mouth is on my poor, poor asshole!"

Tonya was certainly right about one thing: her ass had never tasted so strongly of cum. Those studs must have been saving up for her. Three loads of cum overwhelmed the taste of her dripping pussy and copious lube. Her ass was so stretched, though, that my tongue felt lost. I missed the amorous squeeze of her sphincters around my probing tip. I sealed my lips around her hole and sucked out the jism deposited there. I could feel her rectum ripple as she obliged me by pushing out, squirting more of the obscene mixture into my eager mouth!

"I feeding you, Johnny!" Tonya exulted. "I milked those beautiful black cocks for you, so you could eat all that delicious nigger cum!"

I shivered with delight at the perverse picture Tonya painted: me hungry for cum and my bride happy to procure it for me by offering up her ass and cunt. She was the momma bird feeding her chick his daily dose of sperm. I groaned and sucked all the more ecstatically.

"Don't neglect my pussy, honey!" Tonya chided me. Of course all of the cum oozing from her cunt was oozing down into my mouth anyway, but I had no objections to planting my face into her gooey snatch. I sighed as I felt her puffy cunt lips against my cheeks, as my tongue strove to lick up every drop of semen it could reach. Her vagina felt like a cavern after taking Malcolm's thick manhood.

My own little dick remained hard and pre-cum trickled from its tip. I licked away and asked myself, ’Could I ever be happier than when my face was pressed into my wife's gaping cum-drenched pussy?’

I heard Jacquan talking to Malcolm.

"Damn! There's nothing those little-dick white boys like better than eating their wife's pussy! They're almost lesbians the way they go after the box lunch!!"

After another minute Tonya stirred, reviving.

"I think you should thank the men for your treat and for seeing your wife well-fucked."

"Yeah, white boy!" Malcolm chimed in. "You owe us, don't you?"

"Uh, thanks."

"Oh, not like that!" Tonya scolded. "I think the very least you can do is to kneel at the feet of each of these real men and clean off his gooey cock and tell them exactly what you are thanking them for."

On my knees I scuttled over in front of Malcolm. His cock was limp now, but still longer and thicker than my fully erect organ. I could see white streaks of pussy juices and semen drying on it. I reached for it and felt the electric thrill that always went through me now whenever I touched a man's penis! I marveled as my white hand grasped his ebony shaft. Holding the instrument of his sexual prowess excited me! Even limp it felt substantial, heavy, solid.

I lifted it to my lips and saw a bead of semen ooze from its tip. I wanted it. My tongue shot out to catch it and then I engulfed the chocolate head with my mouth. It felt good. I moaned.

"That's right, boy!" Malcolm crowed. "That's some good cock, ain't it, boy? Your faggot mouth loves some good nigger cock, just like your woman does, don't it?"

I nodded, with his cock still in my mouth. I took as much of his penis as I could, jamming it against the back of my throat. Then I quickly licked his shaft from his Brillo-like pubic hair up to the head, sealing my lips sideways on his meat. Then I switched and cleaned up the other side the same way. I wasn't sure, but I thought I could feel him start to thicken slightly.

"OK, it's a clean-up job, not a blow job, Johnny!" Tonya scolded. "Say your piece now."

"Thank you ... sir. Thank you for fucking my wife's pussy so well. And thank you for letting me eat your cum out of my wife's pussy."

"You're welcome. My pleasure," Malcolm replied.

I shifted over to Akeem, whose rod glistened with a mixture of lube, cum, and ass juice. as I took his cock into my mouth I pictured Tonya's once-tight rectum clamped around it, stretched by two previous plowings, lubricated with two loads of black jizz. I imagined how glorious it must have felt for Akeem to have this cock squeezed by my wife's warm bowels, and to feel the grip of her sphincters in lust! I shuddered with arousal. As I continued to fellate the black scepter I imagined how Tonya's ass felt as it was reamed by this thick pole and how she'd surrendered herself to it and then spasmed around it in pure joy! My own ass puckered in sympathy.

"Thank you," I gasped. "Thank you for fucking my wife's ass and giving her the kind of pleasure I cannot." I licked his cock thoroughly, trying to remove all of the lube that clung tenaciously to it.

I repeated this ceremony with the other two men, although they'd already wiped themselves with the towels liberally provided by the Club. I was pleased to feel Jacquan start to respond as soon as I started to suck on his manhood and he had a full erection by the time I was done with him.

"Does he want to finish the job?" Jacquan asked Tonya, his prick standing at attention.

"Sorry, boys, but I have an appointment with Maxine for this one."

The men exchanged knowing looks and I sensed that a trip to Maxine was not an unalloyed pleasure for a cuckold husband.

"Don't let us detain you then," Jacquan conceded. The smiles the black men exchanged told me that I had yet another trial ahead.

"Come here," Tonya said, grasping my cock like a leash and leading me. "Let's do something about this!" We walked past doorways leading to mattress-packed rooms with various debauched activities going on. TV screens everywhere showed cocks and mouths and cunts and assholes in all combinations!

Tonya led me to a corner where Dr. Rosenwald held court. It was furnished like a doctor's office, with an exam table and medical instruments. But Maxine's leather dominatrix outfit was like no doctor ever wore and covered none of her charms.

"Oh, Johnny and Tonya!" She gushed. "I've been waiting for you! Is Johnny all prepared?" she asked Tonya.

"He should be!" Tonya assured her. "Jim N. kept him on the edge the whole time Jacquan and his bros were fucking me but good!"

"They can fuck you good, but I can fuck you great, sugar!" Maxine murmured in Tonya's ear, followed by sticking the tip of her tongue in Tonya's ear.

"Oh, you're a bad girl!" Tonya scolded her. "But get to Johnny before his little balls burst."

"Up here, Johnny, Dr. R said, smacking the exam table with the flat of her hand. After I sat on the edge of the table, she swung out a set of obstetrical stirrups and placed my feet in them, spreading my legs and leaving my feeling very exposed. She cranked up the other end of the table, propping my back up at a 45-degree angle.

Maxine donned some exam gloves and applied some lube to my shaft, massaging my raging hard-on gently.

"Johnny, Tonya wants you to show your loyalty to her by submitting to one of my special treatments. It is a procedure that makes many men very nervous, but it provides a kind of sexual stimulation that nothing else does. It requires that you put your most delicate tissues in my hands and trust me absolutely." She continued to stroke my hard-on so slowly and gently that it was hypnotic. "Many submissive men like yourself find it a very satisfying experience, unlike anything else they've undergone! Tonya wants this for you. Will you do it for her?"

If course any normal man would at this point say, "Do what? Tell me what it is first!" But with Maxine holding my cock and just stroking it maddeningly slowly, and her presenting whatever was to happen as a test of my loyalty to Tonya, there was no question of saying 'no.'

"Yes!" I husked out fervently and I looked into Tonya's eyes.

"Good boy!" Maxine said, squeezing my cock and Tonya smiled and silently mouthed, 'I love you!'

Maxine picked an instrument up from a towel and held it inches in front of my face, so close I had to squint to focus on it. It was about the size of a soda straw, but gleaming silver. She slowly rotated it while she continued to knead my penis, overlaying the menace and my anxiety with a fog of sexual titillation. With a shudder I realized that the tip of the instrument was shaped like a cockhead, so that the instrument was a long, thin, gleaming metal phallus!

"Isn't it beautiful, Johnny?" Maxine whispered, as she continued to rotate and move the wand hypnotically in front of my face, forcing me to struggle to keep it in focus. "Look at it!" she hissed softly. "This is called a urethral sound. I'm going to fuck your penis with this! You're going to let me stick this down your pee hole and fuck your little penis with my silver one!"

I stared at the sound as if it were a snake and I could not take my eyes off it. I was in a trance of anxiety and arousal and her words did not sink in.

"You probably thought you'd already been violated in the most intimate place possible when you let Tonya and her lovers fuck your ass. Or maybe you felt most violated when you first took a man's cock into your mouth at Tonya's behest, or when you let a man shoot his cum in your mouth. Maybe you felt you'd submitted to the ultimate violation when you stood by as another man fucked your wife or when you helped him sodomize your wife's ass. Or maybe it was when you watched a man impregnate your wife, or the moment when you first learned that his baby was really growing in her belly.

"But none of those are really the most intimate, most sensitive, most terrifying place for a man to give up. A man is really most terrified of anything happening to his cock. And the most sensitive, scariest part of his cock is his peehole, his urethra. It is so sensitive, so private that he doesn't even think of getting penetrated there! it doesn't even occur to him that anyone could put anything in there, that his cock itself could be fucked from the inside, that he could be raped down his cock, violated in that way!"

She rubbed her thumb across the tip of my cock and pressed against the slit. She started to pry the edges of the slit apart and tease the delicate pink tissues lining the hole. A shudder went through me at the exquisite sensitivity of that flesh. My mouth went dry with fear at the thought of that silver spike crammed down there!

"About now you're thinking, 'It can't happen! That thing won't fit in there!' But it will! I mean, didn't you think that when Tonya tried to stick a dildo up your ass? Didn't you think that when Brian's big cock first tried to pry open your backside?"

She squirted a little blob of lube onto the tip of my cock and began to work the goo into my pee slit.

"Oh, it will feel very unnatural, to be sure. very wrong. Part of your brain will be screaming, 'No! Don't! Stop!' But doesn't that still happen every time a cock starts to get crammed up your ass? Isn't that your first instinct, to clamp down, push out? Don't you still have to override that, to still yourself, take a deep breath, and ... submit? Doesn't part of you say, 'No, this is wrong!' But another part says, 'But I'm doing it anyway'?

I felt a flip-flop in my tummy that told me that Maxine was touching on something very deep, very strong, and very perverse in my cuckold soul. She was seeing into that very hidden, shameful truth that made me feel much more terrifyingly exposed than my mere physical nakedness.

"Isn't that the switch that turns you on, the drug you're addicted to? 'It's wrong; I shouldn't; but....' When you suck on another man's penis, doesn't part of you yell 'No!!!'. But you suck it anyway and you get so turned on! Does it feel natural to you to open your mouth to accept the piss of a woman and drink it down? When another man sticks his bigger cock into your wife's cunt or ass, isn't some part of your squirming, telling you to step in, to stop it?

”But you stay and you watch and the cry that should be anguish when he shoots his sperm into her becomes a cry of exaltation in your throat! Isn't there a part of you that recoils in disgust as you lower your mouth to lick his cum from her dripping cunt? But you push past that and find an ecstasy in defeating that instinct?"

My brain quivered at the lashes of her onslaught. Shame overwhelmed me as she described my sickness exactly.

"Oh, Johnny!" Maxine said in concern. "Don't hate yourself, Johnny! Be proud! How many men could overcome all those obstacles, could push through millions of years of masculine instincts to submit themselves so completely? You have taken your manhood and ripped it out of yourself and handed it as a gift to your lady! A beautiful, unique gift! And tonight you add another beautiful, terrible submission to that gift and find another level of ecstasy waiting if you can bear it!"

I looked up at Tonya and saw she was looking at me with love and ... pride? I thought of all we'd already done tonight: beat off while she was fucked on TV, drank the piss of three women, watched her anally gang-raped while another man masturbated me. Were those all gifts, accomplishments? Were those the best things a poor cuckold husband could offer his bride?

"Will you submit, Johnny? Do you want to do that for Tonya? Do you want it for yourself? Will you let me fuck your cock?"

She took the sound and touched it to the tip of my cock, just rested the tip of the wand in the greasy pit she'd made of my slit. I felt the chill of the metal there, already foreign and strange. I looked at Tonya again, passion burning in her eyes, and I looked at Maxine, concern and anticipation there.

I nodded.

"Oh, Johnny!" Tonya whispered. Maxine smiled and her eyes glittered with triumph.

"You need to stay very still, Johnny. These are delicate tissues. Can you stay very still while I put this down your cock?"

I swallowed hard and nodded again.

Maxine held the sound in front of my eyes again and began to thickly coat it with lube with ritual care.

"I want you to watch what I'm doing, Johnny. I want you to see what is happening to your precious penis! I want you to see and feel every twinge, every millimeter of this rod penetrating your cock, to feel all the excitement and humiliation of submitting to this!"

She grasped my penis and pressed the slit open. I felt the chill of the metal touch my tender flesh and then a strange, slightly burning sensation as the sound began to enter my pee hole! I watched as if through a telescope, not believing this was really happening. I couldn't believe how easily the wand slipped its way in, already an inch into my slit.

I didn't feel any stretching, just a pushing open. I could feel a creepy sensation crawl up my nerves, telling me something very wrong was happening, something unnatural, dangerous, that I should stop.

A shiver went through me as I stared at Maxine's gloved hands, one cradling my cock gently and the other pushing the probe into my slit. I willed myself to give in to this, to trust her. A warm sensation spread down my neck and back as I realized I was totally in her power. I was submitting, just as she had said, giving up my masculine power, making my cock and my will a gift to her.

The strangest sensations came from my dick as I felt the sound push deeper! It was like an itch crackling through the most sensitive nerves of my cock. My penis was swelling and throbbing, not enlarged only by the width of the probe, but with an arousal that seemed more physical than mental. It felt like the stuffing was tripping some switch in my penis, like an electrical stimulation directly into my nerves. It reminded me of how it felt when Tonya milked my prostate, like pushing a button rather than caressing an organ.

I watched with amazement as the sound continued to sink into my penis! I couldn't believe that little hole was large enough to take something easily as big as a pencil! The sight of my cockhead swallowing this gleaming metal rod was bizarre. My slit looked like lips kissing it, with gobs of lube coating them. I thought the sound must be filling the length of my cock already, but Maxine continued to press and I was dumbfounded as it continued to descend for at least another 3 inches! I couldn't understand how it could all fit in there!

By this time my cock was incredibly hard and held straight by the metal rod! Being stuffed with the sound made my penis feel even harder and stiffer than usual!

"That's all the way in now, Johnny! You've lost your urethral virginity! Your urethra keeps going in past the base of your penis, so that I can put a sound in that is longer than your little cock! The urethra bends there to go up to your bladder, so the sound can't go around the corner unless it has a curve to it. I can gently fuck you with the sound now, or I can just play with your penis with the sound in place, Either way, your delicate tissues will be rubbing on the sound, sending incredible stimulation to your prostate and balls!"

She grasped my shaft and I could feel the hardness of the metal rod. As she very gently jiggled my flesh up and down, I trembled with arousal as the strangest sexual feelings buzzed through my cock! I fought hard against the urge to squirm, as my stomach did flip-flops and filled with buttterflies. The feelings were intense and unnatural, arousing and uncomfortable at the same time! I wanted her to stop and I wanted her to keep going! My cock felt like a balloon getting bigger and bigger, about to pop.

Maxine then began to move the wand in and out very gently. I groaned as my delicate piss tube felt irritated even by that gentle motion. She slowly increased the length of the strokes. The spreading of the lube and the warming of the metal allowed it to glide more smoothly.

"I'm fucking your penis, Johnny! I'm raping your pee hole! Your wimpy cuckold penis is no good for fucking anything. It's so pathetic that you'll let me stick this down it! Your cock belongs to me. It's my plaything!"

Her demeaning words took me by surprise but aroused me so tremendously!

"Look at this pathetic excuse for a penis! It's like a little boy's. Good for nothing. But even a boy wouldn't let anyone put a stick up his dick! It takes a pathetic cuckold wimp to do that and be aroused by it!"

I felt a wave of shame course over me as the truth of her unexpected taunts sank in. My whole body felt hot and liquid. I was helpless to protest or resist. I could only submit.

Maxine sank the sound in all the way and resumed pumping my penis around the metal spike. I could feel my sensitive, delicate tissues squirming around the hardness of the metal shaft, the softness and vulnerability of my flesh a starling contrast with the unyielding steel.

"Shoot for me, Johnny!" Maxine whispered in my ear. "Shame yourself by climaxing at your own rape!"

At those words I gasped and felt a twinge grip my groin. Maxine pulled at the sound and I yelped as I felt it dragged out of me in one pull. Immediately my cock convulsed and cum began to spill out of my dick in weak spurts.!My urethra burned all up its length and I felt strange twinges through my groin, but my orgasm went on for many more pulses. I trembled all over, almost as if I had a fever! My nerves were overloaded like an electric shock!

I fell back on the table in an exhausted heap. Maxine handed a cup to Tonya and she held it to my lips, tipping my watery cum into my mouth. Then she squeegeed out the cup with her finger and had me lick her finger clean. She kissed me warmly, stroking my stomach.

"Oh, Johnny, you make me so happy! That was beautiful!" She grasped my tortured cock and squeezed it. I winced to feel my tube sore up its whole length. Then she leaned over and covered my body with hers. I felt small and weak, but her embrace made me feel safe and happy.

"Maxine's going to sell me one of those sounds," she intimated. "She says some men get off on that so much that they masturbate with them. But I can't wait to do that to you myself! It looks like such a power trip! I got hot just watching Maxine do it!"

I groaned inwardly at the thought of going through that again, and I couldn't imagine doing that to myself. But then I'd done a lot of things I'd never imagined!

Tonya helped me down off the exam table. She suggested we go back to the bar area and relax and watch the dance floor. We found Nikki and Chad there and sat with them and ordered drinks. I almost felt as if I wanted to crawl under the table and go to sleep!

"Where's Bobbie?" Tonya asked. Nikki smiled. She motioned with her head toward the dance floor. A slow song was playing and "Babette" and a handsome man were welded together, crotch to crotch. When they turned, I could see that the man's hands were palming each of Bobbie's ass cheeks. He was squeezing them lewdly as they danced, while the man ground his groin against Bobbie's.

I felt my face go hot as I watched them. What was I feeling? Curiosity? Disgust? Or was it fascination? Or was it envy? Bobbie made a very presentable female and it was obvious that he had an admirer! This man was not just using Bobbie's mouth or his ass: he was attracted to the whole package, to "Babette."

The song ended soon. Bobbie and the gentleman walked in our direction but sat at the table directly across from us. I saw Bobbie shoot a wink at Nikki and Nikki nodded approval. From where we sat it was as if we had a ringside seat.

After a quick drink from their cocktails, Bobbie leaned in to whisper in the man's ear, followed by his planting a kiss on the man's ear and neck. The man returned the favor, and then planted a kiss on Bobbie's lips. Bobbie responded eagerly and soon they were locked in prolonged French kissing. Their hands dropped below the table and their undulations suggested heavy petting was going on.

I watched with fascination. Would I do that? Could I dress up like a woman and seduce a man? Would I have the nerve? But more to the point, did I want to? This wasn't just a cock and an orifice. This was two people. Kissing, fondling, exchanging gestures of affection.

Tonya whispered in my ear.

"How would you like that to be you, Johnny? Would Janine like to come out and play?"

My mouth was dry and I didn't know what to say. Tonya reached down and cradled my exhausted penis. Despite my recent draining, I could feel excitement go through my system.

"We could call Natalie and Burke. They could teach you how to dress, how to move, how to put on make-up: how to attract a man." She continued to fondle my cock and it felt good and her voice made her proposal sound enticing.

"I ... I don't know ..., I stuttered. "How would you ... would you want me to?"

"Oh, I think it would be hot! Look at them! That's Nikki's husband! Nikki's fucking all these studs and her husband is making out with a man! It's so wild! I love it!"

They broke their clinch and the man whispered something in Bobbie's ear. He moaned and nodded yes and they quickly got up and walked away. Bobbie shot a quizzical look at Nikki and Nikki gave him the "eyes on you" sign. Bobbie nodded agreement.

"Let's go. This'll be fun!" Nikki urged is and shooed us all to follow the disappearing couple. Nikki kept them in sight until she saw what playroom they were going to. Then she ushered us into an observation room next door and I understood the hand signals: Bobbie had deliberately steered his date toward a playroom with an observation window!

Bobbie and the man were locked in another kiss and were fondling each other's crotch through their clothing. But it was only moments until Bobbie was working the man's belt buckle open and lowering his zipper. The man quickly skimmed his pants and shorts to the floor, revealing a nice cock which had clearly already been hard in his pants and which sprung to full attention.

"Oh my!" we could hear Bobbie declare with pleasure, and he grasped the erection with feminine hands, the long pink fingernails making me forget for a moment that this was really Nikki's husband grasping this hard-on. He sounded like any turned-on woman finding that her new lover was well-endowed! Bobbie kissed him deeply again as he squeezed the firmness of the engorged organ.

I watched the two of them entwined and I could not help but be taken in by the surface appearances. With a wig and the make-up and the dress and the stockings and the shoes and the nails, it just looked like a pretty woman stroking the hard-on of her new boyfriend. It looked right, acceptable, normal. It didn't turn me off or gross me out. It looked natural. I had to remind myself that this was Robert, Bobbie, a cuckold husband just like me!

Like me? I had sucked men; I had been fucked. Could I kiss a man? Could I hug a man? Did I want to dance with a man, be held in his arms, be stroked and nuzzled by a man? Did I want to make love with a man? It certainly appeared as if Bobbie wanted to!

Did I want that? Would I put on a dress and a wig and play a girl to attract a man? If I looked like a girl, would it feel right, would I want a man that way? Would I feel like a girl, or like an absurd man in a dress?

Bobbie broke the kiss and bent down to kiss the man's cockhead. Between his painted lips, Bobbie's tongue snaked out and licked a bead of pre-cum from the pee-slit. The man was very hard and when Bobbie took the cock in his mouth, the man groaned loudly with delight, and Bobbie also moaned his satisfaction with the feel of that hot meat in his mouth!

But it was clear that Bobbie's date was eager for the main course. He pushed Bobbie down on the bed and quickly shucked his shirt. Bobbie lay on the bed passively, watching the man reveal his torso with anticipation. The man reached up under Bobbie's dress and pulled Bobbie's lacy panties down his legs and tossed them away. Bobbie obediently turned onto his stomach and the man pulled Bobbie's dress up, revealing the smooth tight buns beneath, framed by a spectacularly beautiful set of satin garters and stockings. It wasn't the most voluptuous bottom, but hairless and surrounded by feminine accoutrements, it certainly could pass for a female derrière!

Bobbie's gentleman friend surely seemed to like it, as he caressed it and dipped his finger between the cheeks to toy with Bobbie's rosebud! Bobbie squirmed appreciatively and his date fingered the opening more insistently, which got Bobbie undulating his bottom with that much more enthusiasm. Bobbie's beau dipped his head to kiss Bobbie again and to whisper some lewdness in his ear, as the man grabbed the ever-present lube jar from the bedside table.

Bobbie looked to be positively vibrating with anticipation as the man spread Bobbie's cheeks and applied a large glob of lube to the pink star there. Bobbie sighed with approval as the man pressed a greasy finger into Bobbie's rectum! He turned his finger this way and that and then picked up another fingerful of lube and pressed two fingers into Bobbie's inner sanctum. Bobbie's lover then proceeded to finger-fuck Bobbie's ass. Bobbie progressed from initial tense stillness to gradual squirming and then pushing back to meet the man's thrusts, accompanied by a deal of growling and moaning!

I found myself increasingly aroused by the scene before us! My own sex-crazed anus twitched in sympathy, imagining the delightful sensation being wrung from Bobbie's bunghole! My deflated cock began to rise again.

"Would you like that to be you, Johnny?" Tonya asked, reaching around to cradle my half-hard cockette. "Look at how Bobbie's writhing! All that dancing, the smooching, the petting. Rubbing up against a real man gets a girl—or a girly boy—all hot and ready for some loving! And look at Bobbie's date: he's hard as a rock and drooling for some good b-girl pussy!" Tonya's hand just feathered my sore cock, but the combination of the scene, her words, and her touch continued to stoke my arousal.

Bobbie's lover paused to slather lube down his rampant erection. Bobbie writhed with frustration and eagerness, pulling his cheeks apart to expose the slick red ring of his anus like a target! The tableau of his offering his ass so desperately sent a zing of erotic adrenaline directly to the pleasure center of my brain! God! That was so hot! So fucking sexy! If I were a normal man I'd be fantasizing about sticking my cock into that waiting ass. But I was picturing myself as Bobbie! Hell, yes—I'd trade places with Bobbie right now! I'd love to snap my fingers and be waiting for a big cock to skewer my yawning ass!

Bobbie's man shinnied up between Bobbie's knees, still covered in sheer shiny nylons. Bobbie had laid his head on the bed, so his ass was obscenely raised to meet his lover's thrust. I longed to see the sodomite skewer Bobbie in one thrust, but despite his preparations, it took him several pushes to squeeze his penis into Bobbie's snug rectum. But it didn't take long before he was reaming that orifice with ease and obvious pleasure. Soon Bobbie was arching to meet his thrusts in an erotic tango!

"That could be you, Johnny!" Tonya murmured hotly in my ear. "Nylons hugging your legs, satin caressing your skin, your falsies jiggling with every thrust, feeling a real man's passion—passion for you, not just your ass, but for the pretty, desirable, sexy hermaphrodite you could become! Look at him! He's crazy in lust for Bobbie! He could have me or any of a dozen beautiful women here, but he wants something more exotic. He knows he's not fucking a girl, but that fact drives him wild: the perverseness, the forbidden fruit, the domination!"

Tonya stroked my cock and my brain was on fire! I felt turned on but my cock was only half-hard. It was just too soon after the orgasm Maxine had ripped from me with her sound. But it still felt so good, to be in that erotic trance again.

Bobbie's stud couldn't last much longer, but he was reaching around, lying on Bobbie's back so he could reach under his dress to grasp his cock and jerk it frantically while he plowed Bobbie's backside. I saw Bobbie go rigid and I knew he was ejaculating! His lover went spastic, no doubt feeling Bobbie's rectum spasming around his cock. The lover cried out and I knew that Bobbie's ass was milking a load of sperm out of the stud's big cock!

After a moment, Bobbie's date pulled them both sideways and they crashed to the bed, his cock still inside Bobbie. That didn't seem to displease Bobbie at all, as he wiggled his ass back against his lover's groin, no doubt savoring the fullness still occupying his bowel. My heart skipped a beat as I saw the man pull Bobbie close to his chest and kiss Bobbie's neck as they spooned and whispered to each other! They looked like a couple who had made love, not like two men who had simply fucked.

Chad and Nikki seemed restless now that the show was over and they excused themselves to look for other entertainment. But Tonya suggested that we stay.

"I want to see what happens next," she explained.

Next Bobbie's date pulled out gently and rolled onto his back. Bobbie daintily gathered up a towel that had been underneath them, capturing his spewed semen, and wiped off his own crotch. Then he took another towel and turned to his lover and carefully cleaned off the man's penis. But then they hugged again and began kissing some more! I imagined they were exchanging sweet nothings, as they kissed and whispered for several more minutes.

"Oh, Johnny, that's so sweet!" Tonya sighed wistfully, and she hugged me to herself and kissed my cheek.

Then the two men began to dress. Bobbie smoothed his dress and fished some make-up out of his purse to fix himself.

"He really makes a pretty girl," Tonya remarked. "Do you think you'd be that cute as a girl?"

"It's hard to imagine," I answered.

"It's amazing what some make-up and clothes can do though, isn't it? Half the time I forget that it's even Bobbie under there. I think I'm looking at a girl named Babette."

"I know! Me too!" I exclaimed. It was a relief to know that it wasn't just me.

"There's so many clues that go together in our brain deciding, 'That's a girl. That's a boy.' Long hair, dresses, nails, lashes, etc., etc. I bet with Natalie and Burke's help you would make just as sexy a girl as Bobbie."

I felt a little thrill as Tonya said the words "sexy girl." That's what I wanted to be—not a girl, but sexy, attractive, desirable ... wanted. I missed that feeling. As a cuckold I was loyal, useful, dutiful, amusing, maybe loved. But I missed being sexy! If I couldn't have that as a man, could I have it as a woman? Even earlier tonight I would have doubted it. But after watching Bobby, I wondered. I felt the hunger to have what he seemed to have. Would that maybe make me happy too?

We wandered back to the bar, where we found that Bobbie and his date, Sean, had joined Nikki and Chad. Bobbie seemed happy and relaxed with Sean's arm protectively around his shoulder. Bobbie was fussing with his make-up again, looking in his compact's mirror.

"You look fine!" Sean teased.

"You got my face all mussed!" Bobbie scolded him.

"That's not the only mess I made!" Sean laughed and the table joined in. Not much later Sean begged that it was time for him to leave. He gave Bobbie a warm kiss and said, "See you next Saturday?"

"Oh, maybe," Bobbie flirted. "I may be busy. You're not the only good-looking man around here."

"Oh, listen to that!" Sean exclaimed. "She's already looking for another date! What a flirt!"

"Flattery will get you everywhere! But a girl's got to keep her options open. I like to play the field," Bobbie retorted.

"Well, I'll have to think of a way to worm my way into your heart," Sean chuckled.

"I already like the way your 8 inches wormed its way into my panties!" Bobbie exclaimed and then seemed embarrassed at his own boldness.

"Ho, ho! Well, maybe I already have the inside track! I'll keep working on my dance moves too. See you!"

I sat fascinated by their interchange and the contrast with the "wham-bam-thank-you-Sam" gang-bang at Brian's apartment last Monday. Sean and Bobbie seemed to like each other.

Soon after, we left the Club ourselves, exhausted from the multiple orgasms and all the new things we'd seen and done. As I fell asleep my mind was restless, sorting out how I felt about it all and what the future would hold for me and Tonya.


-Day 79-80 Sunday / Monday-

The next day Tonya seemed unusually attentive to me. I almost felt as if I were an equal partner in our little triad. I suspected I'd found out the reason when she told me she was thinking of calling Natalie and Burke to make an appointment for us to discuss their services.

"Would it be OK, baby? We could just find out more about it. I know you were fascinated by Bobbie and Sean. I think you owe it to yourself to least ... explore, yeah, explore the option."

"What, they ... they're like, what, coaches?" I asked.

"Well, that's a good way to think of it, but they are more than that. They sell clothing and accessories, give lessons in make-up and how to wear clothing. But I guess their most valuable service is how to pull it off: how to walk, move, talk, gesture to really become a girl. at least when you want to. Their specialty is for men who want to play with it. They're really not for transsexuals who want to go all the way and have the operation."

"Well, I guess we could," I equivocated.

"I mean, look at what a great job they did with Bobbie! I think you owe it to yourself to see what it is like."

"OK," I gave in.

"Great! I'll get their number from Nikki."

Later she told me that they'd given her an appointment for the next night.

"I know you were looking forward to Monday night football again, especially since it is the last one of the season." She turned to Brian. "Baby, I'll make it up to you. You know how those black studs reamed my ass last night? Well that was so hot I'm already itching for some more back door action! Do you think you could help a girl out?"

"Rowr!" Brian growled at her.

"Johnny, please go and make me up a nice warm enema, will you?" Tonya asked.

I went into the bathroom and prepared a warm solution. She and Brian kissed while I released the enema and her belly filled with it.

"God that feels good," she said. "And to think just a few months ago I thought anal sex was dirty! Even the preparation gets me going, knowing that I am going the extra mile to give my most secret place to my man." She kissed Brian and moaned. "I guess it is dirty—but the good kind of dirty! So many girls don't know what they're missing! It feels so good to have a nice cock up your heinie! Right, Johnny?"

"Uh, yeah," I answered.

"Brian, I want your big cock in my poop chute!" Tonya pulled her legs back, angling her ass upward to give Brian easy access. It only tooK three thrusts before Brian was balls-deep in Tonya's rectum.

"Oh, baby, squeeze me!" Brian enthused.

"Oh, Johnny! Suck my tits!" Tonya begged. "That would be so good! Help me come while Brian buggers me!"

Tonya's face was flushed with lust and her breasts were larger and firmer with her pregnancy. Brian's thrusts jiggled them as he bottomed out. As I bent to suck an erect nipple into my mouth, Tonya cradled my head, pulling me into her mound.

"Oh, Johnny! That ... feels ... so ... good!"

"Oh, fuck, baby! I can feel you coming!" Brian groaned.

I too could feel the heat of her sexual flush and the twang of her climax zinging through her body. With her breast in my mouth I felt as if I were feeding off her erotic power.

Brian's grunts grew more animalistic and a quivering surge forward signaled his ejaculation. Tonya's murmurs told me she was feeling his cock pulsing its load into her colon.

"Oh, yes, baby!" Tonya signed as she accepted his sperm in her most private place. I pulled out from between them and Tonya drew Brian to her chest and hugged him.

"Go ahead and pull out. I want Johnny to be able to suck you while you're still hot and hard!" Brian withdrew with a moan and Tonya reached down to cup her ass. As I took Brian's slimy thick cock in my mouth I couldn't help that a "m-m-m" of satisfaction escaped my throat.

"Come taste his jism now, baby!" Tonya urged. ”Kiss your wife's adulterous ass. Feel how open it is, how much Brian and those black studs have stretched your wife's tight ass. You love having your face stuck between my ass cheeks, because that's about as low as you can go, isn't it?" My rampant erection did nothing to rebut any of her contentions.

After a couple of minutes I had sucked much of Brian's ejaculate from her rectum.

"Let's do something about your problem here," Tonya said, referring to my hard-on. "Maxine told me your cock would probably be sore today, but the more we do this, the sooner your little dickie will get used to it. She said eventually you'll probably even look forward to it, even beg for it."

"This" referred to the urethral sound she had drawn out of a small leather case and was lubing up. My cock had had been sore today and burned slightly the first few times I'd peed.

"Do we have to?" I asked, looking at the probe with butterflies in my stomach.

"Are you going to let Maxine fuck your peehole but not your own wife?" Tonya asked sharply.

"Well, uh ...," I temporized.

"I can't wait to try doing it to you myself," Tonya announced. "So come here!"

I meekly sat next to her on the couch, as she thickly lubed the menacing looking spike.

"I'll be gentle, baby," Tonya promised. "Will you let me fuck your little dickie?" she purred as she lightly stroked my cock, which had softened a little in apprehension. "Please? Pretty please?"

"...I guess so," I muttered.

"Oh, goody!" Tonya squealed and began lowering the sound to my slit, already wet with pre-cum.

"I does sort of look like a little miniature vagina, doesn't it?" she cooed and I did have to admit that the vertical slit bore some resemblance.

I could feel myself going into a trance-like state as I stared at the thin metal cockhead beginning to enter my peehole. It was so wrong, so unnatural, and so unreal that I was letting this happen to me! I was dissociating, pulling back and watching it happen, as if it were happening to someone else.

"Unh!" I grunted as the sound scraped against the vulnerable skin that had been abused for the first time the night before. It irritated and burned. Tonya hesitated a moment to see if I were really in pain and then continued to slip the probe in very slowly, a few millimeters at a time.

"Poor baby," Tonya cooed. "Your little peepee is still sore from mean old Maxine! But Tonya will be gentle," she swore. She stopped lowering the sound and ran a finger up the sensitive ridge on the underside of my shaft. Even motionless, the sound irritated and felt so foreign. But my damn cock swelled despite the pain!

"Look at your stiffy, Johnny! Your little cock likes getting fucked!" She jiggled the spike almost imperceptibly in tiny mini-fuck strokes, which increased the burning sensation, although it seemed to increase the lubrication, which was welcome. Tonya began to work the rod deeper that way, with small downward pushes alternating with tiny fucking motions.

"Oh, baby!" Tonya gasped under her breath. "This is blowing my mind! I feel proud that you trust me enough to let me do this! It's such a power trip. It's as if I own your cock, like it's mine, really mine! I can even fuck it down the peehole!"

As Tonya spoke I felt the sound reach the bottom of my cock and there was a strange feeling as it pushed against the glands and tubes down there. My skin crawled at the sensation, but my cock got even harder! The feeling got even stranger as the sound continued to sink in, seemingly impossibly so, as my cock had already swallowed more of the sound than its own length. But then it stopped with a couple inches still protruding, having reached the bend where the urethra turns to meet the bladder.

Tonya grasped my cock and gently squeezed it and began to stroke it up and down around the implanted sound. It felt so strange, to feel her hand on the outside and the sound on the inside! My cock shuddered and I could feel pre-cum inching up its length, lubing the sound. Seeing my slit with a shiny metal spike sticking up out of it was so bizarre. The fleshy warm softness of my penis contrasted with the metallic hardness of the sound, like some kind of cyborg sexual organ.

"Oh, baby, that looks so hot!" Tonya gushed, working my flesh up and down around the rod. "You're really fucked, aren't you? Fucked right up your peehole!"

I shuddered again and was amazed to find that my arousal was building! Against all instinct and despite the burning sensation, Tonya's hand felt so good and the rubbing deep inside me was pushing some buttons that I didn't even know existed.

"Oh, yeah, baby! Go with it, baby! Enjoy it! You got a silver cock down your cock! Tonya's fucking your cock! Look at your little peepee getting even stiffer! It turns you on!"

I felt ripples go up my spine as my nervous system surrendered to the invasion. I couldn't take my eyes off my cock and Tonya's hands and the sound penetrating my most delicate tissues. Tonya began to fuck me, working the sound up and down slowly. I gasped as the motion set off more burning sensation, but I could feel the lube becoming more slippery with warmth and pre-cum. Despite the irritation, the motion became increasingly arousing and pleasurable, against my will!

"Do you like Tonya's little cock fucking your little cock? You can't deny me, can you? Can't even protect your pee-slit. I'll take you however I want—and make you like it! I’ve got a metal spike down your little boy-cock!"

I watched like a deer in the headlights as the sound slid up and down and my cock oozed lube and pre-cum and swelled harder and harder despite its predicament.

"Oh, this is wild! I love having this much power over you!” Tonya crowed. “I’m gonna make you come, whether you want to or not! Come for me, baby! Spurt your cuckold goo for Tonya!"

And with that I trembled and shook and felt my balls tighten.

"Oh God!" I cried. Knowing I was at the point of no return, Tonya withdrew the sound in one quick pull, raking my punished tube once again. I felt a convulsion shake my body and sperm began to pump out of my cock in painful pulses. As so often happened now, the sensations were stronger than the ejaculation itself, which only flowed out in waves rather than shooting out in jets.

Tonya cupped her hand to catch my semen. She grasped my shaft, which protested with a burning pain. She milked the last drops out, squeezing, which made me gasp.

"Oh, I know, baby!" Tonya sympathized. "Love hurts, don't it?" Despite my moans she squeezed my penis like a toothpaste tube, extracting every drop she could. "That'll be pretty sore for a day or two, I'll bet. Probably lots of cranberry juice would be good for you.

"But Maxine says if we keep it up, you'll stretch and toughen up. Some guys get addicted to it, try to see how thick a sound they can take. There's even jewelry—"penis plugs"—that you can wear down your cock and attach it to a ring around your little cockhead! It's quite a fetish!"

As always, in the aftermath of my orgasm I felt let down and humiliated. I'd let myself be violated! My cock felt ravaged.

"Here, baby," Tonya cooed, lifting her palm to my mouth. "Some yummy warm cum will make you feel better. I know it isn't the tasty cum of a real man, but you love cum so! Mmmmm, there you go!" she said, as if she were feeding a toddler his pablum. I swallowed the lukewarm goo and then dutifully licked her hand clean. "Get every drop!" she urged, as if I really enjoyed this.

I winced as she took my now-limp penis in her hand.

"Sounding is really a perfect metaphor, isn't it, for a cuckold? It makes your little peepee a source of pleasure and pain at the same time! The organ that is supposed to be a source of pride is instead another vulnerability. You submit to unnatural humiliation, but you can't help but get hard and spew your useless seed!

"This cock has been your downfall, hasn't it? Too small to satisfy your wife, but it betrays you by getting hard while you watch other men fuck her! If it weren't for this traitorous thing, would you being doing any of this? Would you be eating cum, sucking cocks, being fucked up the ass if this little thing weren't making you crazy? It's your Napoleon complex: this little thing is a tyrant—it rules you."

True to her word, Tonya made me drink cranberry juice after that. My first piss later burned like the clap. I wasn't sure if I could really empty my bladder for the pain. The next time still burned, but it wasn't as bad. The irritated feeling was there all night, reminding me of what I had submitted to.


-Day 80 Monday-

The next day Tonya told me we'd meet for a quick dinner because the appointment with Natalie and Burke was for 6 pm. She told me that the evening appointments were hard to get and extra expensive, because everyone wanted them. Apparently being a married couple made Natalie and Burke unusual in this business and in great demand for their services.

"It takes a woman to show you how to be a woman. But it takes a man to show you how to be a woman who knows how to really please a man," Tonya explained. As the appointment approached, I wondered if I really wanted to do this.

"I feel funny about this," I told Tonya at dinner.

"Don't worry, baby," she told me, covering my hand with hers. "Natalie and Burke have seen everything. They've helped lots of men. You owe it to yourself to see what they can do for you." She pitched her voice lower. "And think of all the yummy cock you'll be able to get...!"

Natalie and Burke's business looked like a cross between a clothing store, a dance studio, and a doctor's office. Natalie greeted us at the door.

"Welcome, welcome, Johnny and Tonya!" she gushed. She saw me looking at the racks of clothing.

"We sell clothing to our clients that best complements their figure, style, and coloring. But you can buy clothing lots of places. What we offer is to show you how to wear it, how to pull it off," she explained. "And it's not just a physical thing. It has to be psychological too. That's why we start out with getting to know you."

We walked into a well-appointed, comfortable office with two loveseats facing each other. Burke was waiting for us. I was surprised to find him a handsome man of medium height, and not a bit effeminate.

"My husband is not a transvestite, Johnny," Natalie hastened to explain. "I'm the one who is really fascinated with making men into women. I don't want a fairy for a trainer. I need a real man to bring out the woman in you. Burke will teach you how to relate to a man."

Burke gave me a firm handshake that lasted a little too long and his eyes were looking me up and down, appraising my body. I felt the beginning of a blush and a heaviness in my crotch at what that might portend.

"What brings you to our shop?" Natalie asked.

Tonya took over, to my relief, explaining our cuckold relationship.

"But we've found that Johnny has an appetite for cock that rivals mine!" she chided. She told them of our friendship with Nikki and Bobbie and how we'd watched "Babette" at the Cuck 'n' Bull.

"Yes!" Natalie responded. "Bobbie has been a good student, but it's still early to say how far he can go. He's still learning.

"So what do you want out of this, Johnny?" Natalie asked, turning to me.

"I ... I want to make Tonya happy," I stammered out. Tonya smiled.

"Good answer!" Natalie assured me, "But what else? What about what you want out of it?"

I blushed as they all three looked at me and I hesitated, deciding what to say. I knew what I wanted. I wanted what Bobbie / Babette had. I wanted to be wanted the way I'd seen Sean want ... her. Wanted by a man, by a woman, I didn't care. But I wanted to be desired. I didn't want to just be a cum-dump. I wanted someone to look at me and be aroused, to say, "I want that person." When I saw Bobbie being held in the arms of a man, dancing across the floor, I saw that. They'd hugged; they'd kissed; they'd aroused each other!

But did I want to say that out loud? Would Tonya be hurt? Would that come across as a slap at her? I hesitated.

"I ... I want to be ... desirable," I said and stopped, unsure if I should say any more.

Tonya looked surprised, as if she hadn't even wondered why I'd do this for any reason other than pleasing her and getting cock. Natalie smiled broadly with a look of real pleasure. She reached out and cupped my cheek in one hand.

"Oh, that's perfect! That's exactly what I like to hear! I get so bored with these narcissists who say, 'I want to be pretty. I want to be beautiful.' They dress up to please themselves, to look at themselves in the mirror all day. They could care less about anybody else.

"But with you it's all about the other person. You want to make yourself the lock that fits their key. That's such a good start, because it is so much the feminine attitude to start with! A real man is a hunter. He's scouting out his prey; he's out for a conquest. That’s why Tonya's boyfriend can fuck you 100 times and never be any less the man for it. He doesn't love you: he wants to conquer you, to vanquish you as a rival and prove his superiority.

"But a woman wants to attract a suitor. She makes herself beautiful, enticing, desirable to draw a mate to her. She puts herself on display so that he will choose her. She makes herself the target for his arrow."

Natalie took my hand in hers.

"The poor weak male will be discouraged at his prospects as a hunter: he stands little chance against the real man. Naturally he will be drawn to the feminine strategy. At first he tries it as male: he tries to attract a female in a feminine way, by being kind, caring, supportive, gentle.

"And to his surprise, he sometimes succeeds! I mean, those are very attractive qualities! At first his mate is delighted: she has a man without all those boorish masculine faults: he's like a girlfriend who will also mow the lawn and change a tire!

"But sadly her poor husband is becoming even less of a man every day. Playing the role of the 'liberated,' 'modern' male saps what little masculinity he started with. Even if he doesn't start to have problems with impotence—which are almost inevitable—with his undersized equipment he'll be no stud in the bedroom. With his masculine instincts inexorably draining away, he may begin to prefer cunnilingus to intercourse. Their lovemaking may begin to look more like a lesbian couple’s!

"But if she's a real woman like Tonya, the attraction for the ‘liberated’ male eventually wears thin—often sooner rather than later! She's a real woman: her instincts crave a real man with a real cock who can fuck her into next week! Her womb longs for a man with strong sperm and good genes who can knock her up with his superior children.

"So pretty soon she realizes her 'perfect mate' can't really satisfy her. So eventually she cheats on her weakling husband, leaves him, or, if she is more honest and loving, she offers him a cuckold relationship like you two have.

"The poor weak male is stuck now: he can't revert to the masculine strategy now—he'd be torn limb from limb. He can't hope to compete on that battlefield. He didn't get his wife by impressing her as a male, so he can hardly hope to get her back that way. So he can only hope to do what's he's good at: to please her by going along, being cooperative, being submissive to her whims. So he goes along with becoming a cuckold.

"Freed from having to keep up the pretense that he is somehow a real male in sheep's clothing, he tends to drift more and more in the feminine direction. Whatever fight he had in him is gone now: he becomes even more submissive and willing to go along with whatever his wife asks of him. Every new submission confirms his sense of weakness and convinces him that he has no choice but to hope his cooperation with his cuckolding will persuade his wife to keep him around.

"To his alarm he finds that the more submissive his behavior, the more dark desires are bubbling up from his subconscious. The submissive feminine role has invaded even his sexual fantasies! He finds himself unaccountably longing to be taken, to be possessed, yes, to be penetrated! He starts to feel excited at the sight of a hard cock; his anus starts to twitch! He revels at the taste of the cum oozing from his wife's cunt! He fantasizes what the female desires: to take in the penis, to extract that pollen, to hold and suck and accept a cock into his innermost places.

‘But sex is not the most frightening feeling he has! What really terrifies him is feeling the longing to be loved, to be cherished, to be cradled in strong arms, to cuddle against a strong male body, to feel the hard rough lips of a man against his soft yielding ones! He wonders what is wrong with him, but it is only the natural consequences of his role. Little boys will build towers and rocket launchers. Little girls build houses and baby cribs.

"And in his heart of hearts he knows that the real man is only attracted to the female allure—the shape, the smoothness, the long hair, the big eyes, the red lips! He begins to envy his wife's ability to excite a man! And if he sees another man dressed as a woman, enfolded in the strong arms of a man, he begins to toy with the idea. It's just another few steps down the road he's already trod, the natural evolution of his journey.”

She turned to Tonya.

"And if his wife truly loves him, she will be happy for him and support him! She won't be losing her husband, as in many ways she never had one. She will be freeing him to be happier and more fulfilled than he can ever be as a man!"

I looked at Tonya and her eyes were filled with tears!

"What's the matter, honey?" I beseeched her anxiously. Was she having second thoughts? Was she ashamed of me?

"Oh, baby," she cried, taking me into her arms and hugging me to her bosom. "Nothing's wrong! Nothing! It's all right! It's so beautiful! I'm so relieved is all! I know I wanted this for you, but I wasn't sure why."

She turned to Natalie.

"But Natalie, my God, you have it just right! My God, what a relief! To understand it all now! I've been asking myself, 'Why?' Why did I marry John in the first place? Why was I so unsatisfied in the bedroom? Why was I so attracted to other men? Was I a slut? Or a sadist? Was I incapable of commitment? But I do love John! So why did it turn me on to see him suck a cock or get fucked up the ass? To see him wear lingerie and make-up? I thought I must be some kind of pervert! But it's just that I didn't want to make love to a half-man!"

She began to sob and held me tighter and I began to cry in sympathy. Natalie put her arms around the both of us.

"You're both OK! You're no perverts! There, there! You love each other and you want the best for each other! It's just coming to terms with the fact that nature makes all kinds of people, who come in all kinds of gradations from strong to weak, from male to female. It is beautiful that you can be there for each other! It's beautiful that you love each other enough to break out of society's conventional boxes, to give each other the freedom to be who you are and have what you need! And that love will give you the courage to continue your journey wherever it leads, no matter what society thinks."

Natalie released us and sat back down. I could see that her eyes were dewy. Tonya and I grabbed tissues and blew our noses.

"God, that's why I'll never do anything but this work!" sighed Natalie. "To release people from their guilt and doubt, it's wonderful!"

My mind was blown as much as Tonya's. Natalie's explanation made sense out of so much! Every time she used the phrase "weak male" I felt a twinge of my ego wanting to deny it, but how could I? How could I deny the truth of what she said?

I could still remember myself as a teenager, looking around and knowing I wasn't an alpha male, before I'd ever heard that term. Back then I guess I would have said that I wasn't "cool," wasn't "macho," wasn't a "stud." I could remember having the realization that I couldn't compete with those guys for sex appeal.

I remember consciously deciding that I'd have to compete by being a "nice guy." I'd be polite, considerate, attentive, and (ugh!) "a good listener." I'd be the boyfriend who bought the flowers, picked out the romantic card, cooked her a favorite meal. I'd be "liberated," not "macho." Had that decision set me on the path to eventually being a transvestite?

No, it wasn't that alone. No, my fateful step had been to grab for the brass ring, to try to punch above my weight: I'd tried for a girl like Tonya. I'd reached for a girl good enough for the macho studs: a sexy, beautiful girl. A girl I could never measure up to, a girl I didn't deserve. It was like stealing—seeing that loaf of bread in the window and just smashing the glass and grabbing it.

That had been my undoing. A plain, mousy girl, she would have been happy to settle for a "nice" guy. But Tonya could do better and her ovaries and hormones knew that. They whispered in her ear every night to spread her legs for a guy with the "right stuff"—and to spread them wide, because he'd have a big, thick cock that would fill her up with his fertile baby juice!

That's when my fate was sealed, because sooner or later she'd want a real man. And what would a "nice guy" do when his wife told him that he couldn't satisfy her? Would a "nice guy" tell her "too bad, just suffer"? No, he'd crumple, admitting that it was his failure, not hers, that he knew he'd overreached in marrying her. He'd be ashamed and desperate not to lose his ill-gotten prize.

And Natalie was right about another thing too: the crucial ingredient was love. Tonya really did love me. So rather than just leaving me or going behind my back, she'd offered me another way. And I loved her so much that I couldn't bear to give her up completely, even though I knew that I didn't deserve her. But neither could I doom her to a life of frustration. So instead of divorcing her or trying to keep her unfulfilled, I'd gone along with her. And here is where it led....

All this flashed through my mind in a minute, but a minute of silence in a room with four people is an eternity. I finally pulled myself out of my thoughts and found all three of them looking at me, a knowing smile on their lips, as if they'd known where I'd gone in those moments.

"It's a lot to take in all at once, I know," said Natalie in a kind voice. "But enough talk! Time to take more steps down the road you've chosen!"

We signed a contract for several weeks of consultations and lessons. The price made my stomach flip, but Tonya assured me we could afford it and that "if you want the best, you have to pay for the best." I had certainly found out so far that being a cuckold cost more than one's self-respect!

Natalie and Burke led us to a large fitting room, complete with a platform and mirrors, but replete with all kinds of women's clothing. I noticed lots of it was lingerie: panties, bras, chemises, teddies, nightgowns, etc.

"I find most men find it easiest to start with the frillies. Even macho men are turned on by silk and satin and lace! Of course, they are mostly thinking about the tits, cunts, and asses that the clothing might be adorning, but the attraction is undeniable."

She led me up to the platform and bid me to step up onto it.

"Take your clothes off, Johnny."

How reluctant we are to let go of our hang-ups: I hesitated momentarily, but dutifully I started to strip. Natalie smiled when she saw my satiny pink bikini panties. My nervousness kept me from springing an erection despite the situation.

"Very nice," Natalie said, as she ran her fingers over the fabric, cupping my ass momentarily. "I'm glad you wore them! A little plain, but definitely a good start!" She told me to leave them on just then. She ran her hands over my hairless chest, circling my naked nipples lightly. They started to harden, as did my cock.

"Very smooth," she remarked, and did the same down my legs. "A very good job! How often do you shave?"

"Every other day," I answered.

"Excellent! Keep that up!"

She stepped back and started browsing through a rack of bras, panties, and girdles. She brought up a handful of sets on hangers and held them up to me, drawing the lacy and satiny fabric across my naked chest.

"Pink is definitely the best color for you," Natalie said half to herself. "Perfect, since it is also the most feminine." She chose a sort of longline bra, almost a girdle, that came down to my navel, shiny satin with contrasting while ribbons and lacy edging. It fastened in the front. I felt ridiculous as she put it on me, but feeling it encase my chest was exciting. I looked down at the small but empty bra cups with embarrassment.

"Don't worry, we'll fill those up!" Natalie assured me brightly. She had me step out of my panties and my cock sprung out half-hard as I pulled them down.

"Glad you're enjoying yourself!" smirked Natalie.

She pulled the matching bikini panties up my legs and carefully tucked my erection into them. She was right: just looking down at the lingerie excited me! She reached around to attach the garter belt from the set and even the empty garters hanging down added to my arousal.

"I think he likes this!" Tonya laughed.

Natalie brought me a set of sheer pink nylons with a seam down the back.

"Here's your first lesson," she told me. "How to put on stockings. You have to gather them up and work them up your leg so that they don't snag or stretch. Of course, with these you also have to watch to keep the seams straight. And you'll have to get the hang of garter hooks." She demonstrated on one leg and then I put on the other one without too much trouble.

"Now don't look in the mirror until we get your boobs!" Natalie admonished. She reappeared with two gel sacs that she slipped into the bra cups and adjusted until she felt they were properly situated.

"We'll get you some mules for now. High heels are one of the hardest things for you boys to master. We don’t want you breaking your ankle on your first night!" She told me to close my eyes and led me to an alcove and had me step into some shoes with a medium heel. I could feel my calves tighten as my toes pointed downward.

"Now open your eyes!" Natalie commanded.

I opened my eyes to see my reflection from the neck down only. The top part of the mirror was covered.

"What do you think of this girl's body, Johnny?" she asked.

Without my face in the frame, I did have the sensation of seeing just a body rather than a person. It wasn't a bad-looking body! I was never that muscular and with the lacy pink lingerie and hairless skin, there was little to give away that this was a man's rather than a woman's body. Maybe the hands were a little too big, the bones a little too big. And a giveaway bulge in the crotch area!

"Not bad, eh?" Natalie opined. "With some long nails and nail polish, any man would be interested! Now lesson number two, Johnny—or should I say 'Janine'? Maybe not yet. But a girl would stand with her feet close together, her knees next to each other, her weight mostly on one foot. And she keeps her elbows in."

I did as she asked.

"That's right. Can you feel the difference? A man stands ready for battle," she explained. "He keeps his feet wide to brace himself, ready to spring. A woman, on the lookout for a man, does the opposite. She purposely puts herself in a weak position! She stands with her feet and knees together, perched on high heels. She puts her arms in a helpless position. It's like she makes herself ready to be toppled over! You could push her down with one hand! And then unwrap that pretty package, tied up with lace and bows, and have your way with her! Can you feel it? Can you feel how helpless and vulnerable you are standing like that?"

I did feel that, how weak and exposed I was. My cock twitched and my anus puckered as the words "pretty package" and "have you way with her" echoed in my head. The idea did excite me! As I looked at the body reflected in the mirror, poised daintily, bedecked in satin and lace, that body—my body?—looked desirable! I wanted to be desirable for a change. Not just useful, not just used, but desired. And the idea of that body being desired and used by a man, his rampant cock impatient to plunge into my rectum and spew its seed, excited me!

I realized I'd been starting at my image in the mirror too long. As I came back to my senses with a start, Natalie and Tonya both laughed.

"I think he likes what he sees!" Tonya chided and I could feel the heat come to my cheeks. I started to sputter and turned to them. Unconsciously I changed my stance and posture.

"Posture! Posture, Janine!" Natalie barked at me. "Feet together! Elbows in!"

Flustered, I followed her instructions immediately.

"That's better. At first you will have to consciously think about it every time: 'Am I sitting right? Am I walking right? Are my gestures right?' It will help if you start telling yourself, 'Now I am Janine. I'm not Johnny pretending to be a girl. I am Johnny becoming Janine. I am channeling Janine.’ Then it will all come much quicker and become more natural. Jung thought we all had a male and a female soul within us. Imagine you are just letting your female soul come out. You've lived around women all your life. You know how they walk, how they talk, how they look. You just need to let that knowledge take over."

I turned carefully back to the mirror and looked at the alluring body in the glass.

'I am Janine,' I thought to myself. 'That is my body, Janine's body. I am Janine, a beautiful woman.' I shifted my weight from one foot to the other and watched how my hips moved and my "breasts" shifted in the cups of the bra. I shifted back. A tiny thrill of hope inside surprised me. I could ... I could do this. I could have what Bobbie had last Saturday night. I could be the desirable woman in the arms of a strong, handsome man! I could be Janine!

Natalie approached me and took my chin in her hand and firmly turned my head to look straight into her eyes. Her gaze burned into mine. Whatever she was looking for, she must have seen it, because she gave a little smile and said, "Yes! You'll do!" More to herself than to me.

She chose a flimsy aqua short robe—practically see-through, it was so sheer—and helped me into it. Then she led me to a brightly lit make-up table.

"The clothing you simply put on, Johnny, but the face you create. Clothing and make-up are your instruments to make the magic of bringing Janine to life. I will make you an artist with make-up, so that you will know that you are beautiful. You won't be afraid to be seen in public: you won't be able to wait to show yourself off!"

Her enthusiasm had a fervor to it that convinced me that it was not hype, and it was infectious. I saw Burke smile broadly: he enjoyed his wife's enthusiasm for her calling. I found myself excited to see what Natalie could do.

She spent some time dabbing different foundations on my skin, giving out color and brand names to Burke, who wrote them down on a record sheet. She did the same with eyeliner, eyebrow pencil, shadow, blusher, highlighter, lipstick, and nail polish. She seemed very sure of herself, only going back and forth between products a few times, which made it all seem very scientific.

Then we went through all the steps of applying my face, as Tonya had shown me, but with much more explanation of how it was to be done And why, do's and don't's, what colors were good for me and what ones went with what, what would be for a casual event and what for a special event. As her fingers and brushes and pencils and applicators skimmed over my cheeks, eyes, and lips, it felt very intimate and very caring. I found myself relaxing into a warm puddle where Natalie was caressing and cherishing me. Rather than feeling embarrassment or perverse, it felt very loving and made me feel special and blessed.

"Janine," she scolded, "you're enjoying this too much! You're supposed to be paying attention!" I barely noticed that she had used my feminine name or that she was criticizing me. I just soaked up her touch and her attention.

"Don't worry, Natalie," Tonya assured her, "I've been taking notes. We'll get it right."

"When their little clits get hard, it stops up their ears!" Natalie lamented.

"Don't be so hard on her," Tonya countered. "She's just excited. Give a girl a break!"

"Well, she has been a good girl so far! Not much more preparation. The nails. The hair. Then the ears last!"

Natalie indicated that we'd do something simple for my nails and hair, since we didn't have time for a full salon treatment. She had pre-polished press-on nails. She chose fairly short ones, since I'd no experience using my hands with long nails. She chose a simple wig as well and pinned it on me.

"Now for the piercings," Natalie announced. That brought me out of my reverie.

"Piercings?!" I exclaimed.

"Well, certainly!" Natalie protested. "A pretty girl's got to wear earrings, doesn't she? And you're not going to wear dowdy clip-ons, are you?"

"But isn't that going to hurt? And don't you have to keep them in for the first few weeks, or the holes will close up? What'll I do about work?!"

"So many questions! Well, of course it will hurt! But a girl makes sacrifices for beauty. And, of course, you'll just have to wear your studs to work. It takes a piercing 6 months to heal completely. I'm sure you'll get some ribbing, but a lot of men are wearing earrings these days."

"I'd say, 'Don't be such a pussy,' but we really want you to be more of a pussy!" Tonya gibed.

That really tickled Natalie's and Burke's funny bone and they guffawed at Tonya's witticism.

Natalie spread some kind of antiseptic on my earlobe and brought out a piercing "gun."

"This will hurt like hell, but it will be over in a second. We're basically shooting an earring post through your earlobe. But it will all be over before you can even flinch." She fit the gun around my earlobe. "If you are brave, I'm sure Burke will give you something to keep your mind off the pain when we're done with this."

The gun popped loudly in my ear and a searing pain lanced through my ear!

"Jesus H. Christ!" I cried in pain and surprise. Almost immediately my earlobe began to throb. I reached up to grab it, but Natalie caught my arm.

"Don't touch it! The more you touch it, the more likely it will be to get infected!" she admonished. She quickly moved to the other side and I jumped when the gun just touched my ear.

"The second one is always harder. It never ceases to amaze me that boys make more fuss about this than girls do. And we're supposed to be the weaker sex! Of course, I'm not exactly dealing with a he-man here," she tsked.

She scolded me to sit still and then came the second pop and the pain again. It was even worse than the first, because now both my earlobes throbbed.

"Am I bleeding?"

"Of course, but just a little bit." She held a gauze to my earlobe and showed me a few drops of blood. "You’re not going to faint on me, are you?"

"No," I muttered, disgruntled that I couldn't even complain without being scolded.

"Now, you'll need to leave these starter posts in for six weeks and you'll need to sanitize the area three times a day, but don't take the posts out. We'll give you antiseptic pads to use. Your earlobes may swell and get a little red and even seep a little fluid, but if they get fire engine red or pus seeps out, you'll need to be put on an antibiotic, but that's rare."

"They really hurt!"

"Here, you can take some Tylenol to dull the pain. They'll be very sore for the next couple days, but they'll be much better after that."

Natalie took both my hands in hers and pulled me to my feet.

"Now for your rewards. Your first reward is to meet the ravishing girl I've just met." She pulled me to a three-panel mirror alcove and pushed me to the center.

"Johnny, meet Janine."

For some reason I remembered to stand with my feet together and my elbows in. I stared at the image in the mirror. Whereas before I'd only seen myself from the neck down, now I was presented with a whole person, who bore little resemblance to me. I looked with my own eyes, but saw a different person looking back at me. I saw a pretty girl, nervous, but with smoldering eyes and cute body wrapped in seductive lace and satin! She mimicked my every move, shifting her weight from one foot to another. I noticed the surgical steel posts with a dab of blood below each one.

"That's you, Janine," Natalie told me. "Look at what a pretty girl you are! What a desirable girl!"

I took a hesitant step toward the mirror and then another. I looked right into my eyes, drinking in the picture Natalie had painted.

"Do you like what we've done, Janine?" she asked.

I was afraid to move, afraid to break the spell. I didn't look like a football player dressed up for the senior skit. I looked like a girl! Maybe a little tall, maybe a little raw-boned. But as long as I stood still and didn't talk, anyone would be fooled, at least at first glance.

"I ... I'm amazed!" I said, startled to hear my voice coming out of the face I saw. The falsies and the much sexier lingerie had me looking more feminine than I had when Tonya and Bobbie had dressed me up.

"And here's your other reward," Natalie said. I felt a body come up behind me.

"Hello, Janine," Burke said in his masculine bedroom voice. He pressed himself against my behind and folded his arms around me. He was not very tall, maybe an inch taller than me, but more stockily built and muscular. I did not realize how strong he was until I felt him hug me to himself. His arms felt like steel and I felt totally in his power, as if he could pick me up like a baby.

"Hello," I answered in a faltering voice. "Hello," I tried again, trying to make my voice a little higher, more girlish.

He turned me around and looked at me with a hungry look. Despite his strength, he began to touch me with gentle, featherlike touches. He ran a finger down my forearm and my skin prickled where he had touched. He stroked my cheek so slowly, so gently, it was as if he were appreciating the smoothness of a marble statue. He ran his thumb below my bottom lip and then down my chin and neck. I could not believe how sensuous these light, slow touches were! I was afraid to move, not knowing what was expected of me.

"Of course, you'll have to learn how to kiss a man, Janine," Natalie broke in. "You're inexperienced, naive. Burke will teach you. Not just kissing, but how to suck a cock, how to fuck a man. And I will teach you how to do marvelous things with your cute ass that will drive a man crazy. You'll be a better girl than most real girls. Men will be panting after you!!"

That didn't sound as painful as learning to walk in high heels! As if to punctuate that thought, Burke slipped a hand behind my head and pulled my lips toward his. I didn't resist, but it wouldn't have mattered if I did, so powerful was his embrace. I closed my eyes and felt his mouth press against mine. His lips were stronger, rougher than Bobbie's.

At first he was gentle and I passively let him kiss me. But then he took me, forcefully pressing his mouth to mine hungrily, using the hand behind my head to control me. It was so different than Bobbie or Tonya! He was taking me, possessing my mouth, my lips. Against my will I thrilled to his power and ardor and I softly moaned in surrender.

He took my reaction as assent and began to run his tongue across my lips and then probed into my mouth. I gasped at the rush I felt and opened my lips to his explorations. His tongue felt good in my mouth and I began to return his kisses with my own! I darted out my tongue and opened my mouth wider and he responded enthusiastically, pressing harder and more vigorously, sucking my tentative tongue between his lips.

We broke our kiss for a moment and Burke led me to a nearby couch, where he began to neck with me in earnest, kissing my face, neck, and chest. I was swept up in the passion, returning his kisses or luxuriating breathlessly while he stimulated my nerve endings to jangling. My cock was painfully hard and a large wet spot covered the crotch of my panties.

To my surprise he began to unfasten the bra I wore. His hand slipped underneath the breast form and a finger toyed with my nipple to startling effect. I hadn't had "foreplay" like this for a long time—maybe forever, I realized, as it had always been my role to be the initiator in wooing up until now. I groaned with real lust as my nipple sent delicious feelings rippling through my whole torso and to my inflamed cock.

"Oh, God!" I whispered, as the kissing and nipple play sent a swirl of arousal through me. It felt so good! I didn't care if it were a man or a woman if it felt like this!

"My boys all have such sensitive nipples!" Natalie confided to Tonya. "It never fails! And their asses are so sensuous too. I just don't think a normal man would get as much pleasure from his nipples or his ass. I've never figured out which comes first: the chicken or the egg? Does having a small cock lead a man to seek pleasure elsewhere? Or do you need that passive-feminine mindset to enjoy those? Or does having sensitive nipples and ass incline you to seek a feminine role? Or perhaps a too-feminine hormone balance causes both the small cock and the submissive disposition. Anyway, I think it's marvelous! It's almost as if Nature gave them a consolation prize for being shortchanged in the penis department!"

Burke's kisses and fondling were quickly leaving my brain in a helpless fog. I merely caught my breath when he broke our kiss off to open my garment more fully and expose my entire chest. To my delight he surprised me by bending his head to my other nipple and sucking it into his mouth. He kissed and sucked at my nipple and then drew it in forcefully, suckling at my tit like a hungry babe.

I writhed in ecstasy at the perverse eroticism of it! Here I was a man, who had no breast for him to suckle, but here he was feasting on my nipple. And here I was, a man, dressed for all the world as a woman, and I was reveling in the glorious sensations his mouth was wringing from my milkless teat!

I groaned and writhed under his assault and gasped as his hand cupped my other tit and squeezed it out into the tiniest AA breast. His fingers tweaked my nipple just short of pain, just enough for him to claim possession of my body to enjoy as he liked. I moaned when his mouth switched to that nipple and his other hand grasped at my other pec.

"Oh, God!" I gasped as I was blown away by how good it felt! I wondered if I could come just from this and the friction of my cock straining at the lace of my pink panties! I was no longer worried or embarrassed that it was a man who was making love to me. I was so excited that the wrongness of that only increased my delight.

As he sucked and massaged my chest I wondered how marvelous this must feel for women with real breasts and big sensitive nipples. I tried to imagine Burke was suckling at a real tit. I moaned and for a second I wished I could have real breasts for him to enjoy!

"Do you like it, Janine?" Natalie breathed in a stage whisper, almost like a hypnotic suggestion. "Isn't it wonderful to put yourself in a man's strong hands? Don't you just long for that, to surrender to his power, to feel his desire burn for you and ignite your own passion? This is what Janine can have! Let Johnny sleep and let Janine awake! Learn to make yourself that jewel that he cannot resist. All the make-up, all the dresses, the walk, the gestures, the talk, it is for this: to be the flame that draws the moth!

"There is nothing more glorious than being in his grasp, Janine! To feel his arms around you, his hands on you, his body spooned up against you. To lie in his arms, knowing you are the treasure he guards.

"But if you really love him, you also want his cock! You want to give him that pleasure. Because a real man's cock is his prize. He gives himself to you by giving you his cock. And you want to take it in. That's what a real woman wants to do: to hold, to enfold, to cherish her lover's most prized possession. You want it in your mouth and you want it in your womb! And you want his essence: his cum, his seed, his gift."

Maybe Natalie really was hypnotizing me, because I felt as if I were drifting off. I could feel Burke's mouth and hands on me, I could feel lust rippling through me, but my brain was on Natalie's words, picturing Burke's penis in my mouth, and my ass was twitching to feel his rod fill me.

"You can have it, Janine! Burke will teach you to be an expert fellatrix, a woman whose mouth will take a man to heaven! But now, just return the pleasure he's shown you."

I opened my eyes and it was as if waking from a dream. I had so fully surrendered to Burke that it felt strange to take the initiative. But I did not hesitate, so much did I want to please Natalie, and Burke, and Tonya. I wanted to stay in character, to breathe life into their creation, to make Janine live!

What would Janine do? A woman would not fall to her knees. A woman would first return affection, I thought. Her cocksucking would be a gift, not an attack. WWJD: What Would Janine Do?

I smiled warmly at Burke and I surprised him by pulling his head down and kissing him again. I tried to put my heart into it. Janine loved how those lips had felt on her lips and her breasts! Her heart was filled with gratitude. She wanted to make him feel as good as he had made her feel.

I pushed him back against the couch and reached for his belt. I smiled a conspiratorial smile. That's what a girl would do. Not, "Give me that cock!" But, "Oh, I'm going to be a naughty girl!" I pulled his zipper down seductively and kissed the front of his bikini briefs. I smiled to feel the warmth and firmness of his cock against the fabric. He was turned on!

Burke was apparently eager for the show to proceed, so he raised his hips and slid his pants and briefs down, popping his hardening cock into view. I watched my manicured hand reach out and grasp his manhood. My feminine pink nails made a contrast with the raw maleness of his penis. It was a healthy circumcised 8-incher with a flared head making a deep groove just below the rim. I gently squeezed it, taking stock of its heft, gauging how it would fill my mouth. My ass clenched at the thought of this stretching my opening and that head raking my prostate!

I took a second to feel the heat of his erection against my palm and marveling at the satiny smoothness of this sensitive skin. I gave the loose skin a couple jiggles and felt it slide over the gratifying hardness beneath. I heard Burke let out a breath.

I didn't dive onto his cock, but I didn't tease him either. I took it into my mouth and squeezed it with my tongue. 'Yes, I'm willing to put your cock in my mouth,' that said. 'I've got your big nasty penis in my pretty little mouth!' I heard Burke sigh with anticipation and felt his prick get hotter and harder. I let myself just feel his cock with my mouth, feel its girth and length, feel its pulse and heat. It felt good. I gave a little hum of pleasure.

"Janine," Natalie commented, "This is the first of so many cocks you'll enjoy! Each one a different size, shape, color, smell, taste. Each one with its own sensations and sensitivities!"

I licked up the underside of his shaft and felt his glans with my lips and tongue. I felt the thickness of the rim and the deep groove it made. I sucked on just the head, feeling its rubbery texture. I took it into my throat again and licked up the shaft slowly 2, 3, 4 times. Burke squirmed with pleasure.

"You have such an advantage over every real woman, Janine! You know what every part of his cock likes to feel. You know that it has many parts and sensitive spots and what feels good on each. But unlike a gay guy, you'll bring the gentleness, the affectionate touch of a woman. You won't just give a blow job: you'll make love to a man's cock."

That sounded good! "Make love to this cock!" I heard echo in my head. That's what a girl would do. A man might lust for a cock, but a woman would love it because she loved the man and wanted to show him. I was seized by an urge and I planted a kiss on the most sensitive spot, on the underside just below the slit. I kissed down the ridge of his shaft and then I licked the bead of pre-cum that formed at his slit.

I lost all self-consciousness. I just wanted this cock. I wanted Burke's cum. I wanted to feel him thrill and orgasm because of me, in Janine's mouth. I wanted to please him, to be a good cocksucker!

I took his penis deep in my throat and wet it thoroughly. My hand joined my mouth and I reveled in the slippery feel of my hand sliding up and down his length. I alternated back and forth between plunging his cock in and out of my mouth and then holding his cockhead between my lips while I pumped my hand up and down his shaft. I ran my thumb up and down his ridge and pressed right at the split in his glans and flicked my hand over his slit, eliciting a gasp from him.

I felt his pulse quicken and his hips started to undulate as his arousal neared its peak. I toyed with him gently, slowing down and then quickening my pace, grasping his cock firmly and then feathering it lightly.

"He's going to come, Janine!" Natalie enthused. "Get ready for it! You want it, Janine. You want his precious cum, hot, salty, right in your mouth. Suck it down, Janine!"

And almost on cue I felt Burke tense and I held his cockhead on my tongue. And then his cum was blasting into my mouth, electric, raw. One, two, three ... pause ... four, five, six spurts, accompanied by a strangled cry of ecstasy!

I tasted his cum for the first time—strong, male, acrid. I swallowed it eagerly. I sucked at him, milking every drop of man-juice out of his cock. And then I remembered myself. I was a girl. I wanted this to be good for him.

"That's a good boy," I said, thinking of what Tonya would say. "Give Momma your tasty cum!" I praised him. Then I held his penis gently in my mouth, knowing he'd be super-sensitive. After a few moments I released him and sat back on my heels.

"Wow!" Burke sighed. "I don't know if there's much we can teach this one about how to suck cock! Whew!" I was unable to suppress a smile. I was pleased with myself. I'd sucked my man good!

He shocked me by leaning down and pulling me to him and giving me a grateful kiss. I relaxed into the kiss and returned it. I let myself melt into his arms. It felt so different to let a man hold me. What a contrast to how I had been treated by Brian and the other men I'd sucked off! Here I was treated with affection rather than disdain!

"That was beautiful!" Tonya enthused, kissing me on one cheek. "I'm so proud of you, Janine!" I felt a rush of happiness fill my heart to hear Tonya's obvious delight. I'd really pleased her by being a woman. She liked me like this!

"Janine, we have a lot to teach you, but I can tell you are going to be an excellent student!" Natalie beamed. "I think you are a natural. Your heart is in the right place. You really want to be whatever will please the other person, whether it means giving your wife away to other men, sucking cock, drinking piss, or changing your sex! That kind of devotion is rare, but so valuable! You can't be a stud, or father Tonya's baby, but you can do things a real man could never do."

I felt the funny feeling I'd often felt when Tonya and I talked about my cuckolding and my sexuality. It felt good to hear praise and acceptance in their words, but also there was something odd, some sort of crossed wires in there that made my brain hurt. Being weak made me good. Two plus two added up to five. Then my brain would just give up trying to make sense of it and said, "OK, I give up. You win." My stomach would do a little flip-flop when that happened, but I felt powerless to do anything but go along with what they said. I guess that's what made Natalie say I was a promising student.

"We've already accomplished so much!" Natalie went on brightly. "There's couples who haven't done this much in three sessions, but since we have made this much progress, I'd like to take care of two more things tonight."

Burke took that as his cue to zip up his pants. Natalie led us to another room that was more like Maxine's exam room. Burke busied himself with an apparatus that had wires and hoses coming out of it.

"One thing we pride ourselves on is being able to make things customized exactly to your specifications, and this one is one of our specialties. We call it our 'analyzer' in public, but here we pronounce it 'anal-izer.' " Burke held up the device, which appeared to be some kind of soft flesh-colored plastic, like the Cyber-skin dildo.

"We have dozens of different sizes and configurations of dildos here. This allows us to give you a nice full feeling in your ass and to stimulate your prostate at exactly the intensity and at the times we choose. As your training proceeds, this will help you heighten the sensitivity of your ass to sexual stimulation. Eventually you will transfer most of your sexual feelings to your ass and away from your little penis. When you see a good-looking man or you put on a sexy outfit, your butt will twitch before your little clit gets hard!"

Natalie applied lube to my opening and proceeded to massage and stretch it. She and Tonya smiled at each other as my cock rose in response to her digital invasion. She extended her finger and I gasped when she found my prostate. Her finger stroke and circled it, clearly judging its size and position. Then she reached out and chose a dildo from a rack of many sizes and worked the anal-izer into me. Natalie explained that this was chosen according to the exact location of my prostate and the size and shape of my rectum! She manipulated the dildo and grinned when I groaned with a stab of sexual excitement and she saw my cock jump.

She watched my response carefully as she twisted and pushed on the rod, sending twinges of excitement through my groin. When I could not suppress a groan she was particularly pleased and made some notes. I moaned with pleasure at the full feeling. I felt my rectum clutching at the device.

"Let's do a little test run. Burke, could you kiss Janine again?" He bent down to me and pressed his masculine lips against mine. Just as he did, Natalie turned a dial on her controls and I felt a vibration against my prostate. I moaned against Burke's mouth as a delicious feeling melted my entire pelvis.

"Do you like kissing Burke, Janine?" Natalie asked. "Do you like kissing a man?"

"Uh ... oh! ... uh! ... yes," I squeaked out of my fog of arousal.

"Good answer!" Natalie congratulated me, and I felt an exquisite sting of electricity to my prostate. It was arousing but almost painful. I gasped and it was gone as quickly as it had come.

"Do you like feeling a big, long, thick cock fucking your ass?" Natalie asked again.

"""Unh! Uh, y-yes!" I choked out. As soon as I did, I felt the vibration get stronger and I began to undulate my hips in delight.

"Of course you do! All pretty girls love to feel a nice cock in them!" Natalie sympathized. The vibration continued and my cock throbbed with hot arousal, looking shiny and red.

"Well, I think Janine's anal-izer passes its first test," Natalie declared. She flicked off the vibration, but I still could feel my rectum pulsing with arousal. It felt warm and relaxed, like you do after a good massage. It was almost a relief to have the vibration turned off. I floated on a cloud of sexual pleasure.

"Isn't that a nice feeling, Janine? Female sexuality is so much more relaxed. You can enjoy it, take your time, linger, savor it. Not the frenzied drive for ejaculation like the men. And you can just stay with it, instead of that dreadful wham-bam letdown the men have." She stroked my arm affectionately.

With a groan I let her pull the anal-izer out. I could see a prominent lump where the prostate stimulator stuck out.

"We'll need to take care of poor Janine somehow, won't we, Tonya?" Natalie said. I perked up at the prospect of coming after all the stimulation I'd been subjected to all evening. "Do you milk Johnny manually, or with a wand?"

"With a wand, but I just started milking him," she admitted.

"He's really quite well-behaved, so whatever you've been doing is working! But now we're talking about some intensive training. It will help if he's kept on a knife's edge of horniness. Milking is really essential for that. With milking they can reach levels of neediness that are otherwise impossible, short of having them strapped down. They want to come so bad that it really does something magical to their little heads!"

"Which is better, manual or a wand?" Tonya asked.

"There's something to be said for each. Manual is so intimate and personal. That makes it more demeaning for the man, like he's a cow being milked. But it can be hard to completely empty his seminal vesicles that way, and it can be tiring for the mistress. And if you have long fingernails that can be a problem. That's why I usually end up using the wand. He'll really need to be milked at least once a day. It shouldn't become a chore if you use a wand."

"Well, we have one. Maxine gave me one, but I confess that it hasn’t been used every day."

It was a little disconcerting to hear them talk about me as if I weren't there, or as if it didn't matter to their plan that I was hearing the whole thing. What if I didn't go along with being milked every day? Weren't they afraid that I’d get so horny that I'd rebel against it? But, then again, here I was dressed as a girl. Was I protesting that? Maybe they knew me better than I knew myself.

Natalie brought out a prostate massage wand very much like Maxine's.

"The S-shape helps you get leverage to press hard enough on his prostate. This triple-bulge end allows you to squeeze the whole prostate at once and really empty it. A few passes with this and he'll be dry as a bone!

"It's best if you have them up on a bed. I like to have them on all-fours. That way his little clit is hanging down like a cow's teat and it emphasizes the whole 'milking' idea. And that way you have gravity working for you, which helps drain him more completely. You can have a little bucket below his spigot to catch the cum, or you can even have him hold it and catch it himself, if you think that makes it more humiliating."

She patted the medical bench I'd been lying on.

"Janine, get on your hands and knees here."

Well here was another moment of truth. Was I going to participate in this, knowing full well how and why it was being done? Or was I going to say enough is enough?

Of course I wasn't. I meekly got up on the table.

"Spread your knees a little. That's it. And get your shoulders lower." This position put my ass on display, thrust high in the air, my anus exposed.

"Plenty of lube, as always. Don't want to hurt anything except his pride!" Natalie went on. "Stick your finger in there and feel his prostate." I felt Tonya's finger probing and palpating my gland. I groaned at the renewed stimulation.

"See his little cock jump! He's very responsive! Now insert the wand and get it just past that." I felt the three balls push past my sphincter. "Now press down and pull back. You're pulling from top to bottom, top to bottom."

I felt a strong pressure on my prostate, much harder than any finger or dildo ever could. It felt as if I were peeing and pooping at the same time. All kinds of strong twinges rippled through my belly. Immediately clear pre-cum dribbled out of the end of my penis!

"Well done! See how that one press just pushed pre-cum right out of his peepee. It's his cum that is pushing it ahead. Rake it again!" Natalie told Tonya. She held a clear glass cup, like a pudding cup, under my cock and caught the dripping liquid.

Tonya inserted the wand deeper and pressed again. The sensation was a bizarre mixture of excitement and distress. It felt as if I were losing control of my bladder, as I felt liquid coursing down my cock even though I wasn't trying to do anything. More pre-cum dribbled from my slit, followed by a glob of semen.

"See! There! Just two pushes and you're already getting some of his jism out! He must be really full! This evening has really excited him!" Natalie concluded. "It should really start flowing now."

Tonya eagerly followed her instructions with two more pulls in quick succession and my stomach did a flip-flop as cum flowed out of my cock in a dribble. I looked on the spectacle with fascination, as my juice was forced out of me press after press.

Once again I'd been defeated. My cum was being drained from me without any orgasm. "Try angling a little left, then a little right, to get as much as you can." The stream began to ebb, as each pull extracted only a few more drops. I felt an odd combination of pleasure and pain. The stimulation of my prostate did send sexual feelings to my groin, but mixed with a sensation of unnaturalness that tinged it with anxiety.

Natalie grasped my penis and squeezed it from the base, extracting a few more drops of cum.

"Go ahead and diddle his prostate for a minute, more gently now. He's been a good boy—or girl! I don’t think he could come if he wanted to, so it won’t hurt to play with him a little. You want him to associate milking with pleasure, so he'll look forward to it. He may even beg you to milk him if he's not allowed any other kind of relief."

Tonya began to rub my prostate with the wand and this was nicer than the heavy squeezing. It was like being fucked. I missed the feeling of being stretched and filled by a cock, but the prostate stimulation was more direct. Natalie pulled my penis pleasantly and soon it was hard again. It almost burned with the need to have an orgasm, but that completion seemed far away. It was like feeling hungry and full at the same time!

"Flip over on your back, Johnny," Natalie ordered. With a groan I fell onto my side, with Natalie still holding my stiff cock and the wand still nudging my gland.

"Do you want to eat up your cum, Johnny? I understand you've developed quite a taste for cum, as any good cuckold and b-girl should."

Her hand on my cock and the tool rubbing my prostate made me game for anything that would keep them from stopping.

"Yes, please," I begged. "I'd love to eat some cum, please."

Natalie held it to my lips and poured a slow stream of goo into my mouth.

"Savor it, Johnny. That's the taste you crave. Except you want strong, manly sperm, not weak cuckold stuff. Roll it around in your mouth. Yum, yum!" When it was mostly dumped, she squeegeed the cup with her finger and let me suck it off.

"If you want more, you'll have to devote yourself to enticing cocks, won't you? You'll have to be pretty and sexy and alluring. You'll have to swing your hips and twitch your butt at the men. You'll have to give them that look, that twinkle that says, ‘Maybe you can have me. Maybe I'll let you stick your cock up my bottom and fuck your brains out!’ You'll have to wear pretty clothes and sexy make-up and learn how to walk that walk, how to dance that dance." She continued to stroke my cock while Tonya diddled my ass and soon I was writhing, with those images in my mind: me as a vixen seducing hard cocks to spurt their cum!

"Yes!" Natalie exulted. "Yes, Janine will seduce those men for you. She'll be the prettiest, sexiest, more irresistible b-girl!" She signaled Tonya to slip the wand out of my ass and I groaned in frustration as she let go of my cock.

"Before you go, would you like a little more cock, Janine? Would you like to suck Burke's nice cock one more time?"

With the images of rampant erections still burning in my brain, I thickly answered, "Yes...!" A circuit between my penis, my ass, and my brain lit up and hummed as I imagined my mouth wrapped around a nice thick cock!

Natalie helped me off the table and I knelt between Burke's legs as he offered me his half-hard manhood. As I closed my lips around his cockhead, I hummed with a murmur of pleasure to feel my mouth filled with cock. As I sucked on his meat I felt it stiffen again. It fit so nicely and I thrilled at its warmth and its fleshy, squishy hardness.

"Isn't that good, Janine? Isn't that what you need? Isn't this when you are happy? When you have a nice thick cock in your mouth? Or in your ass? You don't have a cock like this. You can't satisfy a woman as a man. Oh, you love watching a big cock fuck your wife properly, or sucking its cum out of her cunt or ass. But what you really want is to be able to suck a big cock like that yourself! You want a nice fat cock to fuck you!"

I couldn't argue with her. It did feel good. I pushed it deep against the back of my throat and I savored how it throbbed against my palate. I squeezed it with my tongue and felt its heavy hard-softness. As I pulled back my tongue felt the sensitive ridge on the underside of his shaft and my lips caressed the rim of his cockhead. I sucked on just the glans and licked up the pre-cum oozing from his slit.

Natalie caught my chin and turned my head away from my prize. She stared into my eyes.

"Say to me, 'I'm a failure as a man. I am no man. I can succeed as a girl. I want to be a girl!‘ "

“I'm a failure as a man. I am no man. I can succeed as a girl. I want to be a girl!" I repeated the mantra. A shiver went down my back.

"Again!" And then, "Again!" She did not stop until I had repeated it ten times.

"That's enough for tonight, my dear Janine! Dream of cocks tonight! I think I'll be finding a use for this one myself!! This has been a most stimulating evening for me!"

I reluctantly released Burke's erection, which jutted out wetly at me, invitingly.

"We'll get you a dress to wear home and you can undress there. It can be your first little foray out in public!" Natalie busied herself with giving Tonya some instructions about practice at home and scheduling our next session. Natalie picked out a pink dress with lots of flounce and lace, and pumps with a medium heel to wear home. I noticed Burke writing down all the stock numbers and I realized that all these would be showing up on my credit card bill, of course.

I was filled with apprehension as I walked out the door of the studio, the first time I’d dressed as a woman outside of our house. It jarred me a little as Tonya walked to the driver's side of the car. I usually did most of the driving for us. It felt odd to gather my skirt under me as I slid into the seat.

"Isn't this exciting!" Tonya gushed. "I feel as if we are starting an adventure! I'm so proud of you!" she said, turning to beam a smile at me. "You did so well! It makes me feel sure that this is the right thing for you, for us. Maybe this is the real you coming out. I'm so looking forward to helping you. it will be like having a kid sister!"

Her words sent a frisson of anxiety through me. Where did she plan for this to go? How far? This was just a kink, a role play, wasn't it?

"How ... how far do you expect this to go?"

"I don't know! That's what makes it an adventure! We can just play it by ear and see where it goes. Who knows? It could be dabbling, a hobby, a weekend thing, or ... who knows!"

'Who knows?' What did that mean? I wasn't a transsexual! This was just a fun thing we were trying out, a role to play at the Cuck 'n' Bull, right?

Or did Tonya want it to go farther? Not just dress up, but ... take on a new identity? Live as a woman? She certainly didn’t seem to have much use for me as a man. She said she still loved me. Would she love me better as a girlfriend than a husband?

"Oh, poor baby!" Tonya said, looking at me as we were stopped at a light. "I can tell your little mind is whirling! What are you thinking? Are you scared? Is this too much, too fast?"

"I don't know! What do you want from me? What do you want me to be?"

"Oh, Johnny!" she laughed. "Maybe playing a girl is messing with your hormones! Such a drama queen! I don't want you to be anything other than yourself! We're just trying to figure out what that is! I mean, a few months ago, how could we have guessed that who you were was a guy who loved to suck and fuck cocks and suck cum out of your wife's well-fucked pregnant cunt? So how am I supposed to know where this will go?"

I didn't have a reply to that. She had a point.

"What is it that you are afraid of? That I'll want you to go all the way: the hormones, the implants, 'The Operation'? That I don't just want to psychologically emasculate you, but that I want the real thing?"

Oh God! I hadn't even let myself think about that! My perverted cock sprang to attention as soon as she said the word 'emasculate'! Is that what I wanted, to have Tonya cut off my balls? Or did I just get off on the idea that she probably could get me to agree to that?

"Oh, look at you! You've gone pale! Is your little cockette still that precious to you, even now, when all it is good for is wanking—and what with milking and sounding you won't even have much of that?"

My stomach did a flip-flop at those words, but my cock was harder than ever at the idea of the total control Tonya had over me! She could deny me intercourse, fuck me, milk me, shove a sound down my pee-hole ... or maybe even cut my balls off! That awful, helpless,, bizarre feeling of putting my fate in her hands, relinquishing my will, my dignity, my body to her—that was exciting beyond all imagining!

"Would you do that for me, Johnny? Let me cut off your balls, give you boobies, inject you with hormones, change your name?"

She let the questions hang in the air a second, and then when I didn't answer, she smiled, knowing what it meant that I hadn't shouted 'No!' right away!

"Well, don't worry, baby. I like tormenting your little cockette too much! It gives me such control over you. It's like your control stick. With that little thing I can make you do anything, make you want to do anything: drink my piss, suck cock, let me have another man's baby, dress up like a woman. So I'm going to keep it around and see how much fun we can have with it.

“I'm going to be milking it of your cum every day and we'll be playing with those sounds Maxine gave me. The look on your face while you watch that sound going into your pee-hole is priceless! And I love just seeing your wee-wee hard and red and seeping pre-cum while you're watching me do something any red-blooded man would never stand for—I wouldn't give that up for anything! Your little peepee standing at attention while I trample on our wedding vows and humiliate you—that is the greatest profession of love I can think of!"

All this was confusingly said with a tone of affection and joy, as if she were describing a special celebration she'd planned for my birthday! My brain circuits were scrambled and my stomach fluttered at the contrasts among her words, her tone, and the ideas. Here she was telling me that she loved me, but that it gave her joy to torture me! Here she was telling me how she planned to use and humiliate me, but she had no apparent fear that revealing this would jeopardize her plans. Because she knew I was helpless, that knowing her perversity would do nothing to allow me to resist. In fact, admitting all this openly was just another humiliation for me!

We arrived home and I could tell that Brian was there.

"Oh, good! Brian's home!" Tonya enthused. "Let's show Janine off to him!" I meekly followed her, carrying my male clothes in a department store sack.

Brian looked over from the TV as we entered the living room. At first he seemed perplexed and I realized that he wondered who the girl was with Tonya. But then his brow furrowed and he peered at me. Then it dawned on him what he was seeing and his face crumpled in disgust and began to shake his head slowly.

"Brian, say hello to Janine! Isn’t she pretty?"

"Gawd! You had me going there for a second! I wondered who was the chick you were bringing home at this hour! Well, yes, hello, Janine. How are you this night?"

I didn't know what Tonya would want, for me to answer in a fake falsetto or my natural voice. I guessed that since she'd introduced me as "Janine," she wanted me to continue the masquerade.

"I'm fine, Brian," I squeaked out and both Brian and Tonya giggled at my discomfiture.

"Oh, yes, she's pretty enough, but she seems a little shy, a little unsure of herself. Don't be nervous, honey," he said to me. "I'm a perfect gentleman."

"I hope not," Tonya interrupted, "because my panties are wet through and I need some cock!! And don't worry about Janine. She'll be fine. She's young and she needs some finishing. But Natalie and Burke have promised to take this girl and make a young lady out of her."

"I'm going to get out of this dress," I told them.

"Don't take everything off yet, baby," Tonya ordered. "Just slip into something more comfortable—one of your nighties. I'll join you in a second."

I went into the bedroom and struggled to get out of the dress, since it zipped up the back! By the time I'd managed to step out of it, Tonya came in.

"Oh, you look scrumptious just like that!" she said, surveying me in a bra, garter belt, and hose. "Just slip a nightie on over that." As I went to the closet, Tonya wriggled out of her clothes and lay on the bed.

"Come sniff my pussy, Janine," she whispered. I could see her panties clinging to her cunt lips, wet with her juices. I bent between her thighs and breathed in the strong scent of her arousal.

"You see how excited you've made me? That all you who has got me so hot! What we did tonight has gotten me so horny!"

I felt a little flash of pride that I could still please her that way, not as a man, but as a ... plaything?

"Kiss my pussy, Janine!" She husked, her voice low and sexy.

I kissed the front of her panties, feeling their wetness and the turgid warmth of her swollen pussy lips. She groaned and ground her hips. I kissed her repeatedly and pressed my lips against the moist thin fabric.

"Oh, God! I need your mouth on my cunt!" she insisted. I pulled the scrap of cloth aside and licked her hole, lapping up her fragrant juices.

"See what you've done to me? See how horny I am? God, I need to be fucked so bad! My pussy is crying out for a long, thick, hard cock! Can you feel it? Can you see how hungry my cunny is?"

I drew my head away and gazed at her labia, swollen, red, blossoming wetly. Her thighs spread wide, inviting invasion. Her hips undulated in heat.

"You know what I need, don't you, Janine? What should I do?"

I looked at the rampant arousal of her pussy and my mouth went dry. It screamed sexual need.

"Who should I fuck?"

My heart pounded and my blood rushed in my ears. I felt hot and as if I would burst too.

"Kiss my pussy and tell me what you want!" Tonya urged.

I bent down and pressed my lips to her throbbing meat. I breather the heady musk of her arousal.

"You should fuck Brian!" I cried into her chasm. "He deserves you. He can satisfy you"

"Remember what Natalie had you recite tonight. "I'm a failure as a man. I'm not a man.' Say it, and beg me to fuck Brian!"

"I'm a ... failure as a man. I'm not a man. Please ... please fuck Brian."

"Oh, baby!" she said and pulled my face up to hers. We kissed, our two lipsticks sliding over each other. "Oh, I love you so much! Go ask Brian. Tell him that you want him to fuck me."

As I got up, she lay back on the bed and slipped her hand into her sopping wet pussy. I mused how fitting it was that I was dressed as a woman, fetching the "man of the house" to do the man's job.

"Um ... Tonya needs you," I said to Brian. "She's ... all turned on and she ... needs you to fuck her. So please fuck her. And is it ... OK ... if I watch?"

He smirked and looked me up and down.

"Actually, with you dressed like that, it'll be better. Like a threesome!"

We walked back to the bedroom and Tonya beamed when Brian entered the room. I sat at Tonya's make-up table.

"Come here, lover," Tonya growled at Brian. "You've got something my poor pussy desperately needs!"

Brian smiled as Tonya pawed at the waistband of his sweats and tore them down his legs in one pull. Brian was not yet erect and she grasped his member and began to fondle it.

"Come here, Janine," Tonya ordered. "Get this cock nice and hard and hungry for my pussy!"

I knelt at Brian's feet and lifted his hardening manhood to my lips. My own penis stiffened in sympathy as I felt his warm flesh grow in my mouth. I moaned involuntarily as I felt the spongy head press against the back of my throat. Why, oh why did that have to excite me so?

"OK, that's good enough," Tonya informed me. "My turn! Bring that bacon home to Momma!" she told Brian.

I crawled back to the vanity chair to watch the spectacle. Brian teased Tonya by just pressing the head of his cock against her opening and then stopping there until she cried out in frustration. I felt frustration too, as I waited with bated breath for him to claim my bride again. Like Tonya, I felt suspended on the precipice, aching for him to sheathe his cock in her needy flesh.

Finally Brian thrust into Tonya's ravening pussy. Tonya shrieked with shock and delight as she felt his thickness spread and fill her emptiness. She continued to cry out with animal grunts and thrashed her head from side to side.

And that electricity crackled through my chest and my brain and made its way into my cock. It was almost as if I could feel every thrust myself as he pounded into her. My body was taut and filled with excitement. I was in ecstasy, as if their fucking were a drug intoxicating me.

I pulled aside the scrap of panties encumbering my cock and grasped my tortured organ. I gasped at the pleasure my hand produced and began to piston up and down. I smiled at how satisfying it felt, as if this were my normal, natural place, to be a masturbating spectator to my own wife's fornication with her live-in lover!

As Brian's thrusts became more frantic I became distressed to realize that while I was trembling with an overload of sexual excitement, somehow actual ejaculation seemed far away still.

“It’s that milking!” I realized.

Brian roared and bucked and emptied his seed into my wife's pregnant belly. She stilled herself to savor the sensations of his pulsing penis and the jets of precious cum filling her vagina. She hugged him tightly, wanting his cock to stay deep inside her, to milk every drop of his fertile fluid. I gnashed my teeth as my cock, still stiff, started to feel raw and abused.

Brian rolled off Tonya and her reddened pussy gaped open, as if beckoning me.

"Come here, Janine, darling!" Tonya invited me. "Come feast on the cream pie we've made for you!"

I couldn't help myself. Tonya's battered pussy, fouled with Brian's discharge, made me salivate as if it were strawberry shortcake and whipped cream. The scent of female arousal mingled with the foreign smell of another man's semen, but that did not put me off. I happily buried my face in Tonya's gash and eagerly sucked up the mixed juices of their coupling.

"Take care of Brian too, baby," Tonya directed me. I noticed no change or hesitation in myself. Brian goo-covered half-hard tool looked almost as delicious to me and I wasted no time in drawing it deep into my mouth. I savored the smell of Tonya's juices on him, no matter that it signified that he'd had my mate as his own.

"Oh, look!" Tonya said, noting my still-erect penis. "You didn't come!" She took my reddened cockette in hand. "That's it, baby. Enjoy a real man's cock! Doesn't it feel good in your mouth?" I mm-hmmed in agreement. "Natalie told me that it might be hard for you to come after a thorough milking. When your prostate‘s completely empty, your body senses it, she said. Oh well, nothing to do about it."

Tonya turned to Brian and cuddled up against him.

"Run along now, Janine. Go to bed. You've had quite a night!"

My erection gradually subsided in disappointment as I slunk back to my bedroom. I thought about beating off, but I wasn't sure if I even could. I decided to take my make-up off to avoid staining the sheets.

I remembered sometime I’d seen a science fiction show about a third gender, and it sparked a distant memory. I got out the laptop and Googled 'third sex." I got a hit on an episode of an old show, “Alien Nation.” I'd seen it in reruns. The aliens in that show had two kinds of males and it took both of them to get a female pregnant. The "binnaum" prepared the female for impregnation by depositing a catalyst and then the other male actually impregnated the female. The binnaum was only a catalyst: none of his genes were passed on to the baby.

That seemed eerily similar to my situation. Indeed, I prepared my wife for her lover, but only his genes made it into her womb! I was a binnaum!

I closed the laptop and crawled into bed, wearing my nightie, and fell asleep.


-Day 82 Wednesday-

Tonya had wrangled a second appointment at Natalie and Burke's studio only two days after our first. NIkki had told her that was unusual and suggested that the couple had taken a special interest in our case. We started out in a sitting room. Natalie told me to strip down to my panties, a frilly pink pair that she admired, while they and Tonya remained clothed. It was somewhat humiliating to be the only one undressed, and that within two minutes of walking through the door. I wondered if this would be standard operating procedure.

I was reclined in a sort of chaise lounge while the rest had normal chairs. Natalie came over and examined my body.

“Your piercings don’t look as if they are getting infected, so that’s good,” she said. “Do they hurt?”

“Well, they’re sore all right, but not too bad,” I replied.

“Anyone notice them?”

“Uh, yeah, I got some shit from the guys at work, like am I going for a ’metrosexual look?’ I’m not known for being ‘fashion forward,’ so it really surprised everyone, very out of character for me. I told them it was Tonya’s idea and that seemed to satisfy them.”

“Yeah, they know that guys will do anything to please a girl!” Tonya laughed.

Natalie ran her hands down my legs and arms.

"Very smooth! You've done a nice job shaving and keeping your skin soft. We're lucky that most of our clients don’t start out very rough or hairy. They don't have too much of that nasty testosterone! If they did, they wouldn't be here, I suppose. They'd be out fucking women instead of trying to become one!"

Lying there half-reclined, being examined, I felt as if I were some kind of harem girl.

"I want to go over again the question of why and how a man ends up here, trying to be woman. I know we talked about this last time, but Burke and I believe that it is important for our clients to understand why they are doing this. It makes it so much easier for them to accept it, and then the training goes so much easier. This isn't right for everyone, but if you accept that it is right for you, then it won't be a struggle: it will be a journey!"

As she spoke, she continued to casually stroke my skin, not sexually, but more as you might stroke a cat. It was almost hypnotic to be touched like that, to be naked, to be half lying down. I felt myself relaxing, become passive, receptive.

"Over 60% of our clients are cuckolds, like you, Johnny. And typically it is their wives who bring them here. It isn't their idea. They haven't been dressing up in their sisters' clothes since they were 7 years old and saving for a sex change operation. Many have been cuckolded for years before they come here. You are a little precocious, since you've only been cuckolded for a few months. And already your wife is pregnant with another man's child!" She enthused as she reached over to pat Tonya's tummy. "You are a quick learner!" she beamed at me.

"But you yourself are probably still wondering why you're here, aren't you? I mean, part of you is excited," she said, stroking my half-hard cock through the lace panel of my panties, "but part of you is saying, 'No! this is wrong! It's unnatural! What am I doing here? I don't want to do this!' " She very lightly ran her hand back and forth over the (short) length of my cock as she spoke, and thrill ran up my spine and I closed my eyes momentarily.

"Yes, in a way it is unnatural, but in a way it is setting right something else unnatural. What's unnatural in every cuckold marriage is a beautiful woman married to a beta male. Every cuckold knows it. He can't believe his luck! How could little old him end up with this gorgeous prize? How could the water boy end up marrying the cheerleader?

"He has to pinch himself and he keeps pinching himself after they are married. He takes her out and sees other men, much more desirable men, looking at her and he shakes his head: 'Why me? Why me and not them?' He feels like an imposter. 'I don't deserve her! Why did she pick me?' He feels as if he's in a dream and he's half-afraid that any minute he'll wake up. Or that she'll wake up, more like it! But more on that later. But first, how does this even happen?"

She continued to stroke me, but some of the touches were more intimate. She stroked my chest and ran a finger lightly over my nipples. I shivered. Her story was scarily accurate, like she had read my mind. How many times had I asked myself that as I saw other men hungrily admiring my wife?

"How does it happen? If he's filthy rich or powerful, well, OK, that explains it. But if he's not, how does that happen? He's not especially handsome, strong, athletic, dashing, confident, commanding, or masculine. He's not dripping with sex appeal. He doesn't have a big cock. Going head to head against the manly man, he shouldn't stand a chance, and he knows it.

"So how does he do it? How does he win her? He cheats!" I startled from my erotic reverie and looked at her.

"Wha...?" I started to protest.

"Oh, I don't mean consciously, deliberately. Deliberate cheating wouldn't be his style: it's too masculine, too aggressive. No, he doesn't even realize he's doing it, but he wins her by using a feminine approach. He uses one of her weaknesses. He becomes her girlfriend!"

She smiled archly at me and began to lightly caress both my nipples at once. I caught my breath and silently moaned to myself. I could hardly remember what Natalie had just said.

"Women are undeniably social creatures. The beta male appeals to that. How does he win her? With a macho caveman approach? Does he take her, does he overpower her and shove his great big prick so deep in her cunt she can't breathe? No! He uses the feminine approach. He talks to her and listens to her. He cooks for her. He writes her poetry. He goes to chick flicks and antique shows with her. He's her male girlfriend!

"And she loves it! He's soft and gentle, attentive, considerate, and caring. A boyfriend but without all the macho bullshit. He's comfortable.. He's not strong or domineering. In fact, he brings out her maternal instincts. When he can't compete with the macho guys she defends and protects him: 'Lay off my Johnny!' she says. 'Quit making fun of him! He's a dear! He isn't like you musclebound lunkheads!' "

I inwardly cringed with embarrassment. I could remember times when Tonya’s girlfriends' boyfriends or husbands had teased me and she had stepped in to defend me. Having a hot girlfriend or wife was almost like having a force field against their gibes.

"But it is cheating, because a woman has other needs, other instincts. After all, its yin and yang, not yin and yin. Something is missing. Women also have an instinct to have a strong partner, to be protected, to have a champion who can fight for her. Part of her longs to feel strength to contrast with her softness.

"So the hot wife starts to feel cheated. Especially sexually. It is in the bedroom where she cannot escape her primitive instincts. Her beta husband is comfortable, attentive, safe—but he's not exciting. Oh, he's a devoted lover—lots of foreplay, all the cunnilingus she wants.

“But she's not a lesbian. Deep within her DNA she hungers for more. her eggs, her womb cry out for a strong male, the best sperm to sire her babies, the strongest stock for the tribe. Her cunt longs to be filled, ravaged, plumbed, to be fucked the way an alpha male would—big, hard, long, & strong! Even if she orgasms, there's a part of her that isn't satisfied, a part that knows she needs to be taken, ravished, possessed!"

As Natalie spoke I could feel the longing she described! I could imagine that wife's hunger, her longing, her need! Natalie bent down and blew softly on one of my nipples and it hardened deliciously. Then she softly took my nipple in her mouth and gently sucked on it. I whimpered and she ran two fingers up and down my hardening shaft, just barely touching it through the front of my panties.

"The beta male senses it too. Always insecure about his manhood, knowing he's average at best and usually less in the penis department, he worries that he isn't satisfying his wife. As time goes on he starts to sense her lack of enthusiasm for sex. She tells him it's fine, but he can tell there are no fireworks. He starts to feel guilty, as if she is doing the sex just for him, as if she is doing him a favor."

Natalie paused to lick and suck my other nipple. I writhed under her mouth. How poignantly she illustrated my unmanliness, me lying here passively, in pink panties, moaning as I let my breasts be suckled!

"So eventually her instincts take over and she cuckolds him. If she is strong and honest and really loves her husband, she does it with her husband's knowledge, like Tonya. If she is less considerate, she just has an affair behind her husband's back.

"But once she's given in to her need for that alpha male, she can't go back. It's like a key in a lock. His cock and their fucking awaken and satisfy an urge in her that she can no longer deny. The orgasms that she has shake her soul. 'This is what I've always needed!' she gasps. It's as if you were fed cardboard all your life and then you were served a juicy steak!

"If her husband loves her and stays with her, she has the best of both worlds. Both her needs are satisfied: a gentle nurturing husband and a strong, sexy lover."

Tonya smiled at me and got up out of her chair and knelt at my side.

"Oh, Johnny!" She sighed. "I do love you! And Natalie's right—I have it all! I'm the luckiest woman in the world!" She began to kiss me passionately, while Natalie continued to suck gently on my nipples, driving me insane.

"So you see," Burke took over, leaving Natalie free to lick and blow on my nipples, "this studio is almost a natural next step for the cuckold husband. He already has a feminine mindset: that's how he won his wife. He never tried to compete for her by being masculine. He tended to shy away from masculine activities, knowing he could never win at them.

"What we do here is just to teach him to perfect that feminine approach. The female is the flower, not the bee. The female approach is to attract the male. The flower is pretty, welcoming, enticing. It is colorful, sweet smelling, offering its nectar to attract the bee. It spreads its petals and waits for the bee to find it, then opens itself up to let the bee enter ii and drink its nectar.

"The flower doesn't hunt down the bee and overpower him. The flower makes itself beautiful and fragrant and sweet and waits to be taken."

Burke continued.

"That's what you will learn to do. You will embrace the feminine approach. You need to understand the essence of the feminine strategy so that it can inform everything you do. You will be receptive, not active. You will long to open yourself: not to fill, but to be filled. Not to pursue, but to be pursued. Not to take, but to hunger to be taken. Not to win the prize, but to be the prize. Not to want, but to be wanted!

"A woman even kisses differently than a man. She waits for his lips to claim her mouth. She makes herself soft and welcoming. Her lips are sweet and she glories in the pleasure her man takes in drinking in the sweetness of her lips."

Burke stepped closer and I felt his hands on my hips. I felt him tug at my panties and I lifted my hips to let him pull them down my legs.

"A woman wants to be taken, She makes herself be still and opens herself up to be taken by the male." Burke lifted my legs and I groaned, feeling my bottom being exposed. I rolled my hips slightly to make my rosebud as accessible as possible.

"Sex is all about fertilization. The female wants to attract the strongest, fittest male with the best sperm. When she senses that male, she wants to open up, to offer herself to accept his sperm, to get it as deep, as far into her as she can get it."

I felt a slippery finger touch my anus and I moaned and my sphincter twitched. Burke's lubed finger slid back and forth over my opening, teasing it. He massaged my ring in small circles. His finger dipped ever so slightly into the depression at the middle of my pucker.

"She has to relax and let go, to make room for the male, to open up her sacred inner sanctum for the right man, the one whose sperm she wants to win. She has to let her guard down, to surrender, to put herself in his power. She is giving her self in order to get his precious gift in return—his life-giving essence. It is his gift of the next generation, his hope for immortality."

I felt another dollop of lube being pushed against my sphincter and then a slow press of his finger and the sensation of my anus being spread apart.

"Oh, she learns to love that feeling, to hunger for it, to long for it! Being spread, being opened." He worked his finger back and forth slightly, spreading the lube. "She longs to feel him entering her and she wants it deeper, deeper, farther into her, closer to her center, to her womb."

I groaned as I felt his finger press deeper into me. As much as I had been used, his one finger found it easy to penetrate. I sighed in disappointment as he pulled it out, and then sighed in satisfaction as he plunged it back in, slippery with more lube. He began to slide it in and out in a slow rhythm.

"Most of our clients are naturally anally erotic. It seems to be part of their nature. It almost seems Mother Nature has balanced things out for being cheated in the penis department. Someone should do a study: as the cock gets smaller, does the ass get more sensitive? Maybe the nerve endings that should have been in a big penis are buried in the ass?"

He varied his finger fucking, slower, faster, circular, twisting. I felt my ass getting warm and tingly.

"Savor it, Johnny. Enjoy it. Feel every tingle, every slide. This is going to be your pussy. Doesn't it feel good? This will become the center of your sexual drive. It will hunger to be filled. Your penis will fall to third place. Ass will be first, mouth second, cock third." He reached with his finger and stroked my prostate.

"Ohhh!" I groaned. "Oh, God!" I said as he raked it again.

"The female instinct is to want to feel that cock reach deep inside, where her eggs are. And she thrills the bigger the cock is, because she wants the biggest, strongest, healthiest, manliest mate to father her children. Nature wires her to love the feeling of being stretched, being really full, because that means she's caught the best male, the best sperm for her eggs."

I felt Burke withdraw his finger and then two fingers pressed gooily against my sphincter. My anus protested and the stretching was tight and uncomfortable until he began to stroke in and out, massaging and relaxing my muscles.

"The anus and vagina are both amazing organs. They can be as tight as a fist or as wide as a baby's head. They are very adaptable. What seems impossible one minute, can be easily accommodated a few minutes later." True to his words, this two fingers were penetrating me more and more easily with every stroke.

"But just as we don't want you to just tolerate your training, we don't want you just to grit your teeth and tolerate penetration. We want you to savor it, welcome it, luxuriate in it! Don't just tolerate my fingers: feel them. Feel every pull, every strain, every twist, every twinge. Feel the pain and feel the pleasure. Feel the violation and feel the welcoming. Part of you rebels: feel that. Part of you exults: feel that. Just feel whatever you feel. Be present in the moment without judging what you ‘should’ feel. What do you like? What do you not like? Is it warm? Is it cold? Is it smooth? Is it rough? Is it sharp? Is it dull?"

As he spoke, his words radically changed my focus. Instead of being in my head, my consciousness went to my ass! As he directed my attention I became aware of feelings and sensations I'd never noticed before. I could feel every joint of his fingers, could tell which way his knuckles faced. I could feel two different bands of muscles, the outer and inner sphincters and feel them grip his digits.

"Feel how your ass is relaxing, Johnny," Burke instructed. "Feel it holding my fingers. Do you like it? Do you hate it? Does it hurt? Does it feel good? Do you want it? How do you want it? Bigger? Deeper? Faster? Harder? Rougher? Gentler?"

My answer was to reach up and grab my legs and pull them back to my chest. Natalie had to release my sensitized nipples. I wanted to open up as much as I could, to make my penetration as easy as possible.

"Good boy!" Burke praised me. "Open yourself up. You want it. You want it there, inside, in your center, deep inside!" He spread his fingers and I could feel the air reach my innards. I could feel my sphincters stretch and give way without pain. He inserted a third finger in the space, facing the other way: he must be using both hands now.

His third finger pulled me wider, too wide, it hurt.

"Ugh!" I protested. He stopped pulling and let my ass grasp his three fingers. He worked them in and out and it felt so good! It was as if he were scratching an itch. "Unh! Unh! Unh!" I moaned in pleasure now. He pulled again and I could feel my ass stretching, tight but not painful this time. A few more pumps and then another stretch. He worked and worked me like that, alternating between fucking and stretching until it felt as if he could put a cucumber in there.

"The P-Probe, dear, the medium one," Burke asked his wife. After a moment I felt Burke's third finger withdraw, but he kept the other two fingers spread wide. And then I felt a cool round presence against my stretched anus. It plunged into me as the two fingers slipped out.

I loved the feeling of fullness, my ass gripping the dildo on all sides. I could feel an odd pressure toward my belly and I could tell that this dildo had a curve or a head on it. Burke twisted it and I could feel the pressure move to the side and then to the back. He stroked the implement back and forth an inch or two and the pleasure took my breath away.

"By the time you're done here, your ass will be so eroticized that you'll be able to tell everything about a dildo or cock with your eyes closed: how thick, how long, what shape, smooth or ribbed or veined, cut or uncut. Hell, you'll be able to tell me what color it is and whether the lube is grape or strawberry! If I put coins up your butt, you'll be able to tell me how many cents they add up to!" he laughed.

"This one's a prostate stimulator. It's curved right at the end, so I can press it hard on your gland. I bet you'll like that!"

With that he turned the probe and began to press it across my prostate and pull down across it.

"Oh, God!" I exclaimed, as sexual sensation shot up my cock and through my groin. "Oh, God! Oh oh oh, God, God!" I grunted as he pressed it over and over.

"Oh shit! I'm going to piss!" I cried. "I'm losing control of my bladder! Stop!"

Burke laughed.

"No, it isn't piss!" he chortled. "It's cum!" And as he continued to press, it felt as if I'd have to piss his couch, but what actually happened is that my poor cock, which for some reason was only half-hard was leaking a half-white, half-clear discharge. It was half pre-cum and half semen forced out of my prostate. My cock burned as if this unnatural act were violating it.

"This is what your cock is for now, Johnny. It is a cum and piss drain. And an arousal meter. It will betray your every sexual thought and reveal every dirty, twisted, perverted lust in your brain. It will get hard when you see your wife fucking another man, when you see her pussy stretched and dripping cum from her lover, when you are licking another man's cum from her unfaithful cunt. It will spring up when you see a nice big cock and think about sucking it or taking it up your ass. The very thought of a real man's cum in your mouth or ass, the taste of cum, the feel of it dribbling down your chin or oozing from your well-fucked ass will bring your willie to attention for everyone to see!"

Natalie caught the semen dripping from my penis and brought it to my lips.

"Taste your spew, Johnny!" Natalie urged.

I opened my mouth an licked the offensive stuff from her fingers.

"It's not the rich, strong stuff of a real man, but beggars can't be choosers. At least it is cum. If you want the real stuff, you're going to have to earn it! That's one of the payoffs from this training: a steady supply of rich, manly cum. It's the only way you'll get some, to drain it out of a real man, to coax it from their big, fat, long cocks with your mouth and hands and ass.

“You'll need to excite them with what excites a real man: a feminine body and feminine ways, to get their lather up and then milk them of their essence with your pretty mouth and your willing eager ass. You'll use your femininity to steal the essence of manhood for yourself, just like you used your feminine wiles to snare your wife.

"You don't care that your seed is leaking from you, do you?" Natalie continued, "As long as Burke keeps probing your ass! You love the rubbing of your prostate, don't you? And you love that feeling of being opened up, being helpless! No real man loves that feeling. A real man hates it: it is weak, helpless, vulnerable.

“But a cuckold loves it! He loves the feeling of giving in. Giving in and letting another man fuck his wife. That's what makes him love it and makes him excited, that feeling that he is surrendering, being overpowered by the other man's strength and virility. Giving in and lapping another man's cum from his wife's fucked cunt. He loves the feeling of surrendering his manhood, of bowing down to her lover's potency. Giving in and sucking his wife's lover back to hardness.

“Giving in and taking another man's cock in his mouth. But his wife is only a stand-in, because his real desire is the ultimate surrender: giving in and being fucked by a man, to give in and surrender his most private place, to be forced to open up and let go and be used, helplessly, gloriously, totally!"

'Oh God!' I cried inside my head. Her words conjured up such images and emotions! How did she know? How could she know how true her words were? So many times I had felt that resistance, that shred of manhood object: 'No, don't let him fuck my wife! No, don't lick her gooey cunt! No, don't put his cock in your mouth! Don't swallow his cum!" And it had been the breaking through that resistance, the overpowering of it, the defeat of every manly twinge that released the delicious tidal wave of sexual arousal and pleasure! The more humiliating, the more abject my defeat, the sweeter had been my pleasure! Every word of praise that my wife heaped on her lovers, every orgasm they wrung from her wanton cunt, every evidence of my inferiority as a man filled me perverse excitement!

I watched helplessly as cum leaked out of my untouched penis. Natalie collected the diminishing dribble and brought it to me, scooping it up and making me suck it off her finger like a mini-cock. As the dribble slowed to a single drop, Burke gently pulled the probe from my ass. My rectum tingled and the odd sensation of openness and emptiness felt strange.

"Feel it, Johnny! Feel how you ass feels now. Loose, warm, tingly—used! But, oh, empty. Disconnected. Is it hungry, Johnny? Does it want to be full, to be opened wider? To be more thoroughly conquered? Does it want more?"

"Yes...," I admitted in a small voice. "Yes, it ... I want ... oh, please, I want more!" I felt that awful / wonderful gut-wrenching feeling of defeat, surrender, loss, humiliation. I shouldn't want more, but I did want more.

"Then you are going to have to earn it, Johnny," said Burke. "If you want more cock, you are going to have to seduce a man. Give yourself to a man. Surrender yourself like a woman. Kiss me, Johnny. Kiss me, a man, and make me want you, as a woman. Make me feel how much you want my manhood."

Burke brought his face down to mine and I could smell his masculine scent.

"A woman gives in to a man's kiss. His lips take her lips. She lets him overpower her. She makes herself soft, warm, welcoming." As he instructed me I desperately wanted to please him. I relaxed my mouth and wet my lips with my tongue.

And then I felt his lips on mine. His were rougher, stronger, and I let them have mine. I moaned as I felt his tongue tip lick over my lips and push just barely between them. Gouts of arousal rushed down my nerves and I felt myself shiver. My lips reached up to return his kiss, but gently, responsive but not insistent.

"Mmm!" Burke murmured encouragingly and I felt stupidly proud. I delighted in a sense of being desirable. I tentatively licked up my tongue to meet and welcome his, not aggressively but indicating a desire for more. He responded immediately and pressed his lips hard against mine, then took my mouth, twisting this way and that, pressing his tongue strongly against mine, claiming my mouth as his. I opened my mouth wider and moaned into his, answered by his low moan. He pulled slightly back and brushed his lips wetly against mine, sending a spark down my spine.

We kissed like that for minutes. When he finally pulled back I glanced down and could see his erection straining against the crotch of his pants. Again I felt proud of the success of my lesson. My kissing excited him.

"Yes, I think you do want some more!" he said with a breathlessness that told me he really was aroused. I smiled like an idiot and then caught myself.

"Either he's a natural sissy or else motivation makes a good student!" Burke surmised. "Let's work on those nipples too," he suggested. He dipped his head to my chest and began to suck at one areola while his fingers toyed with the other. I gasped and my hips began to undulate as delicious feelings pulsed from my breast. I felt paralyzed by the feeling, as if my strength were draining out of me and into Burke’s mouth. My head lolled back in surrender. The phrase “being ravished” matched what I was feeling!

"Sensitive nipples are a very good sign," Natalie told Tonya, as Burke moved his mouth to my other breast. "Look at how he lies back and surrenders himself to Burke! No real man would do that. He's like a dishrag. He loves Burke suckling on those tiny tits!"

The pleasure Burke's lips and fingers drew out of my nipples was hypnotic. I moaned when he sucked harder and pinched them up in his fingers. My head turned side to side. I felt shocked when he let go and moved away.

“Can't let that ass of yours get to feeling neglected," Burke explained. I quickly pulled my knees up obligingly, offering him my willing ass. "That's a good girl!" he praised me. I felt one greasy finger slide into me easily, but I was surprised how my ass grasped that one finger, no longer so slack.

"It's not loose, but it will open up easier this time," Burke reassured me. His finger almost felt natural now, like a handshake more than an invasion. He stroked my rectum by crooking his finger and twisting it. I winced as a second finger joined it, but soon I was enjoying the feeling of fullness.

"Feel them, Johnny. Pay attention to every sensation." The room had a low metal cabinet, and he reached into it and pulled out a long thin dildo. A moment later he slid it into me. It was pleasantly warm and I guessed that the cabinet had a warmer. He slid the dildo in and out.

"Guess the diameter of this one, Johnny," he directed.

"About an inch?"

"That's right. And how long?" He asked, plunging in to the hilt.

"About six inches?"

"Very good! Smooth or ribbed or veiny? Head or no head?"

"Smooth and ... no head."

"Good! That was an easy one though." He motioned to Natalie and she greased up another one outside of my field of vision. I felt the first dildo slide out and then a thicker one was pressed against my anus. I could feel it stretching me wider. I sighed with the pleasure of being stretched and filled. It pressed in and in, spreading me and it bumped against the top of my rectum, sending a strange twinge through my belly. Burke worked it in and out.

"Describe this one."

"About ... an inch and a half? And ... unh! ... seven inches long ... unh! ... with a head ... and veins."

"Not bad. It's not quite one and a half inches. Only one and three-eighths, but a little bit thicker makes it fill you a lot fuller. Just another three-eighths in diameter makes it take up almost twice the volume. Going from an inch wide to two inches makes it four times the volume! So you can see why the gals prize the big fellas!"

The narrow cock had only tickled my prostate, but this one rubbed it pleasingly. But the feeling of being stretched, being opened up was what was really delicious. I felt the shaft tug on my sphincters as Burke sawed it in and out. I flinched as it "bottomed out" against the end of my rectum, pressing against the opening to my colon. But soon I felt the familiar sensation of my anus surrendering to the invasion and giving up the resistance. A warm shiver spread from my ass to enervate my whole body. 'Give up,' my ass told me, 'Resistance is futile. Let him do what he wants and maybe he won't hurt you!'

Burke felt the difference and he began to fuck my ass with more abandon.

"God, yes!" I whispered as the wet friction warmed my rectum delightfully.

"The spreader, honey," Burke nodded to his wife. A few moments later I sighed as I felt the medium dildo leaving, only to be replaced by a thicker head. It slipped in easily and then Burke stopped. I could feel its thickness in me, just a little larger than the previous one. But then I felt Burke push and my anus protested being wedged still wider. I yelped as my muscles were stretched painfully. Burke backed off, but only for a second before he pressed the widening dildo against my protesting ass. He rocked back and forth like a car in a snowdrift and then he shoved it in. I groaned and the my ass accepted another few inches.

I could feel the thickness in my gut, filling my rectum, pushing everything sideways. As Burke worked it in and out, every in-push spread my ass wider and wider, and every back-pull gave me some relief. Clearly this dildo was tapered from base to tip, so it became fatter and fatter the deeper it plunged.

"It's two inches at the base!" Burke explained. "That's four times the cross section of the first one. And cross-section is what your ass cares about. Your sphincter has to stretch in all directions at once, not just sideways. So an extra inch wide also means an extra inch high. It's wider up, down, left, right. A one-inch dildo is about three-quarters of a square inch in cross-section. A two-inch dildo is over three square inches in cross-section!"

Every plunge stretched my ass painfully, but soon the middle part of the dildo felt easy to accommodate in comparison to the base! I strained to relax, to bear down on the in-thrusts, to gobble up this monster. Every full thrust banged up against the top of my rectum, sending strange twinges through my gut.

"Take it, baby," Tonya encouraged me. "Take that big manly cock in your cunt! You want a big, strong man, don't you? A girl wants to be on the arm of a stud, not a wimp, doesn't she? You get a big cock up there, you win!"

Tonya's patter helped me relax. I did want this. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be a good student. I felt myself relax and the dildo stabbed into me deeper and easier. It started even to feel good. I pulled back on my knees, spreading my ass as wide as I could, offering my rectum to this plunging god.

"Fuck me," I whispered. "Please fuck me!" Burke slammed the dildo all the way in and held it there. My ass twitched around the shaft and I felt its thickness. He crammed it again and again against my ass cheeks, as if to say, "There! I'm in you, all the way. And you can't do anything about it! Take it! Take it!"

And I took it. I lay there, exhausted, conquered, and I accepted it. Accepted the huge cock occupying this conquered territory. I twitched my anus around it, squeezing it like a caress. 'C'mon, big boy,' my ass said. And Burke began to fuck it in and out in a slow rhythm. Not a frenzied pummeling, but a repetitive claiming: "I'm in you. I'm in you. I'm in you."

I loved it. I loved being defeated, taken, owned.

"Yes!" I hissed quietly and we all four could sense what that meant.

"Describe it, Johnny," Burke reminded me.

"Uh, about an inch and a half, flaring to two inches. About 8 inches long. Slightly curved ... unh! ... upwards. A ridge along the bottom. A small head. No veins."

"Remarkable!" Burke replied. With that he withdrew the dildo. It felt as if my insides would fall out. I could feel my ass clutch at the air, seeking to grasp a shaft that was no longer there. It felt stretched and gooey with lube. I felt used up and let down.

Natalie knelt down beside me.

"You miss it, don't you, Johnny? You want it back. You're incomplete without it. But when you feel that yearning, remember what your weapons are! You're a flower. Your only weapons are to attract that bee with your beauty. Mascara, eye shadow, and lipstick are your weapons. Bras and panties and seductive dresses are your weapons. A feminine walk, feminine gestures, a look, a giggle, a touch on the arm are your weapons. A sultry glance, a pouty mouth, an air kiss, a wink are your weapons. Patience, passivity, a ripeness that says, "Come get me, take me," are your weapons.

"An air of expectant waiting is what you want: 'I need a man: could it be you?' is what you need to say with every look, every gesture. Every step you take, feel that cock raping you, owning you. You are conquered already: you are just waiting for them to claim their prize. Remember: you aren't striving for the prize: you are the prize. Be the prize!"

Natalie put a panty liner into a frilly, lacy, satiny pair of flowered panties and helped me into them. She slipped a matching bra over my arms and bade me fasten the clasps, while she slipped a pair of breast forms into the cups. She led me into another room, where there was a professional make-up mirror. As if in a trance I listened as she instructed me in applying make-up, step by step. She went first and then I followed every step. Once again I watched in disbelief as my face slowly was transformed from an ordinary-looking man into a pretty girl.

Natalie asked me to repeat her directions over and over until I could recite them by heart. First this, like this, not like this; second that, like that, not too much, here's how you tell. Third step this. The indoctrination and dildo fucking had me in an altered state of consciousness where my mind was theirs to mold. I wondered if I were in some kind of super-receptive state of mind, because I found it easy to remember the steps. Maybe I'd tapped into some kind of inner femininity that made it so easy. It helped that Natalie was a good teacher. She was very sure and very precise. There was a right and wrong and I just needed to memorize what was right.

I pulled a hair net over my head and fastened a beautiful wig on my head. Once again I had the sense that I wasn't looking at a mirror but through a window, because here was another person looking back at me.

"That's you, Janine! That's how men will see Janine: a beautiful, desirable woman," Natalie whispered to me. "Now you just need to believe that is the real you. Johnny was a first draft: we’re throwing that one away. As Janine you have the magic to seduce any man. Every minute you spend as Janine, every gesture, every step that you take correctly makes her more real. So as you practice walking, imagine your flouncing ass is bringing you cocks to fuck! As you put on lipstick, remember it is bringing you cocks to wrap those pretty lips around! As you bat your false eyelashes, taste manly cum in your delicate mouth!"

Natalie helped me pull my nylons up my leg and attach them to a lacy garter belt. She gave me some low pumps to wear and then she fastened straps to each ankle. An elastic band now connected my ankles. She pulled another strap around my wrist and attached that to bands that went around my elbows.

"These are just training devices to accelerate your learning," she explained. "Women take short steps, one in front of the other. They aren't rushing to get anywhere—they're twitching their asses to get a mate! And they keep their arms in close, to feel more passive and helpless, almost as if they are hugging themselves.

"Now be careful," she warned, 'if you take too long a stride or swing your arms like an ape, you'll fall flat on that cute tushie, which isn't very ladylike!" She gestured for me to walk. Burke and she hovered next to me, to save me if I began to fall.

"I've started you out on low heels. But once you get the walk down, we'll graduate you to high heels. The most important thing about high heels is short steps.”

I was almost afraid to walk now. I took a tentative step or two.

"Imagine you're on a balance beam and you have to put one foot in front of the other," Natalie went on.

I felt the pull of the elastics and I shortened my stride. It felt as if I were walking in a straitjacket. I felt as if I were mincing like the most flaming queer.

"Look, isn't that precious?" Natalie gushed to Tonya after I made a few laps of the room by myself.

"Oh, Johnny, I'm so proud of you!" Tonya told me.

Meanwhile Burke was toying with a camera and a large computer monitor.

"This is a motion-capture program," he explained. "It analyzes your motions and compares them to a model of a feminine walk, a seductive female walk, and a drag queen's walk. It gives you a score continuously. We've set it so that your goal is to be halfway between feminine and seductive. The drag queen's walk is too exaggerated: it tries to be as far from a male walk as possible. It's too much. So if you go too far, your score will start to go down, but if you fall back into masculine habits, your score will go down then too. You don't want a walk that says, 'Man in a dress,' but you don't want a walk that screams 'Faggot!' You want a walk that says, 'All woman!' "

There was a smaller computer monitor on the other end of the room. As I walked to it the numbers rapidly changed from 60 to 80 to 70 to 60 to 80. Not too good, I guessed. Burke was intently studying the screen.

"It gives an analysis of what elements are bringing down your score. Try bouncing your hips a little more. Remember, you have a cute little ass that is dying for some stiff cock! Advertise it! And pretend you've got some tits and you want to present your chest, to get some men salivating to suck on those nipples!"

I decided to forget the numbers and concentrate on Burke's suggestions. I could still feel my anus, sensitized from the earlier reaming, and my nipples pebbled as I recalled the suckling they'd gotten earlier.

"That's it! That's it!" Burke enthused, as the scores started bouncing between 70 and 85, with an 87 flickering on the screen for a moment.

'You're walking past the bar at the Cuck ‘n’ Bull Club. There are men lined up at the bar and you're wondering how many of them want you. You want to get their cocks hard."

I walked back and forth imagining that scene, and the numbers were bouncing between 75 and the high 80's.

"Not so much shoulder," Burke warned. "Men swagger—their walk is about their arms and shoulders. A woman's walk is about her ass! All her arms are for is unzipping her date's pants!"

My scores started hitting the low 90's for a few seconds.

"OK, now try to relax and smooth it out. A little jouncing, a little bounce, but not rough. Jiggly, soft." I tried to relax into it. I was in the 80's and low 90's.

"Good! Keep doing that. Just think about a man and their cocks and your 'assets' being on display. You're soft, feminine, helpless. You need to attract a mate or you'll never get filled, er, I mean 'fulfilled'!"

I walked back and forth, glancing at the monitor from time to time. I was staying in the 80's with one 94 for a few seconds.

"Now try to overdo. Take even smaller steps. Throw your hips out like you were trying to close a car door! Try to be the faggiest, most exaggerated stereotype, like Mae West on steroids."

I imagined I was wearing a poodle skirt and I was a gum-chewing Times Square hooker. My numbers started shooting around wildly. There were some 98's and then some 70's and 60's.

"Experiment. Some of those exaggerations help and some hurt. try to get a feeling: how much should you roll your hips? How short or long should your stride be? How tall should you stand or how much should you slouch into your pelvis? Should your foot land on your heel or your toe? Try it!"

The more he talked, the worse my scores got. I went back to imagining the men at the Cuck ‘n’ Bull. How big were their cocks? How stiff were they? How would they feel in my mouth or my ass? What would their cum taste like?

I looked back at the monitor and saw a 91 and an 89 flicker past. Maybe I was a "feel" learner.

"Tonya or you can video your walk and email us the clips and we can send you back a score and a range. You need to practice every day."

Natalie announced that our time was up. But instead of returning my male clothing, Natalie handed me a clingy knit dress with a swirly skirt.

"You've got to start walking out in public," Natalie chided me. "You look nice! You're prettier than two-thirds of the real girls out there!"

We walked out to the car and Tonya made a show of opening the passenger side door for me.

"Ladies first!" she chortled. "We know I'm no lady, but you we're not sure of yet." It felt odd to be chauffeured around by her. I wondered what every passing car could see.

To my horror, Tonya pulled in to the parking lot of our local mini-mart.

"We need some milk," Tonya announced.

"I'll just wait here," I told her.

"Oh no. I'll wait here. You go get it. Here's some money: you don't have your purse with you!"

"But Tonya...."

"Natalie said, 'You have to start somewhere.' I'm impatient for you to progress as fast as possible. So get going, young lady!"

I could never oppose Tonya once she'd made up her mind. I looked nervously at the parking lot. There were several cars. I swallowed hard and opened the car door.

"Take your time," Tonya intoned. "Remember your walk. Small steps, still shoulders, wiggly hips."

I tried to forget the store and the customers and focus only on my walk. I probably looked like I had a limp. I could feel the breeze coming up my skirt. I felt naked without pants on.

I was ridiculously nervous in the store. Of course the dairy case was at the far end of the store, to make you walk past all the junk food and the overpriced doodads. I remembered to keep my elbows in. 'Glide,' I thought to myself.

It was harder to be seductively feminine lugging a gallon of milk. There was a young man running the cash register and another man waiting in line. I smiled nervously at them and was startled to see their eyes look my body up and down. The perverts were checking me out! I felt a little twitch of my panty-covered cock as it dawned on me that they might find me attractive!

"You find everything you were looking for, miss?" the cashier asked me as I plopped the milk on the counter.

I cleared my throat nervously.

"Yes," I squeaked out in a strained falsetto. "Thank you," I said and smiled at him. He smiled back, his eyes lingering on mine a fraction too long.

"Do you want this in a bag?" he asked.

"Oh ... no, no thanks. I just live nearby." Why didn't I just say no?

"Oh, you live near here? I don't think I've ever seen you in here before."

"Why, I've been in here lots of ...," I started to say, and then I realized that 'Janine' had never been in here before.

"Oh! I'm thinking of my old neighborhood! We had a store just like this. I'm new here!" I corrected myself. Before he could say any more I grabbed the receipt out of his hand and said quietly, "Gotta go!"

"Come back soon!" he said, his glance straying down to my hips as I tried to vamoose as quickly as I could with my mincing girlie steps. As I got out into the parking lot I resisted the temptation to lope to the car and I practiced my walk, hoping the clerk was watching my bottom as I sashayed back to the car.

"Any problems?" Tonya asked as I plopped down in the seat with relief.

"None, except I think the cashier's got the hots for me!" I reported.

"You minx!!! I let you out of my sight for two minutes and you're flirting with the help!" Tonya shook her head in mock disgust.

When we got home it hit me that I'd be seeing Brian again in this female guise.

"I'll go get this make-up off now," I suggested.

"No way!" Tonya corrected me. "I want you to progress as quickly as possible. The only way to do that is practice, practice, practice. I want you to put your make-up and dress on when you get home from work and stay that way until the next morning. From now on you'll be Johnny at work and my little Janine at home!"

"What?!" I protested, "I never signed up for that! I thought this was just an experiment, a hobby, not a lifestyle!"

"It is an experiment, but if it is going to be a successful experiment, you have to put enough effort into it!" Tonya retorted. "Do you think I want to walk into the Cuck ‘n’ Bull with a husband who looks like he's going to a Halloween party? Do you want to embarrass me and embarrass yourself and get only looks of disgust or pity from the men? Or do you want to make me proud and make those men burn with lust to fuck the little minx who just slinked in?

“Did you like how that clerk looked at you? Imagine how exciting it will be once you've really perfected your feminine wiles and you're in a situation to take full advantage! Of course, that clerk only got a glance at you, but he liked what he saw. To pull that off for an evening will take a lot more practice."

When Tonya put it that way, it was hard to argue with her. The idea of embarrassing her as some pathetic half-man / half-woman at the Club was mortifying. Being a cuckold or even a submissive was one thing, but trying and failing was somehow worse—it would make me a laughingstock. On the other hand, succeeding—and being the object of real desire—that was an exciting prospect.

"I guess ... I guess I see your point."

"So strut your stuff, little lady!" Tonya told me. "Show Brian what you've got."

We went into the living room, where Brian was plopped in front of the TV with a beer. Our eyes met and I felt myself start to blush and then his big BMOC shit-eating grin broke out.

"Well, well, well ... Janine, nice to see you again," Brian smirked.

I walked across the room, trying to remember everything Burke and Natalie had instructed me. It felt very robotic and awkward, like when you've just gotten a golf lesson and everything seems unnatural. I sat down in a chair, remembering to keep my feet and knees close together and my elbows in.

Brian greeted Tonya. "I've missed you, babe. Set down next to me."

"I've missed you too, baby," Tonya said, placing her hand right on the bulge in the front of Brian's jeans. "I saw some things at the studio that got me a little horny."

'Well, I wasn't meaning that I was missing your cooking!" Brian chuckled, and he pulled Tonya into a kiss as one hand went to her breast. Tonya moaned into his mouth.

"God, I'm wet already," Tonya said breathily when they broke their kiss. "I need your cock in me!"

"Happy to oblige!" Brian answered.

"But we shouldn't ignore our guest. Janine loves a good cock too, don't you, Janine?"

'Uh ... sure," I struggled to say in a high squeak.

"Why don't you unzip Brian and get him nice and hard for me? You'll love sucking his cock." I awkwardly pushed myself up to my feet, which is a trick when you are trying to keep your knees together. It reminded me of trying to get up on snow skis. Brian's eyes sparkled as I knelt daintily in front of him and reached for his zipper. It was as if I were watching a movie and I saw my hands, adorned with long painted nails, reach and pull his zipper down and I helped him scrunch his pants and briefs out of the way. His meat was already stiffening.

How would a girl do it? What had Burke said? Gentler, I suppose, afraid of hurting him. Softer, wetter, more reverently? More tentative? I took his shaft in my hand and pumped it gently, wanting to make it harder before taking it in my mouth.

"Don't be shy, honey," Brian teased. "It may be a snake, but it won't bite!"

I felt the magnetic pull of his magnificent organ as it hardened more and more. Its sexual power was like electricity. I moaned as I squeezed it, loving the way its hot hard-soft thickness filled my hand. It was beautiful. I couldn't decide which I wanted most: to look at it, to stroke it, or to feel it in my mouth.

"Go ahead, baby," Tonya urged. "Taste it."

My mouth was watering to do just that. My head was drawn to it, dipping as if my mouth had a will of its own. With a sigh I engulfed Brian's penis and thrilled as I held it against the back of my throat and squeezed it with my tongue. I sucked on it as if I could pull pure sexual energy out of it like mother's milk from the breast.

"God, that feels good!" Brian groaned.

I remembered Burke's exhortations and I let my saliva collect, wetting Brian's penis thoroughly before I began to move. "Make your mouth like a cunt," he'd said, "soft and wet!" I began to bob my head, imagining Brian was fucking my mouth-cunt. I kept my lips and tongue close against his shaft on all sides, but soft and wet, like a pussy would be. Brian's moans encouraged me.

After a minute of that I wanted to play with his gorgeous hard-on. I took the head only into my mouth and toyed with the sensitive underside spot with the tip of my tongue. Then I licked all around the rim, watching his erection get harder and redder from the teasing. I slowed down my actions, wanting to savor his meat, not wanting to push him too fast. I began to kiss all around the cockhead and down the shaft, thrilling to the color of my lipstick left behind!

"God, yes, make love to his cock, baby!" Tonya cried, excited to see my clear enjoyment of her lover's manhood. "Isn't it wonderful?"

I swallowed and struggled to find my voice. My own cock was painfully stiff again and I could feel its wet oozing wicking through my panties.

"Yes ... wonderful ...," I choked out and stabbed the rigid tool deep into my mouth and suckled on its throbbing warmth.

"God, I love watching this!" Tonya squealed. "This is making me so hot! I thought it was sexy to watch my cuckold husband suck cock, but to watch my transvestite husband love cock, that is even better!"

Tonya touched my shoulder as I continued to face-fuck myself mindlessly.

"I hate to interrupt your fun, Janine, but can I borrow that cock? My pussy is dying for some of that."

With some reluctance I let the rampant organ slide out from between my lips.

"Sure, baby," I agreed.

"You've got it nice and hard and hot for me!" Tonya acknowledged. "Help me out of these clothes."

So I stood up and helped my wife strip to fuck her boyfriend. I unclasped her bra and exposed her luscious breasts to Brian's appreciative eyes. Then I lowered her damp panties, exposing the cunt that was supposed to be reserved for me.

'Feel my pussy, baby," Tonya told me. "Feel how hot my pussy is for Brian's cock! It never got that wet for you, did it? Brian's cock gives me so much more pleasure than yours ever could!"

Indeed her vagina was sopping wet and swollen with excitement.

"Hold his cock up so I can sit right down on it," she directed. She straddled Brian on the couch. I grasped his penis and held it straight up toward her hanging pussy lips.

"Oh, God, that's beautiful," Tonya cried, looking down between her legs. "I can see your hand around his prick, with your pink fingernails! God, put him in me!" she urged impatiently.

I aimed his lance at its target and Tonya lowered her pudendum onto it. I kept holding his shaft as she began to sink onto it, watching with rapt attention, seeing his thickness press her cunt open, filling his vault with his manliness.

"Unh! Oh! Oh!" Tonya groaned as she worked his meat deeper into her tunnel. Her pussy lips were hot pink with arousal. They looked like a hungry mouth swallowing a sword. I gazed unblinkingly at the junction of their flesh, fascinated by the sight.

She rolled her hips an savored the completeness of his penetration. "Say hello to papa, baby!" she said to her still-undetectable baby bump. "That's your daddy's cock knocking at your door! God, that feels good!"

Brian groaned as Tonya began to ride his cock. I watched her pussy lips being pulled by the friction with Brian's shaft, as if they were reluctant to let it go.

“Pull your little pecker out of your pretty panties and wrap your pretty pink fingernails around your girlie-cock and beat your little clit to the rhythm of your wife's fucking," Tonya suggested.

I groaned as I reached underneath my skirt and pulled my stiff cockette out of my panties. I spread the pool of pre-cum leakage all down the shaft and sighed at the delicious thrill that radiated through my body. I closed my eyes briefly to luxuriate in the feeling, but soon reopened them, not wanting to miss the pornographic scene inches from my nose.

My eyes couldn't decide where to focus: on Tonya's bouncing ass, on her distended pussy ... or on Brian's magnificent cock that my lips and ass longed to engulf. I watched my wife’s wrinkled anus piston up and down, marveling that this tiny opening on other occasions had stretched to accommodate the thick meat that Tonya's pussy could barely stretch to admit now.

How strange that this was the thought in my head as I went over the edge and my wimpy cum started squirting into my left hand. As I watched my wife's cunt being fucked, I was thinking of Brian fucking her ass! It was as if my mind were a merry-go-round of perversions. Each unnatural appetite clamored for attention at once, so that satisfying one only caused another to feel neglected.

I came back to earth to watch Tonya convulse around Brian's ample pole. A minute later he heaved his pelvis upward and froze, clearly unloading jets of semen deep into my wife's womb.

I swallowed the lukewarm pool in one broad lick. Tonya rolled Brian on top of her and let him pull out.

"Come and get it while it's hot, baby!" Tonya told me. "Doesn't my cunny look sexy, all stretched and puffy and slick with cum?"

"Yes, please!" I pleaded as a pearl of cum began to ooze from her cavern.

"Then enjoy, baby! Lick up every bit of the cum you need. Bury your face in my gooey cunt!"

I went at her hot flesh like a ravenous wolf, licking and sucking, almost swooning at the delicious mixture of her juices and Brian's spend. Her pussy was wide open, wet, and slick. Her cunt lips lay splayed out like a welcome mat set out for her lover's penis.

"Oh, I love feeling your face buried in my pussy! Here," she said, patting the couch next to her. "I want to queen you. I want to sit on your face so you can get every drop!"

I went into a submissive trance as I felt her cunt cover my face and her legs encase my head. I licked and licked as Tonya began to hunch against my mouth.

"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna come again!" I heard, muffled by her flesh pressing my ears. I felt her spasm and then was rewarded with yet more of Brian's cum, as her orgasm pushed more of his seed from deep inside her.

She reluctantly pulled off me. She put her hand down and rubbed the sheen of her and Brian's juices into my skin.

"You probably want to clean Brian off too, don't you? You love sucking any nice cock."

"Yes, please," I choked out."

"Go ahead then. Brian, I hope you're OK with Johnny sucking your cock a lot in the next few weeks. He needs to practice, He's going to be dressing in his girlie clothes all the time around here. I hope you won't mind a blow job every night?"

I took Brian's half-hard cock in my mouth and I felt a pang in my gut as his cock head filled my mouth again. Tonya had trained me well. My sex drive, diverted from fucking her pussy, had to go somewhere, and she had carefully shaped it to go where it amused her!

"Oh no!" Brian retorted in mock horror. "A blow job every night! Save me!" he chuckled. He looked at me, bobbing up and down on his spent organ. "Johnny makes a pretty cute girl. A better girl than a man, that's for sure. If Janine wants to suck me off every night and you don't mind, I sure don't mind."

I felt stupidly happy to hear Brian call me a "cute girl" and excited at the prospect of getting to suck his cock every day!

"Tomorrow," Brian said, winking at me and I felt a blush come to my cheeks.

"Oh, yeah. OK," I stuttered and walked into the kitchen to hide my embarrassment.

it was soon time to go to bed. Tonya insisted that I keep my make-up on and wear a pink teddy to bed.

"I want you to be a girl from now on, except when you're at work, mowing the lawn, or visiting your family. I want you to start to think of this as your real life and going to work in a man's clothes as your 'disguise.' You'll take your make-up off in the morning and put it on as soon as you get home. We'll need to go shopping for more clothes for you: dresses, skirts, blouses, nighties, robes. Frilly, flowery, feminine things that leave no doubt that you're a girl! My girl!" Tonya crowed.

She leaned down and kissed me firmly on the mouth, our lipsticks sliding together, and then she left. I lay in the dark, feeling the satiny teddy licking my body and the unfamiliar feel of long eyelashes feathering my cheeks.

How had I ended up here? When I'd agreed to this "experiment," I thought Tonya was talking about going to the Cuck ‘n’ Bull dressed as a woman, like Bobbie, not a 24/7 lifestyle. Did Tonya want to turn me into a transsexual?

I thought back to Burke's praise of my fellatio, Brian calling me a "cute girl," and Tonya's thrill in pronouncing me "my girl!" It felt good to be praised, to be valued for something. With mixed feelings I fell into an uneasy sleep.


-Day 83 Thursday-

I was startled the next morning to look into the mirror and see a girl's face looking back at me.

"Make us breakfast in your nightie," Tonya instructed me. "Get used to doing a lot of 'woman's work' around here! Hurry up, because you'll need time to take off your make-up and long nails and then get dressed as a man for work."

I was cooking eggs and bacon when Brian snuck up behind me and squeezed my ass through my satin nightgown. I jumped and he laughed.

"Your girlfriend has a cute little bottom, Tonya!" He joked. "How good a cook is she?"

"She's OK, but her real talents lie in another direction!" Tonya retorted in a suggestive tone. "Sausage is her favorite dish!" she crowed as she grabbed Brian's cock through the slit in his robe.

"It's yours too, I hear. I hope there's enough sausage for everyone!"

"Well, guests first! Janine, get on your knees and say good morning to Brian's sausage! I'll watch the eggs!"

"Right here? Now?" I asked in surprise.

"Brian's going to need a lot of encouragement to accept this new arrangement. We'll have to show him what the advantages are!"

"Right here?"

"Get on your knees and show him what you love, baby," Tonya said, in a little more forceful tone.

I dropped to my knees as Brian opened his robe and smiled archly. To his credit, his cock was already starting to thicken just from Tonya's squeeze. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and sighed again in admiration at its heft. I raised it and closed my mouth around it.

'Ahhhh!' I found myself silently sounding as I felt the cockhead fill my mouth. "Mmmmm," I murmured as I felt it swell and pressed my mouth around its cushiony hardness. I sucked on it like a baby bottle and I loved the warmth and slickness of the skin on my tongue.

I could still smell the exciting aroma of Tonya's pussy juice clinging to his pubic hair and I could taste the tang of the sperm he had coated Tonya's womb with last night. Taking a deep whiff, I pulled my head back, letting my lips slide up his spit-slick shaft. As soon as I felt the knob of his cockhead I plunged his manhood back, hungry to feel it press against the back of my throat again. Almost instantly Brian was steely hard.

"Oh, yeah!" Brian enthused. "This kitchen has every modern convenience!"

I forgot where I was, who I was, what time it was! I slurped on Brian's cock, lapping my tongue up the underside, twisting my head this way and that. I tickled the delicate skin just below his slit and tongued his peehole, hoping to taste some of the dewy pre-cum. I was rewarded with a moan from Brian.

"Breakfast is ready!" Tonya announced brightly. "That's enough sausage for you, Janine!"

"Oh no!" Brian protested. "You're teaching her to be a tease!"

"Just a little encouragement, so you'll hurry home later!" Tonya explained.

I let Brian's meat go and it jutted up from his crotch at full staff, glistening with my saliva. As I rose to my feet I became aware of my own cock in a similar attitude, although in much smaller proportions.

"Looks like Janine enjoyed it almost as much as you did, Brian," Tonya smirked, eying the tented front of my nightgown. In fact, a small dark spot showed that my own cockette had begun to leak pre-cum just from the brief interlude.

"Oh, Johnny," Tonya whispered in my ear, "I'm so happy to see how excited you get when you suck cock! Darling, that tells me I'm not forcing this on you. I'm helping you become your real self."

I awkwardly turned away from her and busied myself with my plate. I was still embarrassed by the way my traitorous cock revealed my arousal for all to see. My erection bobbed lewdly in front of me as I carried my plate to my place. I stared down at my plate in shame.

"Oh, how cute, Johnny! Even in make-up and a frilly nightgown, you're embarrassed at your little stiffy! You fall on your knees to gobble my boyfriend's morning wood, but you're ashamed of your little pecker standing at attention and getting boy-goo on your nightie!" Tonya and Brian chuckled at my discomfiture as I glumly ate my bacon and eggs.

"Hurry, baby, because you'll need to clean up the kitchen and then take off your make-up and shave and get dressed," Tonya warned me.

I bolted my food and set to cleaning up the frying pan. Tonya asked me to put on some toast for Brian and her. As I started to leave, Tonya asked me to bring their toast and a refill of coffee. I served them and hurried to get dressed.

As I removed my nightgown and make-up, I felt as if I were waking up from a dream. A different person looked back at me out of the mirror: a man. Or a boy? He didn't look like a very manly man, with no body hair, no beard, and pierced ears. Gradually I began to feel more normal as I pulled on my male clothes for work.

I rushed to get off to work on time. As I came out of my room, Tonya looked at me and shook her head.

"Oh, that's definitely a step down. Janine is much more exciting, don't you think? Johnny's very ordinary. But Janine is a pretty girl. And a vixen! I'll be looking forward to seeing her again tonight!" She kissed me, but it was just a peck. As I left I saw Brian give her a soul kiss and squeeze her butt.

At every stoplight I looked at myself in the rearview mirror. Had I missed any make-up? Could anybody tell? It almost felt as if I were trying to "pass" as a man now.

At work I fell into the routine of my familiar tasks, but I looked at my coworkers with new eyes. I watched the women: how did they dress? How much make-up did they wear? What kind of earrings and jewelry did they have on? How did they walk; how did they sit; how did they move? When no one was looking I tried to practice how I'd been taught to walk, to sit, to reach. Elbows in, short steps.

"Are you OK, John?" one of my male coworkers asked in the coffee room. "You pull a muscle working in the yard? You seem to be walking funny."

I started to blush, as if he could read my mind.

"Uh, yeah, uh, I just, uh, slept funny last night. A little crick in my hip, I guess. Just slept funny." I quickly stalked back to my desk, as manly as I could.

God, this was going to be hard. Could I play being a woman at night without it creeping into my daytime mannerisms?

I watched the men too, but differently. I wondered how they were hung! Which of them had a nice big package? Which of them were "little fellers" like me? What would they think if they saw me as Janine? Would they recognize me? Would they be attracted? Would they get aroused? Would they be undressing me with their eyes? Would they be fantasizing about getting into my panties? My cock started to stiffen at that thought. They'd be looking at me and they'd get a hard-on thinking about getting at my pussy....

"John! John!" Ted said, snapping his fingers in front of my face. "Earth to John! Come in!"

I came out of my reverie with a start.

"Sorry, just thinking," I said quickly. "You came for those drawings, the Hostetler account."

"I prescribe another cup of coffee for you, buddy! That hip problem must have kept you up last night," Ted joked.

"No, I'm OK. Just a little daydreaming," I said and stole a glance at his crotch.. Could you judge a man's size by any clues? Would there be a bulge? Ted was trim and fit, some nice muscles. But did he have a nice cock? A cock that could fill your mouth, that would squirt buckets down your throat? Or that could stretch my ass and fill it so good?

"You were going to get me those drawings?"

"Uh, yeah. They're here somewhere. Maybe you're right. Maybe I need a cock of ... I mean, a cup of coffee. I ... I didn't sleep that well last night. Here's the drawings. I'm gonna get that coffee right away."

As I walked to the coffee room I could feel my cock straining against the front of the panties I wore under my male clothing. I had a hard-on from ogling my male coworkers! Get a grip, man!

I decided I did need a grip. I dodged into the men's room and shut myself in a stall. I groaned with pleasure as I fished my erection out of my pants and gripped it in my fist. I imagined that I was dressed as Janine and Ted didn't recognize me. I pictured him checking me out. I imagined him leering at me and nudging the other guys. They were all getting hard watching me walk past them! My cock jumped at that thought and I moaned. Ted was wanting me. Wanting to stuff his big cock in my mouth or my ass....

Before I realized it I was on the verge of coming! But I didn't have permission! I held my breath and clenched my PC muscle. I sweated it out for a few seconds and the urge passed. A gooey drop of pre-cum fell from my slit like a spider silk.

I risked a few more strokes—it felt so good! But I couldn't chance much more. I stuffed some toilet paper in my panties to sop up the pre-cum dribble as soon as I could wrestle my erection into them. I was uncomfortably congested in my groin as I limped back to the coffee room and then to my desk.

What was happening to me? Was I turning into a faggot whore?

When I got home after what seemed like a long afternoon, Tonya was waiting for me.

"I think a milking's in order first," she announced. After my bathroom stall masturbation, I was actually eager for that, just as Maxine and Natalie had once predicted. Anything to relieve the sexual tension. I jumped up on the bed and presented my posterior to Tonya.

"That's a good boy!" Tonya exclaimed. "Or is it 'girl'? Are you eager to get rid of that nasty cum, or is it that you need to feel something up your cunt?"

'Both,' was what I was thinking, but I stayed silent, feeling my cheeks redden.

"Oh, you're so cute! That you can still feel embarrassment after all the perverted things you've done! It's just precious! it's one of the things I love about you. You have an endless appetite for humiliation!"

With that I felt her greased finger probe my rectum, reaching up to feel my bulging prostate. I groaned as she pressed on it.

"Oh, yeah, that's full, I think. You must have been having some very nasty thoughts today! Good! Pantied transvestite cocksuckers should be having lots of lovely dirty thoughts!"

She reached for my already stiff cock and pulled it down, like a milkmaid milking a cow's teat.

"That's it, give me your nasty boy-juice," Tonya coaxed.

My sphincter squeezed her finger as the pressure on my prostate sent shocks of stimulation through my pelvis. The combined feelings of violation were mixed with those of need and pleasure. She pulled out one finger and replaced it with two. I pushed back to help her reach my gland.

"Doesn't that feel good?" Tonya asked. "You love to have something up your ass, don't you? I'm surprised more boys don't ask for this. That prostate gland loves to be stroked, doesn't it?"

I could feel the bizarre sensation of cum oozing down my penis rather than shooting out.

"There it is!" Tonya cooed. "Good boy! Give Momma your juice!" She aimed it toward a custard cup she had placed to catch the drippings. With every press a few drops dribbled out the end of my straining erection.

I groaned with a combination of relief and frustration. My prostate appreciated some relief of the pent-up fluids, but my libido gnashed its teeth at being denied a full-blown spurt.

Tonya withdrew her fingers, only to replace them with the custom-made prostate plug. It spread my anus wider, filling my rectum pleasingly, and pressing snugly against my prostate. Tonya pulled and twisted it while she stroked my stiff cock. I moaned with the overwhelming sensations and my ass felt hot and sensitized. Then she switched on the vibrations and I began to moan continuously.

"You've got to have more than that, my little heifer! Come on, give me all your juice!"

The vibration made my prostate and tubes feel out of control. Cum began to leak again from my slit. I watched in fascination as white goo drip-drip-dripped into the cup, my male essence being wrung out of me involuntarily. Tonya watched as the drip slowed, then stopped.

"OK, now turn over, babe," she commanded, turning the vibrator off but leaving the plug in place. She handed me the custard cup. "Drink up!"

I tipped the cup up obediently and my mouth was filled with my seepings. It tasted more acrid than usual, as if milked semen had a different composition.

"Lick up every drop and thank your mistress."

"Thank you," I said, scooping the last of the goo out with my fingers.

"Now another ritual before you get dressed in your girlie things. We have to be sure you are in the right frame of mind."

She pulled out a set of urethral sounds that Maxine had given her. My heart shrank in my chest.

"We have to wring the last bit of male pride from you before you start getting Janine ready. By submitting to sounding, your cock becomes the fucked rather than the fucker. You need to voluntarily surrender your male pride and joy to the most abject violation."

She withdrew a medium-width sound and began to lubricate it. Without asking my permission she took my now-almost-limp cock in her hand and placed the tip of the sound to my slit. it took all my self-control to stay still as she began to insert the metal probe. The cold and metallic hardness of the sound contrasted perversely with the vulnerable softness of my delicate tissues. Even though the sound appeared to be much wider than my slit, amazingly the metal rod began to descend into my penis almost without resistance. To my shock, I felt my abused cock begin to swell around the probe!

"Look at that! Even after a milking and even though you are being raped with this rod, your little willie is getting hard! Maxine told me it is a reflex, that men can't help it, no matter how much they abhor the sounding. She says it is like being tickled: even if you hate it, you still can't help laughing.

The sound continued to sink into my pee hole, even after it appeared that more of the sound had entered than the whole length of my penis! My cock swallowed another two inches of the rod before it stopped. My cock was now completely hard, almost straining.

"Now I'm fucking your cock, Johnny!" Tonya announced, and she began to gently agitate the sound up and down. The sensation in my penis was maddening. It was irritating and exciting at the same time, mixed with an ever-present fear that my delicate plumbing could be horribly injured at any moment.

To my horror, this "fucking" was clearly exciting my nervous system, as my cock was at full hardness despite my milking. In fact, I could detect pre-cum oozing out around the rod.

"God, this is turning me on!" Tonya marveled. "The power! It's like fucking you with a dildo, only better! That you would submit to this for me! What a power trip! You're completely helpless in my hands!"

Now she was slowly, slowly withdrawing the sound almost all the way, only to let it sink back down my shaft. I trembled and a spasm gripped me, pushing the sound out a ways, but it only took the slightest touch of Tonya's fingertip to stop it and press it back in. It amused her to do this over and over, like a cat playing with a mouse.

"You boys better not let word of this get out to the general public. What wife wouldn’t want to do this to her husband? How could he bitch to her about her credit card bill if he knew she'd have a metal rod down his pee hole later?"

I felt something happening deep in my pelvis. I started to tremble all over.

"Here it comes!" Tonya announced. I gasped and felt my penis spasm around the sound. I watched in horror as my cock pulsed several times and it felt as if my balls were being pulled out through my tubes.

"Aauurrrgghh!" I groaned as I felt my dry orgasm. Tonya hadn't bothered to remove the sound: she knew I didn't have anything to spurt. My poor plumbing was trying, but there was nothing there.

I panted in my post-orgasmic flush. I actually felt some relief, so I guess I'd had an orgasm after all. But the lack of an ejaculation left me feeling incomplete. I wasn't even shooting blanks: I wasn't shooting anything!

As my penis began to shrink around the sound Tonya gently slid the rod out. My poor pee hole felt roughed up all the way down and dreaded what my next trips to the bathroom would feel like.

Tonya beamed at me.

"Such a good obedient boy! You have no idea what a rush that is for a woman, to have that kind of power over a man! To use a man's 'manhood' against him, to have him completely vulnerable and exposed! After all the centuries that men have lorded it over women and still do! It's intoxicating!"

She took my hands in hers.

"Johnny, never doubt that in your own way you make me happy in ways Brian never will. Of course, not by fucking me." She closed her eyes and sighed. "God, he can fuck! I need a man like him in my life. And I'm happy to have his baby growing in me!

"But you give me things that he can't, too. You've given up your manhood for me! That's the most precious gift a man can give! Every time you lick sperm out of my pussy or suck a man's cock, I know what a beautiful sacrifice you are making to show your love for me! And it makes me feel so loved! When you come out of your room in a little while, dressed as a woman, with your make-up on, practicing your feminine walk, ready to suck Brian's cock, you will take my breath away! I'll know you are doing that for me, because you know you can't be the dominant man I need sexually, but you are willing to be the submissive sissy my heart desires!"

She hugged me and whispered in my ear, "And don't think that doesn't turn me on!" She pushed me back on the bed and crawled over me, planting her wet, open pussy on my face. I buried myself in her cunt, licking up her juices. I drank in the aroma of her arousal and felt satisfaction that I was in some way responsible for her excitement. Once again I was lost in the cocoon of her thighs, off in my own world of devotion to her. I was startled by how quickly her orgasm came, testifying to how arousing she found my earlier humiliation.

Her climax past, she clambered off me and we shared a kiss lubricated by her juices.

"Hurry and get dressed before Brian gets home. I want him to see you as Janine now, not Johnny. I think he'll be much more comfortable with you as a girl. An alpha male like him can't be happy sharing his space with another male, of any stripe. So better for you to be female as much as possible around him."

I went to my room. I took off my male clothing and hung it up. I set up my laptop and went to the website for Burke & Natalie's salon. I clicked on an instructional video for applying make-up. Natalie appeared on screen with a fairly good-looking young man. She explained that there were three videos: daytime make-up, evening make-up, and glamour make up.

I chose the evening video. The instructions told me to shave first and then wash my face to help the make-up adhere better. I did this and then watched step-by-step as the man in the video applied make-up. I paused the video and followed each step. Sometimes I had to replay a step to be sure I got it right.

Gradually I watched as the face on the screen was transformed from a handsome man to a beautiful woman! And I watched my own face morph from my familiar face to that of a stranger. Although I couldn't get over the strangeness of the image in the mirror, I also couldn't deny that I didn't make a bad-looking girl. Long eyelashes and eye shadow made the biggest difference, but each step added something: rouge, highlighter, eyebrow pencil, earrings. I saved lipstick for last. As I applied a deep red coat, I felt my poor ill-used willie start to get turned on by my own reflection!

It took me a few minutes to apply stick-on fingernails. I looked at my hand and it looked like someone else's.

I looked over the few choices I had in my feminine wardrobe and chose a lounging peignoir and matching robe in pink. But to accentuate the feminine illusion, first I would need the right undergarments. I pulled on a lacy bra and filled the cups with breast forms as Natalie had shown me. I had to stuff my beginning erection into the skimpy lace bikini panties, and watched with dismay as a dark blotch of pre-cum spread from the tip of my penis to the front panel.

With great care I worked nylon stockings up my smooth legs. I was proud of myself for attaching them to my garter belt with relatively little fumbling. Before I donned the peignoir and robe I admired myself in the mirror in my undies. Clothes really do make the girl! Except for my too-short hair, I looked pretty good, and even better after I put on the flowing loungewear. The piece de resistance was the skullcap and wig. Hell, I'd fuck me!

I put on some low-heeled sandals and practiced walking in front of the mirror.

"Short steps, one in front of the other. Sway your hips. Elbows in, hands out," I said to myself. I was frustrated that I couldn't watch myself from behind in the mirror, so I set the computer camera to record myself walking back and forth. As I watched my slim little tushie swaying and bouncing as I walked away, I found myself admiring my own ass!

"So that's how they do it," I said to myself. "That's how these girls drive us crazy over their little asses!" And I was thrilled at the thought of my ass doing that! My ass in pink lacy panties giving Brian a hard-on. Or David or Calvin. Or even ... gulp! ... Jacquan, or Vic, or Akeem.... Or ... my coworker Ted who I'd been eying???

I trembled with excitement. Was this the rush that Tonya felt when she fed a sound down my cock? When she watched me suck another man's cock? When she offered her cum-filled pussy for me to eat? Was this the thrill of sexual power over another person?

Suddenly my brain felt fevered. The idea of having sexual power zinged through my mind! I hungered to have that. By being a woman I could succeed in a way that I never could as Johnny. I could have power over men by exploiting their Achilles heel. I could excite their lust! A shapely ass, the curve of a breast, the flutter of eyelashes: these were weapons they had no defense against!

I practiced my walk with increasing excitement. I was no longer merely doing Tonya's will. I was suffused with a thrill of possibility. I could do this. I looked at my passably feminine self in the mirror and I was thrilled at the idea of showing myself off to Brian!

I studied my made-up face in the mirror and I hummed with the energy of my insight. I smiled at my reflection and batted my long eyelashes. I thrust forward my "breasts" and shook my long hair. I got up and walked back and forth across the room, feeling my hips roll.

"Like what you see, big boy?" I asked, over my shoulder. I felt a twitch in my sphincter as I imagined Brian lusting after my ass, wanting to sink his cock into me.

The swirly robe and the make-up felt right to me now. These were my tools. I twirled around the room, feeling the robe swish around me and feeling the satin of my underwear slide around my hips and cock. I took a few more steps and felt my body moving in an ever-more feminine way. My walk and gestures felt more and more natural.

"It's show time!" I said to myself, winking at myself in the mirror and opening the bedroom door with excitement and butterflies.

I walked out into the living room. While I'd been dressing, Brian had arrived home and was relaxing with a beer.

"Oh! Brian! You’re home," I said as coquettishly as I could, smiling and looking him warmly in the eye. "I'm so glad to see you!"

"Wow!" Brian said in obvious surprise to find me all dressed up. "That's quite an outfit!"

"Do you like it?" I asked, taking a few steps and turning this way and that like a model. "I think pink is such a sexy color, don't you?" I smoother the satiny material down my thigh.

"For sure," he said, clearly unsure what to make of my transformation. "Yeah, it's pretty."

"How are you?" I said with earnest concern. "How was your day?" I sat down in the chair next to his, angling myself to face him, remembering how my job, as a girl, was to make the man the center of attention.

"Oh, same old shit, you know. But this," he said gesturing to my outfit, "is real different!"

"Yes, isn't it?" I said with a giggle. "But get used to it! Tonya means for this to be the new 'normal' whenever I'm not a work."

"Wow!" Brian said, shaking his head in disbelief, "And you're OK with that?"

"I wasn't sure at first, but, to tell you the truth, I got excited getting dressed tonight. I think I'm going to like it! And I want to practice what Natalie and Burke are teaching me. What do you think?" I said, remembering to turn my attention back to the man.

"Huh!" he stalled, considering the question. "I guess I could get used to it...." He looked at me again, no doubt wondering what could possess any man to dress as a woman.

I reached over and placed my hand gently on Brian's thigh.

"Any I'm hoping they'll be some fringe benefits. You know what Tonya wants me to practice most of all! That shouldn't be too hard to get used to, will it?"

I hoped I hadn't pushed things too far, as Brian swallowed hard. But Tonya showed perfect timing by showing up just at that moment.

"There's my two favorite people! Oh, Janine, you look fabulous!" she crowed. "Doesn't she look hot, Brian?"

Without waiting for him to answer, Tonya leaned down and gave me a sexy, full-mouth kiss. And then another one, letting our lipsticked lips slide over each other sensuously. We were practically in Brian's lap. I was sure the "lesbian" button every man seems to have was being pressed as he watched what appeared to be two women lock lips.

"Mmmm," Tonya purred, pulling away. "Luscious! But I know where those lips could do even more good, eh, Brian? Wrapped around this," she said, running a hand across Brian's crotch. "Don't you agree, Janine?"

"Oh, yes," I played along, running one long fingernail up Brian's zipper. "I'm sure a hunk like this has a nice surprise for a girl in here." I pushed my luck and put a hand on his impressive pecs. "You've had a long day at work. Let me help you relax before supper."

I laid my hand on his crotch and felt for the length of his member. I molded my finger to the outline of the impressive lump I found there. I was startled by how large it felt, even through his pants, so much larger than my own.

"Oh, yeah," I murmured, "I want to get to know that fella," smiling at Brian conspiratorially and giving him a wink.

Tonya undid Brian's belt and unhooked his waistband. I reached up and slowly pulled his zipper, inching the slide down millimeter by millimeter. “Can Janine entertain you while I finish making dinner, babe?" Tonya asked while she reached into his pants and squeezed his blossoming erection. She motioned to him to lift his hips up while I skimmed his pants over them. Tonya palmed Brian's stiffening shaft, pumping it up to full staff.

"Please, Brian?" I asked. "That looks so tasty. May I have an appetizer before my supper?" I wasn't play-acting. I was "into" my new role as a man-hungry sex-kitten. I wanted that cock and that cum.

Our double-barreled assault was having its effect on poor Brian. Whatever qualms he had about getting a blow job from his girlfriend's tranny faggot husband were quickly fading.

"Sure ... yeah ... oh!" he choked out, his mouth dry.

Tonya stretched Brian's lengthening penis toward me.

"Kiss it, Janine," she said breathily. I lowered my ruby lips and planted a kiss on the very tip of Brian's cock. It was a very nice cock!

"Oh shit!" Brian gasped.

I knew that Tonya was sparking on her power over me, feeding her lover's cock to her straight husband, making her husband kiss another man's cock while wearing pink lace undies and make-up. Little did she know that I had my own agenda now.

"Now suck it," she ordered under her breath. "Make love to my boyfriend's cock, Janine!"

I looked at her and mouthed 'I love you,' and then wrapped my mouth around Brian's stiff member.

I moaned with the genuine delight as I felt the warmth of Brian's engorged penis fill my mouth. I took as much as I could in and then stopped to savor the feeling of fullness. I sucked gently on it, reveling in the thickness and weight. My own poor cockette instantly tried to stiffen, rebelling against the confines of the tight panties I wore.

Tonya kept her hand around the base of Brian's penis, as if to emphasize that she were feeding me her lover's cock.

"Oh God, that’s hot!" she gasped. Her free hand dropped to press against the crotch of her slacks. I thrilled at the knowledge that I was turning her on too.

I began to slide my mouth up and down, fucking my mouth with Brian's cock. I coated his taut skin with my saliva, knowing how much a man wants that slippery feeling, to feel that slick sliding, in and out, in and out.

"Not too fast," Tonya whispered to me. "Savor it. Play with it. He'll love it all the more if you prolong it. Let him really enjoy it."

She let go of Brian's cock and put a hand on Brian's chest, stroking his nipple.

"Do you like what Janine's doing, hon? Is she a good cocksucker? Do you like her sucking your cock?"

"Oh, God, yes!" he panted.

"Is it OK if she sucks your cock for practice?"

"Fuck yes!" he moaned.

"It doesn't bother you that she used to be a man, used to be my husband? It doesn't spoil the blow job that she's got a little peepee in her pink panties?"

"Nooo...!" he groaned.

"Good! OK then, I'll leave you in her hands and I'll finish getting dinner ready. Enjoy, Janine! Take good care of my man!"

Maybe it's a rationalization, but I really believe that being a man was bound to make me a better cocksucker. I knew what felt good and I knew what men liked and disliked. I varied my tempo and I used my tongue. I licked and sucked. But I knew that men like a steady build-up. There's no timeouts, no lulls, no backing off. It should be like a train building momentum. I think of Revel's Bolero: it only goes in one direction—faster, louder, more instruments, more frenzied until the final climax.

I never forgot that I had a flesh-and-blood organ in my mouth, a very sensitive one. It likes energy and enthusiasm, but it doesn't like sharp or rough. It likes wet and warm, like a cunt. A cunt's got no sharp edges. It's slick, warm, and tight.

I looked up at Brian and gave a loud slurpy "mmmm" to let him know that I was enjoying sucking his cock. That was part of my job as a fellatrix, to show enthusiasm. But I didn't have to fake it. I was enjoying it. It was just so damn sexy! The fact that it was so wrong made it even more exciting.

I was happy. Happy that I was dressed like a girl. Happy that I was sucking a guy's penis.

Why don't girls like to do this more? Every guy practically has to beg his girl for a blow job and even then most won't do it or act like it's a chore. But they could have any guy helpless in the palm of their hand and not even have to worry about getting pregnant! Maybe that was it: Nature programmed them to only do what would lead to more babies.

Brian certainly was enjoying himself. He was slumped back in his chair, eyes closed, moaning softly to himself. His hips started to undulate and I knew he was close. I wrapped my lips around his knob and began to suck. 'Gimme that cum!' I thought to myself. I could feel his load building up and I wanted it. That was my reward and his testimony to my sucking skills. It was my proof that he desired me.

I felt his hips buck and he tried to thrust his cock deeper into my mouth, but I sealed my lips around the rim of his glans. I wanted to taste his creamy hot cum, not choke on it.

And then I felt his cock swell and the first jet of spunk squirted molten against the roof of my mouth.

"Oh fuck! Arrgghh!" he shouted and another gout of cock cream splashed my tonsils. I held it all in my mouth and waited eagerly for the next spurt. Another and another and another emptied his sperm into my mouth.

'Yes!' I exulted in my mind and I purred in satisfaction at his tribute. Reluctantly I lifted my mouth off his spent phallus and tasted his man-cream. Swallow by precious swallow I let it ease down my throat and I felt its warmth ooze down my gullet. I squeezed his shaft gently and I licked the last few drops from his slit.

I don't know what emboldened me, but without any thought or plan I rose from my knees and hovered over his face.

"Thank you," I said huskily and then without even realizing what I was doing I kissed him. If I had thought about it, I never would have done it. Did macho Brian want to kiss Tonya's husband, John? He wasn't gay. He was just a guy who loved blow jobs.

But he didn't shrink or push me away. he kissed me back. And I kissed him back. It was warm. it was tender. It was hot.

And then it was over. I kissed his forehead and then I took his softening prick in my hands and kissed off the last drips of cum and licked up and down the shaft, as if saying goodbye. On an impulse I blew him a kiss and sat back on my haunches, appropriately at his feet, like a worshipper.

"Thank you," I said again. "I really liked that."

"Whew! You're welcome!" Brian sighed.

"Ahem," Tonya cleared her throat, standing in the door to the kitchen. I felt myself blush as I realized that I couldn't know how long she might have been watching us. She might have seen the kiss.

"You two have probably worked up an appetite. or are you all full, Janine?"

"Well, that was delicious," I replied, "but this poor fella will need to get his strength back. Let's eat."

"Did Janine take good care of you, honey?" Tonya asked Brian, leaning down to kiss him.

"Whew! She sure did!" he answered. "She!" I heard him say. He called me "she." I was ridiculously excited by that!

"Good! Come get some dinner. I may need some of that later myself. You two get me wet!"

"Babe, you're insatiable!" Brian gibed. "But I love that about you!" he said, kissing her back.

"Help me get this big lug up, Janine," Tonya asked, as Brian tried to pull his pants up. He let us each grab a hand and pull him up. Then he put an arm around our waists and let us lead him to the dinner table. It seemed as if he liked the idea of having a "girl" on each arm.

Brian‘s acceptance of the bizarre scenario helped my relax into it. I was Janine, Tonya's girlfriend. Who had just blown her boyfriend....

I used the rest of the meal to practice my feminine behavior and mannerisms. I kept my elbows in and my knees together. I focused on Brian. I listened to everything he said and asked his opinions and ideas. I waited on him. I smiled at him. I praised him.

After dinner Tonya and I cleaned up while Brian retired to the living room. As soon as he was out of earshot, Tonya said, "I saw that kiss!"

"Are you mad?" I asked.

"Mad? I'm not mad! I'm thrilled! Don't you see what that means? It means it worked! He accepts you as a girl! He'd never let Tonya's husband kiss him. But he let Janine kiss him, because she's a girl! You're a girl!" As bizarre as it seems, it really thrilled me to hear her say that.

"See, I told you? Dressing you as a girl makes it easier for him. He knows how to relate to a macho guy. He knows how to relate to a girl. But he doesn't know what to do with his girlfriend's wimpy cuckold husband."

She took my chin in one hand and looked me in the eye.

"You were loving sucking that cock!" She punctuated her accusation by stroking my willie through the front of my panties.

I shook my head sheepishly.

"I won't deny it, Tonya!" I cried. "You're right. When I get that thing in my mouth it's like a switch flips. It turns me on. And the clothes. Being a girl. When I got home and started getting dressed, I really started to get into it. I was looking forward to Brian getting home!"

"It's OK, baby! You don't have to tell me! I know just what you're talking about. His cock is like a magic wand! I love it in my hand, in my mouth, in my cunt, and in my ass! I don't blame you for loving it too. In fact, I think it's kind of hot! When I see you go down on him and I think, 'That's my formerly straight husband under that make-up and he's sucking my boyfriend's cock!'—well, my pussy just goes 'Zing!' You can't explain why cocks turn you on now and I can't explain why that turns me on, but it does! I can't get enough of seeing you take cock!"

"It's a tough job, but somebody's got to do!" I joked, and we laughed and hugged.

"Oh, Johnny, you make me so happy!" Tonya cried and hugged me.

"Who do you have to fuck to get a beer around here?" called out Brian from the living room.

"Well, you've got a choice now, but I'm gonna say me," retorted Tonya, "because you and Janine got me all horny."

"Then bring me two beers, because I'm gonna need to rehydrate!"

"C'mon," Tonya urged me, ”help me get him horny again so he can fuck my cunny later. Let's tease him and get him hot and bothered so your wife can get a good fucking."

Tonya handed me a beer.

"You take it to him: he loves to be waited on."

"Here you go, big boy," I said, handing him the beer. "We gotta keep Brian happy so he can make Tonya happy later!" I winked at him.

"A stud's work is never done," Brian mock-complained.

"Well, a girl can help," I replied, stroking the front of his fly suggestively. "Here, take your shoes off. I'll give you a foot massage." I slipped his shoes off and began working on one foot.

Brian looked over at Tonya. "There are some advantages to this arrangement." He settled lower on the sofa, preparing to enjoy his massage.

"My, you have big feet!" I commented. "What size are they?"

"Well, you know what they say: big feet, big you-know-what. And these are size 13."

"So the saying is true in your case, because you have a very nice you-know-what!" I joked back, stroking his crotch again.

"Keep doing that and you'll have a problem on your hands," Brian warned.

"Oh no!" I put my hand to my mouth in mock horror. "Whatever would we do if that thing got angry again? Where could we stick it to calm it down?"

"I know just the place," Tonya chimed in, rubbing her crotch lewdly.

"I don't think that would calm it down!" Brian retorted.

"Well, maybe not right away. But eventually we'll take the fight out of it!" Tonya said. She slid next to Brian on the couch and kissed him. She ran a hand over his fly, feeling the length of Brian's member.

"You want it right now?" Brian asked, surprised.

"Not yet. I want to get you all worked up first. I don't want to settle for Janine's leftovers. I want you nice and horny, so I'll get the fucking I deserve. Isn't that right, Janine?"

"Yes, ma'am," I answered, looking Tonya in the eye.

Tonya winked at me and settled in next to Brian as I continued his foot massage. I gave him a good ten minutes foot rub and then excused myself to go to the bathroom.

"Sitting down, mind you, like a proper lady," Tonya told me.

Seeing myself in the mirror was a small shock: I wasn’t used to what I was seeing. I needed to freshen my lipstick, I noticed. 'Not bad,' I thought.

We watched TV for a little while, with Tonya snuggled on one side and me sitting close to Brian on the other. After the program was over Tonya cuddled in closer to Brian an began to stroke his chest and give him little kisses on his neck and jaw. As Tonya began to kiss his lips, I ventured to mimic what she had been doing on the other side. I reached out and ran my hand over the six-pack of his abs and then marveled at the solid feel of his pecs against my palm. He and Tonya continued to kiss and I tentatively gave him little pecks on his neck and jawline, while I toyed with his nipple! I thrilled when he moaned into Tonya's mouth!

I could not believe it when Tonya broke their kiss and pushed Brian's chin toward me, in a brazen invitation for me to take over the kissing! I remembered how I had kissed Burke and I tentatively offered Brian my soft lips and open mouth! Brian barely opened his eyes then proceeded to take my mouth, while Tonya dipped her head to start sucking his other nipple!

After a few moments Tonya turned Brian's head back to her and resumed kissing him, gesturing that I should tease his other nipple as she had. After a few hungry kisses she passed him back to me! By now Brian was moaning and starting to grind his hips, clearly turned on by the double-team. I felt as nervous as could be that Brian would break out of his spell: he was kissing a man! But at the same time, his raw male sexuality was causing me to moan myself!

We passed Brian back and forth like that for several more turns. I was getting very turned on! It was as if I were a girl, just like Tonya! It didn't take long for Brian to become impatient for some attention to his manhood. I ran my hand over the growing bulge in the front of his briefs. He bucked himself up against my hand, apparently uncaring whether it were Tonya's hand or mine. The rubbing through the material soon made him lust for more and he raised his hips, silently urging me to pull his underwear down.

A quick pull revealed his manhood in all its engorged glory. it was everything a cock should be: long, thick, and hard. I grasped it and Brian grunted his approval. I began to work the loose skin over the stiffness underneath.

"That's it, baby," Tonya taunted. "Get him nice and hard for my pussy." Tonya shucked her slacks and panties and stood next to me. "Feel how wet I am!" she ordered. "Feel how hot I am to be fucked by a real man." I extended my free hand and I gasped as my fingers felt nothing but hot wetness between her legs.

"Hold him up," she told me. I lifted Brian's magnificent cock straight up and Tonya threw one leg over him, holding onto his shoulders. She lowered himself until the head of Brian's weapon was poised at her opening. "Get him wet. Rub my juice on it."

I did as she asked, wiping the bulb of his cock up and down her slit, coating it with her wetness. Both Brian and Tonya hissed with the agony of anticipation. Then I held Brian's rod pointed at her center and Tonya slowly sank onto it.

My own cock jumped as I saw the thickness of Brian's cock press my wife's cunt lips aside, filling her hole. Tonya bobbed up and down to give her muscles time to prepare for the onslaught. Inch by inch she drew him in until I released my grip and she impaled herself fully.

"Oh, God, your cunt, so hot...," Brian babbled.

Tonya began to ride him up and down. My eyes were riveted on their joining, at the spot where his shaft disappeared into her cunny. His cock filled her so full that every out-stroke pulled her lips out with it and every in-stroke pressed her tissues back in. Gradually Brian's shaft became slicker with Tonya's juices and Tonya's grip loosened, so he slid into her more and more easily. The beauty of their sexing took my breath away!

Every stroke also aroused my own lust, as if their joining were connected magically to my nervous system. My cock strained against the flimsy satin of my panties and begged for attention. Without taking my eyes away I reached into my undies and grasped my erection. I almost fainted at my own touch and could not suppress a groan of delight.

Tonya cast a lust-glazed eye at me and drawled.

"So you like ... unh! ... what you see, eh, baby? Got to play with your clitty while Tonya gets fucked, eh? Go ahead, but don’t let me see that little thing and don't you dare come!"

I shuddered with frustration at her command, but I did not stop fondling myself.

"Yes, ma'am," I answered. I wondered if her thought was to deny me any normal orgasms now. Would I only be allowed to have my semen extracted by sounding or prostate massage? I had heard of cuckolds who were denied any orgasm for long periods of time. Would that be part of my feminization program?

Soon Tonya and Brian were too wrapped up in each other to pay any attention to me. I could see the sex flush all over Tonya and she slammed herself down on Brian's prick. Her evident pleasure only confirmed the appropriateness of my cuckold status. I could never drive her to such a fever of lust.

"Oh, God! Oh, God!" She strangled out, on the verge of climax. "Oh, God, I need your ... prick ... fucking ... me!" she announced. "Oooohhhh! Aauurrgghh!" she cried as orgasm consumed her. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"

Brian began to thrust himself up into her, the spasms of her clutching cunt driving him into a frenzy.

"Shit!" he cried. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" he groaned as he emptied his sperm. Into Tonya's grotto.

"Give it to me! Give it to me!" Tonya demanded as she felt the pulsations of his cock expending itself deliciously. She began to rain kisses on his face and mouth, grateful for his gift. She squirmed on his pole, squeezing his shaft, extracting the last drops and aftershocks of orgasm from him.

Their climax sent shock waves through my own nervous system, as if I were joined to them. I gave a sigh as if a crisis had passed for me as well, although my cock was still painfully erect and my groin was uncomfortably congested. But mentally and emotionally I was strangely fulfilled to watch my wife's ecstasy with another man's cock inside her.

Tonya lifted herself off Brian, cupping her sex to dam up the flood of cum. She stood over me, with me still on my knees.

"I have something for you, Janine," she said, and she insistently pressed my face into her gushing pussy. She held my face there as I eagerly lapped up the cum Brian had deposited there. I reveled at the feeling of her wet labia sliding over my cheeks. Her standing over me gave me a stronger feeling of being dominated, as did her continuing to hold my head at her crotch, even though I was happy to serve her.

I loved the taste of Brian's cum mixed with her juices. I wanted to abase myself, to declare my submission and my inferiority. My woman was his; I accepted that. Her cunt was his. Her womb was his to carry his baby. He was my master and his cock was my god and his cum was my nectar. Tonya was my mistress and I worshipped her cunt. Her cunt anointed with Brian's cum was my altar and their juices were ambrosia.

Tonya continued to press my face against her pud, grinding herself against me, using my face to masturbate. I dutifully continued to lap at her sex even after Brian's cum had slowed to a faint trickle.

Finally she pushed my head back and took my chin in her hand, tipping it up so I could gaze at her face. I felt small and childlike kneeling at her feet. She towered over me, her full breasts looming overhead. She fixed my eyes with a soulful look and whispered, "I love you!"

A warmth melted my heart and suffused my body. I would do anything to get that look and hear those words.

Tonya gently took my shoulder and turned me in Brian's direction. I shuffled on my knees to between his legs. His cock was limp now. Pussy juice and semen covered it in a shiny film. I lifted and closed my mouth on it, savoring the intoxicating mixture. I could taste the flavor of the last drops of cum I could suck from his slit. I vacuumed the drops of fuck-slime that had dripped down into his pubic hair.

"That-a-girl," he murmured, again seeming to accept my new persona. Tonya rewarded him with a kiss and a hug and suggested it was time to go to bed.

"You go ahead, baby," she said to Brian. "I've got one more chore for Janine." I wondered what else could top off this night.

She told me to go to my room and soon followed me, carrying a case, like a suitcase.

"You won't be happy when you pay the credit card bill for this one," she said, "but Burke and Natalie said it would be the fastest way to reprogram your libido." She unsnapped the catches and opened the case. Inside was something that looked like a sewing machine. She lifted out onto a table she'd put at the foot of my bed. There was a long shaft in the case that she screwed into a receiver in the machine.

"This is a Dynasex 3000. It's a fucking machine!" She slipped a medium-sized dildo over the end of the shaft and plugged the machine into the wall. She also plugged another cord into the machine that connected to some kind of a control box.

"We need to reprogram your sex drive to revolve around your boy-cunt instead of your little peepee. A girl's clit is divine, but her real need is to be fucked. She wants to be entered!"

She pushed a button on the control pad and the machine quietly stirred to life. The dildo slowly extended and retracted.

"You can control how fast it thrusts and how long or short the strokes are." She demonstrated with the controls. She pointed to some dials on the side of the machine. "These can control the angle of the thrusts. Once you have the right angle, you leave it there, but the speed and depth you can change at your whim, whatever feels good right then. You can start out slow and easy and then build up to fast and deep.

"This one has a timer on it. It's specially customized by Burke and Natalie. I can set it for a 30-minute fucking session and then it turns off. It also keeps track of how many minutes it's been used total. I'll assign you practice to help you sensitize your bottom and keep track of how much you've practiced."

Tonya brought my laptop over and brought up a video.

"We'll give you some inspiration to watch while you're getting acquainted with the Dynasex." The video showed feminized men being fucked in graphic detail: close-ups of their greased-up rosebuds, of rampant cocks parting their bottoms, of their ecstatic response to being reamed.

Meanwhile I was meekly positioning myself on all fours and Tonya was adjusting the machine to the right height and angle. I was already pretty horny from the evening's proceedings, but the video was making my ass twitch in anticipation. I sighed when Tonya's fingers started lubing up my rectum.

"This dial controls the speed and this one the length of the stroke. For the start, slow and deep is the ticket, I think." I heard the machine hum and then the knob of the dildo began to press on my anus. Tonya stopped the stroke momentarily and then inched it forward. I grunted in discomfort as my sphincter resisted involuntarily.

"If you turn it this way, it backs up," Tonya explained and I felt the dildo pull away, only to have her twist the dial clockwise and cram the phallus back into me.

"Unh!" I protested, as the head of the dildo breached my sphincters. I grunted again as I felt the machine press ahead slowly but steadily, until I felt the base of the penis reach my cheeks. Just as slowly and steadily the shaft reversed course and began to withdraw.

"These dials set the starting point and end point of the travel," Tonya said, moving each dial. I felt the knob of the dildo start to press outward against my sphincter as she moved one dial quickly and then the inward thrust began again. She goosed the speed dial up and a slow fucking rhythm began.

I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of the dildo sliding in and out. The machine fucking was unnatural in its steadiness and predictability. A human being would be changing angles and speed and depth, but the machine was inexorable—in, out, in, out.

"You can control it, Johnny," Tonya reminded me. "Play with it, See what feels best. Or make it as much like a man as you can...," she suggested. "Try it." She slid the control panel under my hand.

I gingerly moved the speed control dial up and sighed with pleasure as the pace picked up. 'Yeah, oh yeah,' I thought to myself. I moved the knob again and the machine started fucking me faster, too fast, and I dialed it back. I moved the depth dial and felt the head of the dildo slam against the top of my rectum and send a twinge through my belly. I rotated that dial and the stroke got shorter, teasing my ass with a rapid pistoning. I twisted the third dial and head of the phallus pulled all the way out of my anus before pressing back in. A short shallow stroke felt like being goosed over and over and was mind-blowing, but too intense. I moaned with satisfaction after I returned the dial to a deep, fulfilling stroke.

"That's it, baby," Tonya praised me. Fuck yourself nice and good!" She reached under my nightie and stroked my nipple through my lacy bra. "Play with your ass, baby. Find out how much it loves to be fucked! But," she said sternly, "no playing with your clitty. Play with your ass, play with your nipples, but leave that peepee alone. If you can come from fucking alone, OK, but no beating your little meat! If you can't come that way, then you'll just have more for me to milk."

"I'll set it for 15 minutes this time. We don't want you to overdo it until your ass is more used to it. Enjoy!"

I didn't see how I could last even 15 minutes. My traitorous cock had predictably responded to this perversity by stiffening again. Tonya had deftly adjusted the angle of the dildo so it prodded my prostate with every stroke. I felt as if I were on the verge of coming already.

I didn't want to know what it would feel like to be fucked by this machine after I'd come, so I dialed the speed down to a crawl. It still felt pretty good: the blissful feeling of being opened, filled, possessed, alternating with the relief of the tension being relaxed. I loved both feelings and at the slow rate I could savor each and notice every nuance.

In contrast, the video on the laptop showed the male in frantic pursuit of his climax by the energetic fucking of the boy-girl's anus. Wide shots artistically alternated with almost medical close-ups of the tranny's ass gripping the slick shaft pistoning ravaging it.

It wasn't long before the bull slammed balls-deep into his partner and clearly unloaded his spunk into the femme's bowel. A string of expletives announced the intensity of his pleasure.

The fever pitch of the video made my lazy dildoing seem too tame, so I increased the speed and depth of the machine's thrusts. I moaned at the increased stimulation.

Meanwhile on the screen I saw the active partner withdraw his cock, revealing the yawning hole left behind. It gaped like a mouth, revealing the deep red rectum to the light. It glistened wetly from the lube. Before it could begin to close, pearly cum began to seep back out. The bull held a hand to catch the first globs, and then held his cum-covered fingers to the femme's lipsticked mouth. He dipped two fingers into the lax anal opening and scooped out more semen-lube mixture and fed it to his partner.

I watched the scene in mounting lust, my mouth watering for a taste of that precious fluid. I imagined how it would taste, how it would feel to lick that tasty snack off those fingers. I wished the phallus pumping into my insides right now could make a similar deposit. My own balls roiled at the thought of my own poor contribution pent up there and I backed into the dildo, seeking that last bit of stimulation that would trigger my spend.

But the video did not end there. It showed the bull lying next to the femme and they kissed and cuddled. The close-ups now went to the boy-girl's crotch. They'd put his silky panties back on and his cock stood out plainly against the fabric. A large spot of wetness showed that he was dripping pre-cum. The bull's hand feathered across the outlines of the femme's small, hard cock as they kissed. Then the boy-girl raised his nightgown and the man suckled each of the small nipples sexily, extracting moans from the femme.

Is that what Tonya wanted for me, not to fuck men, but to love them? To kiss, to cuddle, to fondle, the exchange endearments? Somehow that idea was scarier even than fucking, cocksucking, or cross-dressing. those were just sex. This was ... what?

My cock didn't care. It was hard and dripping. The dildo felt so good fucking my ass that it was almost painful. But idea of kissing, making love, to a man.... That was so forbidden....

My cock screamed out to be touched, but Tonya forbade it! Maybe if I could ... get just the right ... unh! ... angle.... I twisted this way and that. I changed the speed. Just ... a ... little ... more.... So close.... I gritted my teeth in frustration. My coming was just tantalizingly beyond my reach....

And then the machine shut off! I groaned in disappointment. Maybe a little while longer would have done it....

I rocked back into the machine, fucking myself on the stationary dildo. I ground the cockhead against my prostate. But I wasn't getting that last bit I needed.

I pulled myself off the fucking machine and felt that strange mixture of relief and regret. I slumped down and lay on the bed for a moment. My ass felt warm, tingly, relaxed. It pulsed with sexual energy. Blood was flowing to those tissues. They felt engorged, heavy, like the "blue balls" feeling in my cock and groin.

I got up and rummaged in the drawer now full of butt plugs and dildos. Maybe a bigger one, I thought. Maybe that would get me off. Feverishly I chose a larger dildo and slathered it with lube. I grunted as it pressed against my stretched but still-too-tight anus. I strained to take it, working it back and forth to open my poor tissues. I gasped as I finally managed to plant it deep in my rectum and I felt that welcome pressure against my prostate. Slowly I began to withdraw it against the grasp of my sphincter muscles. I stabbed it back in, then in and out, in and out, feeling the satisfying rubbing with every stroke.

'Now I'm fucking myself,' I thought. Tonya wasn't doing this to me. She didn't order it. She just said 15 minutes on the machine. I'm doing this because I want it. 'Please,' I begged the dildo, 'make me come!'

My cock throbbed and leaked and the dildo felt good. But.... I wasn't going to come. Maybe if I hadn't been milked, hadn't been sounded....

I stopped and lay there with the dildo still buried deep in my rectum. No use, I thought. I pulled it out, groaning as I felt lube drip from me. I could feel how stretched my ass was. God, I'd been fucked all right. I'd be feeling that the whole next day.

The depressing job of cleaning up the greasy dildos and my own gooey ass and hands was enough to deflate my disappointed dick.

"You're in second place now," I told my penis. Or maybe third or fourth. Ass, nipples, mouth, cockette. That would be the new hierarchy.

I decided to pull my pretty panties back on, to conceal the penis that clashed with the rest of my outfit.


-Day 84 Friday-

When I awoke the next morning my first thought was of what Tonya would want me to do. I pulled on my silky robe and went out to the kitchen and busied myself making breakfast for all three of us. I made double portions of eggs and bacon for Tonya and Brian and a single portion for me. I poked my head into their bedroom.

"Wake up sleepyheads! Breakfast is ready!" I announced. They pulled on their robes and stumbled out to the table, delighted to find breakfast already made and coffee hot. I served their generous portions with the explanation, "Tonya's eating for two, and Brian, well, we know why he has to keep his strength up!"

"Yes, eat up, big boy!" Tonya joked and she smiled and winked at me.

During breakfast I concentrated on making sure I stuck to feminine postures and mannerisms while trying at the same time not to look like a flamer.

Getting ready for work was a double downer. As I removed my make-up and donned masculine clothing over my camisole and panties, I was coming down off the sex-soaked high of this fantasy world and descending into the drudgery of work and ordinariness. I realized that I was already starting to associate being dressed as a woman with sexual titillation. Last night had been like a sexual smorgasbord. But now the orgy was over for a few hours at least.

I was thankful to find that once at work I could switch to a more normal frame of mind and focus on my job. A slight soreness of my ass and my urethra were a reminder of the previous nights' activities, as was the silk of my lace-fringed panties when I sat down to pee. I figured I'd better start getting used to that as part of my training. As I walked down the hall I had to resist the temptation to practice my feminine walk, for fear my coworkers would see me.

I found myself looking differently at my male coworkers. They were men, and I was ... not. Again I found myself wondering: what kind of equipment did they pack? Were any of them hung like Brian? I found myself thinking of them as my superiors. I became quieter in the meetings I had, more passive. I deferred to them, went along. "Whatever you decide—I can live with it either way. How do you think we should go?" Was this how women have always felt in the workplace?

A couple of the men were pretty handsome and well-built. I let myself imagine that they had nice long, thick cocks to match. Cocks that Janine could take in her hands with her long painted fingernails. Cocks that she could wrap her ruby lips around and suck to hardness....

"Do you need something, John?"

"Uh, huh? No. Why?" I sputtered.

"You were staring at me, so I wondered if you had a question?"

"No," I said, shaking my head. "Just spacing out, I guess. Sorry. Maybe I need another cup of coffee."

"Well, we're about done here, anyway. Go get yourself that coffee."

As I hurriedly exited the room I was aware of the fullness in my crotch. I'd gotten hard daydreaming about giving my coworker a blow job! I stumbled into the bathroom and shut myself in a stall. A telltale wet spot showed that I'd gotten more than a little aroused.

I took my half-erection in my hand and sighed at the delightful sensation. What would Tonya say? 'Go ahead and pull on your little willie, Johnny," she'd say. 'That's what it's for, to masturbate with. Too little to please a woman, but big enough for you to play with. Go ahead and think about those real cocks. I certainly do! Imagine how good they'd feel in your hand, or your mouth ... or your ass! I want you to! I want your little peter to get all excited when you think of big cocks! It's like your tribute to them when you wank your little peepee.'

I shuddered with arousal as I imagined Tonya taunting and encouraging me.

'Uh-uh-uh!' I could hear her saying, 'Don't come! You don't have permission! Bring home all that cum for me to milk out of you!' I groaned in frustration as I pulled my hand away and my cock bobbed in empty air.

I looked at the glistening tip, drooling pre-cum, and I knew my panties would be a mess if I didn't do something. I pulled off a length of toilet paper and wrapped it around my erection, balling up some extra around the head to catch the inevitable drippings. Then I awkwardly stuffed the mess back into my panties and made myself presentable.

When I got home Tonya reminded me that we had an appointment with Natalie and Burke. We'd go straight over and do my "transformation" there. On the way over in the car she asked me about my day. I sheepishly told her about my daydreams and my wanking session. I needn't have worried: she was delighted!

"Oh, Johnny! I am so pleased with you! We've barely started and you're already practically going around with your tongue hanging out looking for cocks to suck! If I didn't know better, I'd think maybe you were a teeny bit gay deep down! But gay or trans or cuckold or wimp or whatever, just go with it! Enjoy it! Relish the taste of all that man-cum! Dream about all those big hard cocks out there! With the kind of slut I bet you are, you'll have all the cock a girl could want!"

The session with Burke and Natalie started, of course, with getting me out of male clothes and transforming me into a girl again. Natalie watched me apply make-up by myself and corrected me and gave me tips.

"A man's instincts are to find a female who he can get pregnant. So he looks unconsciously for the signs of fertility. Female hormones give the face and body rounded contours: apple cheeks, full lips, soft skin, rounded hips and breasts. We use the tricks of make-up to give those effects. We simulate roundness with false shadows and highlights. We hide any sharpness or boniness. Fortunately for us, you, like most of our customers, don't start out that masculine. If they were, they'd probably never end up here, would they?"

I had to grant that her techniques worked. Almost magically I saw my face gradually transformed into a feminine form.

"Men can even sense where a woman is in the menstrual cycle, whether she is ovulating. But women have learned to simulate those signs with lipstick, rouge, and perfumes, so that men will still be attracted to her even if she is infertile! Or even if she is pregnant by another man!" Natalie chuckled. "That way she'll still have his interest—his protection, his resources—even if she can't give him an heir. Or even if he is rearing the bastard child of a rival!"

Natalie pitched her voice low, conspiratorially.

"I know you do this to please Tonya and because you love cocks. But isn't another part of it to show that you can beat those other men in your own way? You can manipulate them with a little make-up, a bat of the eyelashes, a wiggle in your walk. You can make fools of them by leading them around by their cocks, just like real women do! Every load of cum that goes down your throat or up your ass is a load that won't go into Tonya, isn't it? You'll have bamboozled those big-dicked studs into lusting after you instead of a real woman! Won't that be a thrill, when they get their cocks hard over you, when you started without any of the advantages a real woman has? They'll be panting over you instead!"

I didn't much like the sound of some of that, but when Natalie talked about men being aroused by me, their cocks getting hard for me, spilling their seed in lust after me ... my cock and ass twitched! That's what I really wanted: to be desired, to be an object of lust, even if it were the lust of another man! I didn't know if I really thought of it as a way to get revenge like she said. To be wanted, to be thought of as a prize—I would do anything to feel that!

After make-up, Natalie and Tonya applied false nails and chose frilly underwear, then poured me into a clingy evening dress and low heels. Tonya swiped our credit card: we'd be taking these home. Looking at the total of the charge I saw that as much as Burke and Natalie talked about the joys of helping men transform themselves, they had to be making a nice profit off their accessory sales as well.

Next was walking practice. Natalie stressed that women walk more on their toes, not their heels.

"And your ass is your advertisement, your billboard. that wiggle says, 'Hey, big boy! Wanna fuck this?' Think about your ass with every step. Make your ass say, 'Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!' "

But overall Natalie was pleased with my walk. We worked on sitting and standing a little and she declared me ready for the next step: dancing.

"Dancing has always been foreplay, so it is very important for you to master it. it allows you to place yourself in a man's hands and signal your sexual receptiveness by the way you mold yourself to him. Leading is like fucking. You show him you want him to fuck you by following his lead. It's like spreading your legs for him!

"For a man who is used to leading to switch to following requires you to cultivate a passive-receptive mindset. It's like when a man fucks you up the ass: you have to focus on giving in, letting go, letting him use your body. You don't fuck him with your ass—you open yourself to him and he fucks you."

Natalie was pleased to learn that I knew some basic ballroom steps.

"Well, you're not a musclebound macho stud, so I guess that shouldn't be totally surprising. Johnny—Janine—you are a diamond in the rough! We just need to bring out your inner beauty and polish it!"

I blushed at her praise, but it troubled me. I wasn't that much a wimp, was I? I'd just tried to be a cultured man, not a Neanderthal. I'd actually learned dance from a previous girlfriend who'd signed us up for some classes at the local community center.

Burke and I assumed the traditional ballroom dance position, his hand on my waist and mine on his shoulder.

"You need to let the man guide you, Janine," Natalie instructed. "Make yourself passive. You are molding yourself to him. Be responsive to his body, to his lead."

At first it seemed awkward, starting out each step going backwards, especially since I was also not used to wearing heels. It helped that my old dance instructor had emphasized small, light steps, which is good for heels. After a while I was able to relax a little. I could feel Burke guiding me and I tried to soften myself, make myself an extension of his body.

"Excellent!" Natalie enthused as I relaxed. "Now look at his face. Smile at him! Remember, this is foreplay. You want his cock. Bat those eyelashes! Undulate your hips! You want to entice him into your bed. You're offering him your cunt!"

My "clit" stiffened at Natalie's lascivious promptings. I undulated my hips slightly and my asshole twitched at the sensation. I smiled into Burke's eyes and tried to think dirty thoughts about what he could do after we stopped dancing.

"That's it, that's it, darling!" Natalie approved. "Here, I'll change to a slow number so you can really use that body on him!"

The music slowed to a leisurely pace and Burke drew me in to where I could feel the heat of his body. He dropped both hands to my waist and I put both of mine on his shoulders. As we rocked back and forth, he inched closer to where his crotch rubbed against mine. I nearly swooned as my little stiffy felt the press of his front.

Burke pulled my face into the crook of his neck. I could feel the stubble of his beard, feel the strength of his muscular torso, and smell his masculine scent. As we swayed back and forth, his hands dropped to my ass cheeks and he pressed me against his crotch! I could feel that he was hard!

He began to hump himself very slightly against my front as we swayed to the music. After a few moments I dropped one hand between us and felt the outline of his erection against his zipper.

"My, my!" I commented coquettishly. "Do you have something for me?"

Burke looked me in the eye with a smoky gaze and merely pressed himself against my hand.

"You're a very pretty girl, Janine," he answered. "You should know what effect you have on a man!"

"Oh, you are a naughty boy!" I gibed. "Can't a girl just like to dance?"

"You are a good dancer. Are you as good at other things?" he retorted.

"Maybe you'll find out!" I answered.

He dropped his own hand between us and began to stroke my own smaller lump. My mouth went dry and I began to feel unsteady on my feet.

"Maybe we should sit down," Burke suggested. I reluctantly let him separate from me, but he kept one hand around my waist and guided me to a couch. I had to concentrate on how I sat, given the tightness of my skirt. Burke immediately stroked my face with one strong hand and then pulled my head toward his. His mouth descended onto mine and he began to kiss me.

In my arousal I struggled to remember this was part of my training. I couldn't kiss him back like a lust-addled man. I softened my mouth and let him take me, opening my lips to let his tongue invade my mouth. I was sensitized to his body from our dancing and I could feel his masculine power radiating from him. I felt small and weak next to him and I let his strength envelop me and excite me. I liked feeling weak and helpless!

I found myself enjoying our kiss immensely. It seemed more thrilling and dangerous when I let myself submit to him. I didn't have to worry about being in charge, being the man. I could just passively accept whatever Burke did and give myself up to sensations. As I gave up control it was as if all my nerve endings became more alive, more sensitive.

Burke's hand groped at my chest.

"Show me your tits! I want your tits!" he insisted in a husky voice.

"Tits." The word excited me. I had nipples and Tonya and Burke has played with them. But no one had ever said that I had "tits." The naughtiness of the idea thrilled me.

The tight dress buttoned up the front. Burke and I both fumbled at the buttons. As soon as they were undone, I pulled the dress open, exposing the lacy bra beneath. Burke quickly unsnapped the center clasp and pulled the bra aside. The breast forms fit into a pocket within each cup, so they fell away with the bra, exposing my bare chest.

Burke fell onto my nipple hungrily, drawing it into his mouth. I moaned with the electric tingle that spread through my chest. His lips sucked at the sensitive bud, sending crackles of arousal through my stomach and groin. His fingers tweaked the other nipple, drawing it into a cone, squeezing it roughly but excitingly. My head lolled back as I sank into the decadence of the pleasure and gave myself up to him!

'My tits!' The naughty thought echoed through my head.

Burke traded hand for mouth to suckle at the other nipple and I began to writhe with the deliciousness of the sensations. I felt as if my whole body was heating up and melting.

After a minute Burke relinquished my "tits" and I opened my eyes as if awakening from a dream. I saw he was wordlessly unbuckling his belt and opening his fly. With a flourish he pulled out his already erect penis and looked expectantly at me.

I gazed at his cock and I had to concede that it was a handsome specimen. Freed from the confines of clothing it quickly reached its full glory. A tiny bead of wetness at its tip suggested that if this was just a job to him, it was a job he enjoyed! His cock had a definite ridge around the head and tapered to a slight point. The skin was browner than Brian's pink cast. It radiated the same sexual power though.

I was drawn to it like a moth to the flame. It fascinated me. It was a man's cock and it cried out to be sucked!

I kneeled between Burke's legs and took the shaft in my hand. But before I took his cock in I looked him in the eye. I wanted him to know that I admired his cock. Burke returned my gaze and I felt he understood me. I moaned as I felt the warmth of his phallus meet my tongue. I eagerly closed my mouth around his organ and sucked at it as if I expected to sip milk out of it. I slowly began to stroke up and down, enjoying the firmness but slight give of the engorged tissues. I caressed the head with my cheeks and savored the ridge and the indentation. I sucked and tried to taste the drops of pre-cum oozing from his slit.

Burke closed his eyes and gave himself up to enjoying my attentions. I tried to imagine how every lick and stroke and change of pressure and rhythm would feel to him. I alternated sucking and stroking. I pressed his shaft against the roof of my mouth with my tongue.

He began to show little twitches and jerks that let me know his crisis was coming. I didn't hurry him but continued to explore his cock with my mouth. I wanted to know it, to memorize the shape and feel of it.

"Oh shit!" Burke exclaimed and reared up and I felt the pulse of his spurt travel up the shaft and jet into my mouth. I held still and let his semen flood in. "God!" he gasped as another and another spasm added to the pool. I hummed with satisfaction to hear his involuntary praise and feel the intensity of his spend. Slowly I let his seed seep down my throat, warming my gullet.

"God, you're good!" he congratulated me. "You don't just do it to please Tonya. I can tell you really enjoy it. It turns you on. You're not sucking it like a freight train to get it over with. You're savoring it, almost dragging it out." He shook his head, as if in admiration. He drew me up and planted a kiss on my mouth. "I don't care if you are a faggot—you suck cock as good as any girl." Then he pressed his hand against my confined hard-on and I groaned.

"Natalie, we got to do something for this girl," he observed.

"Follow me, Janine," Natalie intoned. We made our way back to what I now thought of as "the laboratory," where my butt plug had been chosen. Natalie told me to lie on my back. She pulled down my panties and slipped a prepared enema nozzle into my bottom.

"Douche first!" she explained brightly. Warm water flooded my rectum and worked its way deeper.. After a couple uncomfortable minutes I was allowed to visit the bathroom and return to the table, this time on all fours.

Lube was thickly applied to my anus and then a small dildo worked inside. Tonya was instructed to fuck me slowly, relaxing me, while Natalie applied large wired clips gently to my nipples.

"You'd be surprised how much we can eroticize your tits, Janine. Most men tend to ignore them, but if the proper connections are made, a man's tits can be just as erotic as a woman's." She flipped a switch and the clips began to vibrate. I groaned with the intensity and surprise of the sensation. She turned a dial and the clips began to throb, gently squeezing tighter and then loosening, massaging my poor teats. She turned another dial and I began to feel little electrical tickles that took my breath away! And those began to throb as well, getting stronger and weaker in turn.

"Oh, Jesus!" was all I could manage to say as the bizarre sensations overcame my capacity for thought. The feelings seemed to spread from my nipples into my whole chest.

I felt the first dildo being withdrawn an replaced with a larger one. My ass welcomed the feeling of being opened and filled. I began to rock back to meet the insistent stroking rhythm of the probe.

"That's it, Janine. Your tits and your cunt, those are your sex organs now," Natalie told me. "Forget that oversized clit—or undersized cock.

"Get a cup," Natalie told Tonya. I realized then that Natalie had taken charge of the dildo. She continued to fuck me deliciously as the diabolical nipple stimulators had my nervous system burning with arousal.

"Doesn't it feel good, Janine? Isn't it all worth it: the make-up, the shaving, the nails, the wigs, the dresses, the walk, the talk? Worth it to get a nice big cock to fuck you, to shoot its luscious cum deep into your belly? You need this. You need a cock in your ass. You need a cock to suck. You need cum in your belly. You didn't know that until you tried it, but now you can't deny it! You need cock more than your ever needed pussy!" She continue like this, almost hypnotically.

“Say it,” Natalie insisted. “ ‘I don’t need pussy. I need cock. I don’t need pussy. I need cock.’ “

“Oh!” I groaned. That was so naughty! “I ... don’t need ... pussy. I ... need cock. I don’t ... need pussy. I need cock. I don’t want pussy. I want cock!” I chanted. Oh! So wrong!

Then I groaned as the dildo was withdrawn, but I stopped when I felt another one being inserted. It felt different, stretching my asshole and rectum sideways somehow. Then I felt it press my prostate and I realized it was some kind of prostate massager. It pressed hard down on my prostate and then raked down across it. I felt a strange sensation arc through my groin, as if I were pissing. I looked down and saw cum bubble out of the end of my cock and fall into the glass cup in Tonya's delicate hand.

Natalie continued to squeeze my prostate, forcing cum through the valves and tubes. I groaned as the strange sensation almost seemed divorced from the unnatural trickle emerging from my unwilling cock.

"We need to get that boy-juice out of you, Janine. A pretty girl like you shouldn't have that nasty stuff in you, distracting you from you cute little ass-pussy and your delectable little tits. Don't your tits feel nice?" she said as she continued to milk me. "Would you like real tits? Wouldn't it be nice to have some puppies like Tonya's inside your blouse? Can you feel them hanging now? Can you imagine Burke grabbing them and suckling them? Would you like that? An operation to give you a nice pair?"

My cock jumped at the perversity of that image! My God! An operation! Not just playing at being a girl. Changing my body to be a girl’s! No going back. Not just a transvestite kink. Becoming a transsexual. My mind quailed at the thought, but my libido was on fire! Looking down and seeing a woman's tits on my body! Seeing men lust after them! Seeing a man's cock twitch for them!

"I ... don't ... know ...," I choked out.

"Well! That's not a no, Tonya!" Natalie crowed. "He's thinking about it! The idea tempts him! Think to yourself Johnny: ‘I want titis! I want tits!’ The next question is, 'How big?' Smaller ones might look more natural, but big ones ... well, the boys really go for big ones, don't they? Or maybe in between: a nice C-cup? Too big to hide: you'd be committed to letting Johnny go for good. You'd Have to be Janine all the time. Big enough to please your man, but not so big they look like two beach balls glued to your chest."

I couldn't get the image out of my brain. My cock was stiff despite the draining of my balls. What was wrong with me? I had cross-dressed for three days and now I was toying with the idea of getting breasts?

Natalie withdrew the prostate wand, but my ass was only empty for a heartbeat. Almost immediately I felt a larger cockhead pressing open my anus, stretching it further. Natalie pressed it forward and it filled my rectum. I sighed with satisfaction at the pleasing fullness. I heard a hum and realized that this dildo was attached to a fucking machine like the one at home. It began to stroke in and out of me in a steady rhythm.

Natalie moved to remove the nipple clamps and I gasped with relief, as the steady stimulation had begun to be too much. Natalie reached underneath me and started to squeeze my chest with her hands. I caught my breath at the shock of how sensitive my breasts had become! I could practically feel every ridge of her fingerprints and it sent luscious feelings through my chest!

"You'd like tits, Johnny. There's a reason women like to call them 'the girls.' Their your friends, moving around, reminding you they are there. And when a man holds them or sucks them—oh! It is fabulous! And the men do so love them! A nice pair are like money in the bank!"

Tonya moved in front of me. She dipped her fingers into my warm cum and fed it to me, fingerful by fingerful.

"Real tits, Johnny! Wow! What would that be like? My husband with tits! You'd really be a girl then. My husband a girl, a girl with a little penis! Not just dressing up, but becoming a girl!"

Between the dildo fucking my ass, the lassitude following being milked, and the mind-blowing possibilities Tonya and Natalie were discussing, I was sinking into an overwhelmed sub-space. I sucked my cum off Tonya's fingers and I just enjoyed the pleasing steady stimulation of my rectum and Natalie's delicious palpation of my sensitized chest. Pictures of myself with breasts, dressed as a girl with a bust pushing out a blouse, or cleavage peeking out of a dress flashed through my mind in a disorienting montage.

After a few more minutes on the fucking machine, Natalie decided I'd had enough practice for the evening. I paid for my new outfit and we drove home. Tonya drove again, saying it would be good for me to take more of the passive role to reinforce my new identification. She pulled into the convenience store parking lot again.

"You need to get used to going out in public. Get a pack of gum. If there's a man at the register and it's not too busy, try chatting him up. Flirt a little. See if he gives you the eye!" As I reluctantly reached to open the door, she added, "If you need some inspiration, imagine you've just gotten breast implants and you're showing off your new tits to every man you meet!"

I blushed at Tonya's new tease. She knew all my weaknesses and used them to humiliate me. Somehow she'd picked up that talking about "tits" had aroused me and embarrassed me at the same time. That was her perfect recipe for torturing my male ego some more.

I walked to the store on my medium heels. Aware of the protrusion and weight of my breast forms, I wondered how it would feel for them to actually be hanging from my chest! I'd always wondered how women golfers dealt with them. Did they have to swing differently from men?

As luck would have it, there was the same young man at the counter and no other customers around. Mindful of Tonya's assignment to practice my "feminine" charms, I flashed him a smile of recognition.

"Hi, again!" I said in a slight falsetto.

"Hi!" he answered, smiling back.

"I'm glad you're working tonight. I was hoping I'd see you again!" Was that too forward? No, pretty girls were always saying ambiguous things like that. "I don't remember if I told you my name last time. I'm Janine."

"Uh, nice to meet you, Janine," he stammered out, obviously flustered by my come-on. "I'm Marty," he said needlessly, as "MARTY" screamed out in inch-high letters from his store name badge.

I reached out and offered my manicured hand in what I hoped was a gentle feminine way and let him take my hand in his, rather than grasping his hand as a man would do.

"Pleased to make your acquaintance, Marty," I said, looking him in the eye and batting my long eyelashes. "Do you always work this shift?"

"Yeah, I go to college part-time during the day. I work 3-11 four nights a week and every other weekend. So if you come in here often, you're bound to see me. But I'd never seen you in here before the other night. You just move here?"

The question took me by surprise. I almost stumbled and said, "Hell no, I've been in here a million times!" But I caught myself and answered, "Uh, yeah, I just started living around here recently." I didn't say, "In fact, I didn't really exist until about 10 days ago!"

"Well, what can I do for you tonight?" Marty asked.

"I came just to see you, Marty!" I joked, flashing him what I hoped was a come-hither smile. Marty looked startled, unsure what to make of that! God, I thought, women can tie men up in knots so easily! Men are so used to having to chase after women, they can get whiplash if a woman seems to be after them!

Before Marty could answer, I rescued him. "Just kidding! Really, I just needed a pack of gum! It was just a bonus to find you working tonight!"

Marty's smile and laugh confirmed that he was buying my disguise. He was excited that a "girl" was flirting with him! I plunked a Doublemint down on the counter and handed him two singles to pay for it. Tonya and I realized that we hadn't thought yet of getting me a purse. But it wasn't that unusual for a girl to leave her purse in the car and just bring what cash she needed. As Marty rang up my purchase I wondered what I would do if we went out for drinks with me dressed as Janine. Would I hand the waitress John's driver's license? Or would I just have to skip alcohol?

"There you go, Janine," Marty said, and I watched as he put the coins in my palm and I closed my long-nailed fingers around them. I took a chance and reached out to touch the back of his hand as I thanked him for "helping" me and gave him another lingering smile. I could tell by his momentary fluster that there was no doubt in his mind that this pretty girl was being awfully nice to him for no apparent reason.

I sashayed out of the store and across the parking lot on a cloud. I'd pulled it off! I couldn't believe the rush of power I felt! I had that poor boy in a tizzy from nothing more than smiling at him and batting my eyelashes!

I bubbled my triumph to Tonya and she laughed and congratulated me.

"Men may control the money and the guns, but women control the sex, girlfriend! Isn't it a rush? A confident woman can use that power to get nearly anything!" We laughed together as we drove home.

"Use your feminine wiles on Brian, too!" Tonya said before we went in the door. "Watching you tonight has got me all hot! Get him revved up to give me a good stuffing, and then I'll bring you a tasty treat!"

My excitement over charming Marty carried me past my nervousness toward Brian, who knew only too well that I was not really a girl but Tonya's putative husband.

"Hi, Brian!" I smiled at him with exaggerated enthusiasm. "Did you miss us?"

"Sure, I guess," he answered uncertainly.

"And did you miss us?" I said, and reached out to lightly stroke the crotch of Brian's sweatpants. "We missed you!" I said, still addressing his manhood. "Can Peter come out and play? I can't wait to practice my cocksucking and Tonya's gonna need this thing nice and hard. She needs a good fuck! Luckily she has you!"

"Wow, the two of you don't waste any time, do you? But that's a program I can get behind!" he said, skimming his pants down and revealing an already hardening cock. If he had any reluctance to accept a blowjob from his girlfriend's transvestite husband, I couldn't detect it.

"I'm happy to see you!" I declared. I took his semi-hard shaft in my hand, thrilling at the feel of its warmth and the sight of my long painted fingernails wrapping themselves around it. I gave it a few strokes and in moments it had reached its full magnificent length. I watched as the loose skin glided back and forth over the turgid tissue underneath. It was a magic wand and I felt lucky to be able to hold it in my hand.

But my mouth had other ideas, as it watered to taste Brian's organ again. 'Not so fast,' I reminded myself. 'You're supposed to be a girl, not a horny homo cocksucker. A girl would flirt with him, make this about our relationship, not just sex. She'd stroke his ego as well as his penis. He'll like that! If I make him feel good about himself, not just make his cock feel good, he'll accept this whole transvestite thing more easily.'

"Brian, you have such a nice cock!" I said, smiling at him and looking him in the eye. "I love how it feels in my hand. God, it's nice!" I said, closing my eyes and squeezing it, feeling its girth. "I don't blame Tonya for wanting you! Nice cock, great body, movie star handsome: she's a lucky girl. You give her such pleasure: it's wonderful! I'm lucky just to be able to play a small part," I went on.

I could tell that Brian was getting off on my praise, as he squirmed under my ministrations.

"God, I just have to taste that thing!" I said and took him into my mouth. I gave rumbles of satisfaction as I sucked on his cockhead. "Hmm, mmm, unh!"

"Oh, God, that feels so good to have in my mouth." I lowered my head to take him in again. I pushed it in as deep as I could, pressing it to the back of my throat.

"God, this is turning me on!" I gushed. "I'd love to just keep doing this until you came in my mouth! I'd love to feel you spurting and taste your yummy cum! But even better if you fuck Tonya! I love to imagine her slippery cunt squeezing your cock, feeling your cockhead pushing on her cervix, her pregnant womb millimeters away, with your baby!"

"God, your making me hot too!" interrupted Tonya, emerging from the bedroom in a short see-through nightie, concealing none of her charms.

Before I could resume sucking Brian's prick, he stopped me.

"So you'd rather I fucked Tonya than blow in your mouth?" he asked.

"Don't get me wrong: I love both," I said, a twinkle in my eye and smiling hungrily at Brian. "I've discovered I really love cock! But I couldn't hog you to myself, knowing how happy you make Tonya's pussy! I know now that she needs a man like you, so every time you fuck her, I know she's getting what she deserves: a good fucking from a real man. And she needed a real man to give her a baby." I emphasized my words with a squeeze of his hard shaft.

"When I see her cunt all stretched out and leaking your cum, I know she's been satisfied, and that makes me glad. I'm happy just to kiss her beautiful pussy and lap up the cum of a real man."

I looked over at Tonya with a look of devotion, which she returned.

"And it doesn't bother you have no rights to her cunt now?" Brian asked.

I shook my head.

"I know now that I had no right in the first place. I was a squatter, but I never could satisfy her. Much better to be her girlfriend."

"Maybe you could never satisfy me as a man, baby," Tonya differed, "but you satisfy me in a lot of other ways. You may not own this," she said, running a finger through her slick cunt lips, "but you still own this," she said, pointing to her heart.

"And that makes you happy?" Brian asked.

"Like I said, I've found to my surprise that I really like these," I said, squeezing his penis again. "And I'm happy to explore what Tonya's suggested: to find my joy in pleasing men. I love to know that I'm wanted. I want to be desired. I've realized I can't have that as a man. Maybe I can it as a girl."

Brian shook his head with a quizzical look that said, 'I wouldn't have believed it. I can't understand it, but I guess it really is true.'

"God, you two are making me so hot!" Tonya cried. "I love to see Johnny dressed as a girl and sucking your cock! Smell my cunt!" she told me, pushing my head toward her crotch. "Smell how turned on I am to see you so pretty, sucking on my man's prick!" She pushed my face into her pussy and smeared her juices on my cheeks. Her cunt was wet and open, ready to take on Brian's ramrod. I know I'd never made her leak like that. Or Johnny never had. Maybe Janine could. But my future was probably hard cocks, not wet cunts.

I lapped at Tonya's pussy, reveling in the scent of arousal and the feel of her engorged labia. I licked her up and down in long, broad strokes, as if I were feeding on her secretions. Tonya rested her hands on my head as if guiding my efforts, but there was no need. I was only too willing to bury my face in her wanton pussy.

"Oh, that's nice, but I really need something longer and thicker than that tongue!" Tonya declared. She reached for Brian's hand and pulled him up. He stepped out of his sweatpants and Tonya led him toward their bedroom, his erection bobbing brazenly in front of him. Tonya closed the door behind them, pointedly shutting me out.

Despite my milking, my cockette was pressing uncomfortably against my panties again. I wandered back into my bedroom and lay down on the bed. I pulled my dress up and jammed my hand down into my panties, pulling my oozing stiffy out of them.

I stroked myself as I pictured Brian's cock sliding through the copious pussy juice I had so recently been tasting. My ass twitched with the knowledge of what Tonya was feeling: the wonderful stretching and filling; the luscious sliding and prodding I myself had enjoyed. I imagined Brian's magnificent rod appearing from between Tonya's grasping pussy lips only to be immediately resheathed within her molten vagina. I gasped with my lust to have that cock—or any cock—plumbing my tunnel. It would be so delicious, to feel my body gripping that shaft, to feel that cockhead press against the top of my rectum! I descended into a fever of fuck-lust, only to have to snatch my hand away agonizingly to prevent an unauthorized orgasm.

"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself, baby," said Tonya from the doorway. She was naked, with a sex flush over her body, one hand clasped to her pussy to hold in the juices. "But watch out—no coming without permission!" She knelt on the bed and maneuvered herself to place her crotch over my face.

"Ask me for what you want, baby. Beg for it."

"Please, may I suck your pussy? " I croaked.

"My what pussy?"

"Your well-fucked pussy."

"And what do you want out of my well-fucked pussy?"

"I want ... Brian's cum! I want to suck Brian's cum from your well-fucked pussy! I want to taste his cum!"

"Oh, baby!" she exulted, and she removed her hand. I watched a frothy cum began to bubble out of her stretched vagina. Her lips were red with engorgement and the scent of her pussy and Brian's cum was heavenly. Her pregnant belly loomed over me, not even detectable yet, but large in my mind, adding a special poignancy to the moment. I reached up and stroked her abdomen while I arched my neck up and opened my mouth to accept their love juice.

"That's right, baby. I'm pregnant by my man. You're my girl now and Brian's my man. Taste his cum and my cunt juice. My pussy weeps for him. And feel his baby growing in my tummy. I love it. I love that I have the child of a real man inside me. And you'll help me rear that baby. You'll be my pansy nursemaid, changing diapers, giving baths, feeding bottles. Of course I'll nurse Brian's baby. Brian's baby will suckle these beautiful breasts that you love so much. If it's a boy I hope he'll grow up with a beautiful big cock like Brian's. If it's a girl, I'll teach her what men are good for, men like you and men like Brian, so she can be as happy as I am!"

And I could easily imagine my tending Tonya's bastard child. I would do whatever she asked.

"I love that I found you here masturbating. Maybe this touches something that's always been inside you or else what we've done has taken hold of you. Either way it's what you want now. I'm just shaping and encouraging it."

Tonya's crowing over me only made my little cockette stiffen and made me suck at her pussy all the harder. Somehow debasing myself even more was the only way I could respond to knowing how much I'd already debased myself. It excited Tonya too, as she took a breast in each hand and squeezed and tweaked her nipples while grinding her pudendum on my face. Her renewed arousal only added more pussy juice and coaxed a little more of Brian's deposit to slide out of her stretched opening.

Finally it seemed as if I had sucked all I could from her vagina. Satisfied, Tonya swung herself off me. She bent down to kiss my cum-smeared lips.

"Pleasant dreams, Janine!" she said and left me. Although my little penis was still erect, I was emotionally and physically drained. I changed into a frilly nightie and fell into an exhausted sleep.


-Day 85 Saturday-

I wondered if we'd be going to the Cuck 'n' Bull tonight, but Tonya told me Brian had asked her not to make plans for the weekend, which seemed odd. Tonya had me get dressed and made up and we went grocery shopping and out to lunch, just the two of us.

"You've got to get comfortable being out in public as a girl. You have to get used to going to the ladies' room, eating like a lady, carrying on a female-oriented conversation. And to being eyed and treated like a lady by others."

I noticed that every time someone treated us as two girlfriends, I felt a thrill. "What will you girls be ordering?" said the waitress. "Would you ladies like some help getting your groceries to the car?" said the bagger at the grocery. I also noticed us getting some admiring looks from men on the street or in the restaurant.

"They want your pussy, Janine!" Tonya teased. "You're making their cocks hard and they want to pump their love juice up your tight twat!"

When we got home Brian seemed nervous. I wondered what was wrong. Finally he told us.

"My brother Mitch asked to come over," he explained mysteriously. "I ... I didn't feel like I could say no. I mean, he's ... he's my older brother and ... well, he's sort of used to ordering me around. I've never been able to stand up to him. I guess I'm used to going along with whatever he wants."

"Don't make it seem like such a big deal, Brian!" Tonya said. "What's the matter with spending a little time with your brother? I'd like to meet him. Johnny, you've met him. Is he such a bad guy?"

"Mm ... well ... he's pretty ... forceful," I answered. "Sort of a ... strong personality."

"Yeah, uh, yeah, this sort of goes back to that night actually. Johnny, or Janine, Mitch says you and he sort of made a deal that night of the Monday Night Football. He says he wants to collect."

"Collect? What's that about?" Tonya turned to me.

"Well, I ... uh ... sort of promised I'd ... talk you into ... er, ask you to ... go to bed with him."

"Ha!" Tonya chortled. "As if you have any say anymore over who fucks this pussy! And you!" She turned to Brian. "You went along with this?"

Brian looked sheepish.

"I can't say no to him! I told you!"

"Why not?"

"He's ... he's sort of ... blackmailing me!"

"Blackmail? With what?"

"I'd rather not say."

"Must be something good!" Tonya guessed. "Well, Janine, you told him you'd talk me into going to bed with him. Start talking!"

"Well, the main thing is ... he's ... he's got a really big cock. Even bigger than Brian. It almost scared me, but I ... I really wanted to try it, you know, for him to fuck me. So he made me promise that if he fucked me, I'd get you to fuck him."

"And was it worth it?"

"Well, at first it really hurt. It was bigger, you know, bigger than any cock I'd taken, you know. But after a while.... Yeah, it was pretty mind-blowing. I wasn't sure I could take it, but yeah, it was good."

"Well, now you've got me intrigued! I just may have to give him a try after all. Not that it's up to either of you who I fuck. But if he's that good...."

We heard a car door slam and Brian went to the window.

"That's him."

Tonya told me to greet him at the door. I opened it just as Mitch was going to press the bell.

Well!" Mitch said, "Who might this be? Not the beautiful Tonya?"

"No, I'm Tonya," Tonya said, offering her hand to him, which he gallantly kissed. "You've actually met my husband before. In fact, I've just learned that you two are intimately acquainted! He used to be called Johnny, but she goes by Janine now."

"Charming! I heartily approve!" Mitch responded. "I'd never have recognized you! A huge improvement, I must say! 'Truth in advertising' I'd call it, since he was such a cock-whore from what I saw. So much better to dress the part."

"That's what I thought too. Great minds think alike, eh?" Tonya flirted.

"Absolutely! Brian, your description of Tonya didn't do her justice. 'Hot' is such an understatement. 'Beautiful' is much more apt!"

Brian came up and put an arm around Tonya possessively, to which Mitch raised an eyebrow.

"I hadn't finalized my ideas for the evening, but now that I see 'Janine' is here, how about if we go out on a double-date?" He reached his hand toward Tonya. "Tonya, my dear, would you be my date for the evening and let Brian be Janine's date? We could go out to dinner, on me, and maybe a little drinking and dancing? Then we could come back here and see what develops?"

"Oh, that would be great!" Tonya answered straight away. "We could get to know each other and it would give Janine a chance to practice being a girl in public!"

"Wait a minute...," Brian protested.

"Oh, come on, it'll be fun! Janine needs the practice. Be a sport!"

"Why can't Mitch be her date?" Brian whined.

"Because I want to get to know Mitch better," Tonya replied, running her hand down Mitch's arm suggestively.

"Hopefully a lot better!" Mitch agreed. "Be a pal, bro!"

I didn't like being talked about as the consolation prize. I was nervous about dining and dancing in public, although maybe a dark restaurant and a smoke-filled lounge would be easier than the Cuck 'n' Bull.

"I'm game," I put in my two cents.

"Then it's decided! Oh, this will be fun!" Tonya gushed. She turned to me. "If we're going out, us girls are going to have to change and fix ourselves up properly for the occasion!" She took my hand and led me from the room.

"We'll have to put on our sexiest clothes and our most alluring make-up, Janine! You'll need to work your feminine wiles on Brian to make him forget that little sprig between your legs and convince him you're a girl. It's one thing to treat you like that when you've got your pretty lips wrapped around his prick: it's another to take you out on his arm in public. But don't worry, we'll make you a vision!"

Tonya had me nervous now, but as she helped me with my make-up and hair, I began to relax. She was really getting off on treating me as her personal Barbie doll. By the time I was decked out in my dress and shoes and clutching a sequined purse, I was excited for the evening to begin.

"Last touch, a little perfume!" Tonya dabbed a little on my neck and wrists. "Oh, you look darling! It's like having a baby sister!"

We strutted out into the living room and Mitch greeted us with wolf whistles.

"Aren't we escorting the two prettiest girls in town?" He nudged Brian in the ribs, jostling the beer Brian had already started. "Let's go—I made reservations while you two were getting ready. We just have time to make it."

Mitch had Tonya sit up front next to him. Tonya told Brian to open the car door for me and we sat in the back seat. She and Mitch carried on a lively conversation. At the restaurant Mitch and Brian ordered steaks and Tonya and I stereotypically ordered salads.

"Gals are always watching their calories!" Mitch observed.

After dinner we went to a dance club. I was nervous, but the wine from the restaurant and another beer had me feeling better after a while. Mitch immediately had Tonya out on the dance floor. After their first number, Mitch came back to chastise Brian.

"C'mon, brother! Show this lady a good time!" he said, pointing to me. "She's gone to a lot of trouble to get dolled up! She deserves to have some fun too. I know from personal experience that she can really move that ass!"

I blushed at Mitch's reference. But Brian almost seemed scared of Mitch and dutifully led me out onto the dance floor. This wasn't ballroom dancing, so I had to improvise. I took my cue from Mitch's comment: the difference between guys and gals on the dance floor is that gals really know how to move their ass! I tried to be as rhythmic and smooth as I could. I reminded myself what Natalie and Burke has said: a girl's first priority is always to attract her mate. So I started dancing for Brian. I tried to shake my booty and my "tits" to entice him, and I tried to shoot him smiles and sultry looks.

Pretty soon I was actually enjoying myself. Brian was nervous at first, but after it became obvious that no one other than Mitch and Tonya was on to us, he started to relax.

A waitress came by and Brian ordered a round of drinks and we had several more dances. When we got back to the table, we found Mitch and Tonya in a lip-lock. We sat down and they acted as if we weren't there. I guess the alcohol and the dancing got me feeling courageous. I reached over and rubbed the fly of Brian's pants and said, "Should we join them?" And looked at him expectantly. Brian hesitated and Mitch broke in.

"You don't want to hurt the girl's feelings, brother," he said somewhat menacingly. Brian seemed to take that as an order. He leaned over and kissed me. I returned his kiss eagerly while I pressed my hand to his crotch. I opened my mouth, wanting his tongue, and he obliged me.

I broke the kiss to take a breath and then leaned in again and was glad to find Brian accepting my lips again. I moaned my satisfaction, as my penis stiffened against my panties. I was pleased to feel Brian's also hardening against my palm.

"That's more like it!" Mitch approved and then returned to molesting Tonya, which now involved his stroking her nipples to hardness as well as kissing. For my part I squeezed Brian's bicep and was thrilled at the solid feel of his muscles. I relaxed into another kiss, trying to be the fragile flower to his manly muscle.

"I think we need to adjourn back to Tonya's place," Mitch finally said with some effort. My guess was that his unstated thought was, "...or else I'm going to have to fuck this vixen right here on this table!"

I must have been a little bit tipsy, because I was bold enough to thread my arm through Brian's and take his hand as we walked out. It felt like a victory when he did not pull his hand away. Mitch watched us walk up to the car.

"Two perfectly normal couples, aren't we?" he suggested with a chuckle.

In the back seat I snuggled up to Brian and continued to tease his cock through his pants. When I felt his penis stiffening from my attentions, I was emboldened to begin lowering his zipper and unbuckling his belt. When he didn't stop me I fished his cock out and he lifted up to get his pants out of my way.

I sighed with satisfaction at the now-familiar feel of his thickening shaft in my hand. The sight of my long pink nails wrapped around his flesh made my own smaller shaft jump in sympathy. I worked his skin up and down and heard a sigh escape Brian's lips. He closed his eyes and lay back. I licked my lips and felt delicious anticipation of how it would feel to have that cock fill my mouth.

I lowered my face to his crotch and gratefully drew in his hot man-meat. God, how I loved how it fit against the roof of my mouth! After our dancing there was a musky manly scent coming off his body and I inhaled it.

Why should this be so exciting? Freud and Jung thought every person had male and female instincts within them. Biologically every fetus is female until testosterone in the womb changes the trajectory. I suppose anyone could emphasize their feminine urges and suppress the male ones. Skin against skin feels good. Everyone likes a hug. A kiss is a kiss, isn't it? Fuck, I don't know. All I knew was: this was hot!

"Look at that horny cocksucker!" Mitch exclaimed, watching this in the rearview mirror. "She can't even wait for us to get home!"

"She's a peach all right," Tonya agreed. "But I'd be doing the same thing if you weren't driving!" she said, running her hand across the front of Mitch's pants.

"You'll get your chance soon enough, although you might have to get in line," Mitch told her.

"In line? Behind who?" Tonya complained.

"I guess Brian's never told you about what I used to make him do when we were younger!"

"What?!?" Tonya exclaimed.

"Mitch!" Brian protested.

"It won't faze these two, brother. I think you owe it to them to come clean. Tell them what I'm talking about, or I will."

"Mitch!" Brian said again, whining now.

"Tell them, or I'll tell them and your buddies."

"No! I'll tell them. But it can't go any farther!" Reluctantly he went on. "When ... when we were younger, I was in some trouble and Mitch threatened to tell my parents ... unless I sucked him off!"

"Big brothers can be so cruel," Mitch laughed. "It's just the way of the world. The little fish suck the big fish and the big fish suck the biggest fish. Tell them the rest."

"I thought it was a one-time thing but then I found that he'd hidden a camera and had gotten pictures of it. He said he'd show them to everybody unless I kept sucking him off and his buddies too!"

"Johnny! You have a brother in arms!"

"But I didn't want to! He made me do it! I wasn't fucking begging for it like Johnny!" Brian protested. "And Mitch has held it over my head ever since! I have to do whatever he wants!"

"Including agreeing to let me take a shot at your girlfriend! That is, assuming you have no objections, my lady?"

"I thought you'd never ask. I hear you have some impressive ... mm ... credentials," Tonya said archly.

"You'll see for yourself very soon!" Mitch answered, pulling into our driveway. We were hardly through the door when Tonya and Mitch were locked in a torrid embrace, with Mitch squeezing Tonya's ass cheeks as if he owned them. But Mitch couldn't be satisfied with just fucking my wife and Brian's girlfriend. He had to demonstrate his dominance over his little brother. He dropped himself into a chair and began to unbuckle his pants.

"I think you should get me all ready to show your girlfriend what she's been missing, Brian," Mitch suggested. "Get over here on your knees."

Brian looked over to Tonya, hoping she'd protest. I began to suspect that Tonya had a sadistic streak, because it looked to me as if she were excited by the prospect.

"The lady's waiting, Brian," Mitch said impatiently. Defeated, Brian knelt between Mitch's legs. Mitch had lowered his pants but left his underwear in place, forcing Brian to participate in the "unveiling." Mitch's penis was already straining against his shorts, giving a hint of what was to come.

Brian reached up and grasped the waistband of Mitch's shorts and drew them down, freeing Mitch's meat.

"Oh my!" was Tonya's comment. Mitch's monster was not freakish, but it was well-formed and clearly a step up from Brian's model. I could sympathize with what Tonya was probably feeling: half of her drooling over it and half wondering if she could accommodate it.

"It's been a long while, hasn't it?" Mitch commented. "But don't worry, little brother, I'm sure it's like riding a bike."

Brian took a breath and wrapped his mouth around Mitch's cockhead. Mitch let out a huge sigh of pleasure.

"Oh yeah!"

Tonya looked as if this were the most fascinating thing she'd ever seen. Maybe the juxtaposition of these two masculine powers did something for her, like the eroticism of two beautiful women making love short-circuits most men's brains. Her eyes had an intent glow and her cheeks were flushed. I detected one hand working its way under her skirt and finding its way to slip into her panties to her wet center.

"Janine," Mitch intoned, hesitating to use my feminine name, "Why don't you help Tonya remove her panties so I can watch her play with her lovely cunt?"

The wrongness of his request made it drip with erotic power and emphasized that he was the master of this whole scene. I scrambled to obey, as did Tonya, who dropped into a chair and pulled up her skirt to fulfill Mitch's order. She lifted her hips to allow me to slide her sopping panties down, and she spread her legs to display her pudendum to Mitch's appreciative gaze. Her cunt lips were already swollen and glistening, issuing a siren call to Mitch's engorged member.

"Oh my, am I going to enjoy fucking you, my brother's pregnant concubine!" Mitch reveled. "Oh, Brian, I think you've got me more than ready, as I believe your girlfriend is too!"

Brian gratefully stopped sucking on his brother's fuckpole, which was now as wet and red as Tonya's pussy. Tonya threw herself down next to Mitch and molded herself to his side.

"Now we need to decide what's to become of you two," Mitch continued his master of ceremonies duties. "What do you think, Tonya? Don't you think they should continue their date? I mean, we don't want to disappoint Janine after she's been such a good girl. Don't you think she deserves a reward?"

"Oh yes!" Tonya agreed enthusiastically. "Please, Brian?" she beseeched him. "It will help Janine so much. After she's worked so hard to be a beautiful date for you, show her what she's working for! She has to know how to entertain a man in her bed too!"

I looked at Brian hopefully. That would be beyond my hopes, to have his cock to use for the whole night.

"I absolutely agree, Tonya," said Mitch. "It just wouldn't be gentlemanly to leave a girl high and dry like that."

I took a chance. Did I really have some feminine charms? I walked over to Brian and stood in front of him, taking his hands in mine.

"I'd really like that," I said, giving him my most vulnerable look. "Remember, tonight I am a woman. You've shown me a great time tonight; you've been a gentleman. I would love to return the favor."

Brian looked at me, his mind struggling between the vision of femininity before his eyes and the fact of a penis hiding in my panties.

"Oh, what the hell! You look like a girl. And it's the only way I'll get any tonight, I suppose," he conceded. Almost immediately Tonya pulled Mitch down into a soul kiss and snaked her hand around his large, rampant erection.

"Maybe we'd better adjourn to the bedroom and leave them alone," I suggested. I figured Brian would be glad to get out from under Mitch's power, at least for the moment.

'Keep it about sex,' I told myself. 'His cock doesn't care who's sucking it. I need to keep it about his cock.' As soon as we got into the bedroom and closed the door, I dropped to my knees, unbuckled his belt, and unzipped his pants. I could see that his cock was half-hard. Did that mean he was ready for me? Or that he was only half into it?

I decided to take a chance and didn't immediately free his cock and start gobbling it. Maybe some teasing would be even sexier! I left his shorts on and stroked the outline of his penis through the cloth. I was stimulating myself by prolonging the suspense! Lightly I felt for the size and hardness of his concealed package. I teased myself, pretending I was a girl who'd never seen this cobra and was tantalized to learn what was in store for her.

I smiled to find that Brian was thickening under my fingertips. His growing erection pressed against the crotch of his shorts. I breathed through the fabric, sending the moist warmth to heat up his organ. I felt him shiver at the sensation. Encouraged, I wrapped my mouth around the protruding head of his cock, feeling its hardness and heat through the fabric. I moaned at the sweet torture of feeling it and yet having that thin separation!

Brian's penis was now straining to escape its prison and I knew this was making him hot, almost against his will. I prolonged the suspense by dragging my tongue across the material, licking his shaft through the cloth. There was a darker spot where my saliva wet the fabric where I had mouthed his cockhead. I nuzzled his penis through the material, rubbing it with my nose and lips. Brian was starting to move his hips in impatience to feel my mouth on his naked flesh. I was doing it! I was seducing him!

Brian groaned as I finally pulled his shorts down and his cock sprang free, rapidly growing to full stiffness. I grabbed his shaft at the base. But rather than immediately plunging it into my mouth, I lovingly kissed the tip, then kissed all around the head and down the shaft. I was a girl and this was my lover's manhood! It deserved loving attention. I relished the thickness and heat of his penis in my hand and against my lips. I dragged my tongue up the underside. And then slid my lips through the wetness, enjoying the smooth sponginess of his skin. I was loving this!

"God, suck me!" Brian gasped, and I smiled at his impatience. He sighed as I plunged his cockhead into my mouth. I thrilled as I felt his penis thrumming with sexual arousal!! Damn, cocks were sexy! I began gently fucking my mouth with his cock, silently urging his pre-cum to ooze out of his slit. On my knees I felt as if I were praying to my penis god, sucking its sexual power into me.

It wasn't long until I could feel his arousal building. I took my mouth off his cock and stroked the reddened organ, my hand gliding easily up and down the slippery shaft. I looked up at his face.

"I want you inside me!" I begged. "I need to be fucked!" I croaked urgently. My ass twitched at the thought, half hungry and half anxious about accommodating his size.

Without waiting for him to respond, I opened the jar of lube always at my bedside and began to grease up his rigid pole with one hand, while I pulled up his shirt with the other. His cock throbbed insistently as my hand slid through the slippery lube. My heart pounded when I gazed at his shaft, now lewdly glistening, ready to take my fuckhole.

Brian impatiently shucked off his shirt and I knew nothing now would stop him from taking me. I eagerly whipped off my panties and got on all fours on the bed. I trembled with anticipation as I felt Brian kneel on the bed and move in between my legs. He lifted my dress and I felt a dollop of lube hit my twitching rosebud and his greasy finger push into my ass. I felt wonderful! My cock jumped and throbbed.

"God, that feels good!" I encouraged. I felt another glob of lube being pressed in and then two fingers pushed into me. I sighed and tried to relax onto them.

"I need you inside me! Please!" What man could resist that call?

No sooner had I finished my plea than I felt the head of Brian's greased cock pressing against my opening. I pushed out, trying to open myself, but his thickness stretched me still further. By this time, Brian was as eager as I was and I felt him thrust past my sphincters and his cock entered my rectum. All my practice allowed me to open up to him. I felt his cock fill me.

The sensation of fullness was like a relief! My ass strained to accommodate his cock, but it felt so good, so satisfying! I could feel his cock deep inside me and I could feel my ass gripping him, like the most intimate hug possible. When he started thrusting in and out, it overwhelmed me! I couldn't think: I could only feel, feel that big penis claim my body! And I wanted it. I wanted to submit to it.

For a minute I was a brainless body, just raw sensation. I couldn't think; I couldn't speak. Then I finally gasped out.

"Oh, God, your cock ... feels ... so good! Fuck me!"

He continued to thrust into me. As my ass got hotter and looser, he gradually began to pound me faster and harder! It felt so much better than the fucking machine! This wasn't a dildo: this was flesh and blood. This was a man on the other end, his lust controlling the tempo. it was his body inside my body! And I loved it!

"God, I love it when you fuck me!" I cried.

Why did I love this so much? I loved the feeling of being overpowered, conquered, possessed. I loved being ... violated. I was helpless, defenseless, vulnerable. It was total surrender. I loved surrendering ... to a man. To a strong, sexy man.

Now I wanted Brian's cum. I wanted to feel him squirt into me. I wanted to claim his essence, to drain him, to claim some of his power.

"Now come in me!" I urged. "I want your cum!” I told him.

What man could resist that siren song? I felt Brian excited by my words. 'That's it,' I thought, 'You want my ass! You want my sweet, tight, hot ass!' I was proud that my "charms" were driving him over the brink.

Still he pounded into my ass, but it wouldn't be long now. I felt him stiffen and then felt the sweet pulses of his cum emptying into my bowels.

"Oh shit!" Brian croaked as I felt the warm glow of his sperm flooding my insides. Then I felt him slump on top of me, lying across my back, his penis buried in my rectum.

My own cock was still raging and wet with pre-cum, but I didn't care. Brian's orgasm was my satisfaction. After all, I was a girl. I didn't have a cock. And I didn't think Brian would be cool with taking care of me.

I felt him pull out and collapse next to me on the bed. My ass felt about a mile wide. I felt cum start to drip out and I reached back to catch it. I pressed my hand to my gaping hole and felt Brian's cum trickling out. I squeezed out and caught the dribble in my hand. I brought the goo to my mouth and savored Brian's man-cream.

That reminded me that I had at least one more task. Brian lay on his back, his greasy wet penis lying on his belly. I crawled over and took his limp organ into my mouth. I savored a few last drips of cum and the opportunity to worship his manhood a little more. I licked the lube off his cock and then grabbed a towel to finish cleaning him off. Then I ran the towel between my ass cheeks to clean up the mess there.

With Brian still in an exhausted daze, I slipped off my dress and slipped into a nightie. Emboldened by Brian's acquiescence so far, I took the chance to lie next to him. I put a hand on his strong bicep.

"Thank you," I whispered.

Brian grunted and turned on his side. 'Typical guy!' I thought to myself. 'Wham, bam, thank you, ma'am.' But a warm tingle in my backside told me that I'd gotten what I needed. I spooned up to Brian's back and put an arm around his middle and heard no objection. I soaked in the solid warmth of his muscular, masculine body. I felt completely relaxed, Like a rag doll. I thought of Tonya and I hoped she'd had as much pleasure from Mitch's big cock and manly body.

Almost on cue my cell phone chirped for a new text message. Gingerly I rolled away from Brian's back and fished my phone out of the clutch purse I'd carried to the club.

"Rdy 4 u if u r," was the text from Tonya's phone. I crept out of my room to what I now thought of as the "master bedroom."

Tonya lay naked next to Mitch. She looked tired but happy. Her pregnancy was hardly detectable, except that I knew her body so well.

"Oh, Gawd, what a fuck!" she sighed. "How dare you and Brian keep this cock a secret from me! And can he use it! Hurry, before all this yummy cum leaks out!"

Tonya spread her legs and it was obvious that she was even more stretched open than usual. Cum had already leaked out and trickled down across her anus and onto the sheets.

"It feels like he dumped a quart of spunk in me!" Tonya claimed. "You'll get a bellyful."

I dove at Tonya's cunt lips and clamped my mouth over the gaping opening. I loved this pussy, even more that it was such a mess! I sucked and licked at her hole and tasted the unmistakable flavor of fresh sperm mixed with copious pussy juice. The strong scent made it clear that Tonya had enjoyed a glorious fucking. I felt her working her vaginal muscles to push Mitch's deposit into my waiting mouth. The image of a momma bird bringing food to her chicks in the nest popped into my head. Tonya was "feeding" me from her body the same way.

"Oh, that feels so good, baby!" Tonya told me. "A woman without a cumsucker clean-up boy—or girl—doesn't know what total pleasure is!"

I dipped my head lower and licked across Tonya's anus, tasting the cum that had oozed down there. She moaned and rocked her hips to give me better access to her bunghole. I was happy to oblige, stretching my tongue through the puckered opening. I felt her ass open to my probing, while her pucker squeezed my tongue lovingly.

"Keep licking, baby. Relax me. I want Mitch to take me there too. I’ve never had a cock that big in my ass, but as good as it felt in my cunny, I think it is going to blow my mind when he ass-fucks me. I want to give myself to him totally."

I couldn't help but sympathize, since I had just been feeling the same way about Brian's cock in my ass 20 minutes earlier. I wanted Tonya to enjoy that same pleasure.

I licked harder at Tonya's anus, pushing my tongue in as deep as I could, and stretching her ring in all directions. But I knew no tongue could prepare her for the battering ram that was coming. Tonya was humming with pleasure at my efforts and hunching her ass against my tongue.

"God, I want his cock there!" Tonya moaned. "I want him to take me!"

"Get my cock hard again to fuck your wife's horny ass!" Mitch ordered. I reluctantly took my face out from between my wife's ass cheeks and moved over beside Mitch. Everything about him was a little "more" than Brian. He was hairier, more aggressive, more domineering. He was intimidating. Compared to him, Brian was a lot more likable. But he sure had a nice cock!

I bent down to his limp organ and breathed in the delicious aroma of Tonya's juices and Mitch's spunk. Even limp, his cock was larger than my erection and it felt solid in my hand. I licked a droplet of cum off its tip and licked up and down the shaft, cleaning off their mixed essences. That was all it took for Mitch to respond. I felt him grow in my hand and so I took his cockhead in my mouth and began to suck.

"That's a good girl," Mitch praised me. "You like sucking cock, don't you? How did a pansy like you get a fine woman like Tonya? You must have been a faggot all along! Well, get me nice and hard for your mistress's ass. Would you like this up your own bunghole again, Janine? When I'm fucking your wife, are you going to be wishing it were you?"

"Yes, sir," I admitted. "I'd enjoy that. I wouldn't deprive Tonya of that pleasure, but I will be envious."

"God, what a whore! Tonya isn't making you do anything that you haven't secretly wished for yourself!"

I continued to suck his cock, stopping only to answer.

"No, sir, I'd never even thought of sucking cock until Tonya suggested it. But I can't deny that now that I've tried it, I really like it."

"You love it!" Tonya corrected me.

"Yeah, I guess I do. And since Tonya says my main sex will be with men from now on, I guess I may as well love it. If I had known a year ago that I'd be doing this, I'd have been horrified. But now ... it's almost an addiction. I need it now. Your cock is so nice. It feels so good in my mouth. I love how cocks feel: soft on the outside, hard in the middle, smooth, warm. They're sexy. Powerful. Almost magical.

"It's the idea of it too: the cock of another man: a man who's bigger, sexier, more powerful than me. Sucking cock is a way of accepting my place. I'm signifying that this man is above me, that he deserves my respect. In a way it is an honor to get to suck the cock of a superior man. And a way to show Tonya how much I love her."

"And to show that he deserves to fuck your wife!"

"Yes, and that she deserves a man like that and deserves every pleasure he can give her."

"Damn straight!" Mitch laughed, as I continued to suck his penis to full hardness.

"And do you like to taste a man's cum?"

"Yes, I do. I guess for me now it is sexy taste."

"Even when it's dripping out of your wife's ass?"

I closed my eyes and shivered.

"That's ... that's ... that's actually the best," I stammered, excited and embarrassed at the same time. "It's so dirty, so naughty. It's an asshole. And another man has used it. And it's a man's cum. And I'm like ... putting my blessing on it by putting my mouth there. It's totally exciting, embarrassing, humiliating, mind-blowing, intoxicating ... and wonderful!"

"Well, then grease her up for me! She'll need a lot of lube and encouragement to take my cock up there!" Mitch declared.

I opened the jar of lube. Tonya pulled her knees back, rolling her hips up, exposing her anus for me. Knowing that she was pregnant made the scene that much more perverted. She had a feverish look in her eye that told me she was horny again despite just having had who knows how many orgasms. Clearly she wanted Mitch to take her rectum from the missionary position, so she could see his pleasure as he violated her.

I worked one finger into her with almost no resistance and so I scooped up more lube on two fingers. I had to be careful not to hurt her with my long fingernails on. But Tonya moaned softly with pleasure at feeling her bottom invaded and stretched.

"Get me really slippery and loose, baby. I really need to open up for Mitch. I want his cock in my ass!" She reached out and stroked my cheek. "You make a beautiful girl. And a wonderful girlfriend!"

"Now lube me up," Mitch told me. I pulled a generous dollop of lube out of the jar and slathered it on his now-stiff penis. I felt my own arousal mounting as my hand glided up and down the glistening organ. Now red and shiny, it looked almost menacing. Although my own ravaged asshole twitched with longing at the thought of taking this monster, I burned with lust to see it sodomize my blushing bride.

I released Mitch's cock and moved a step back as he knelt on the bed in preparation for spearing Tonya's anus.

"You can stay and watch, baby," Tonya offered. "I know you want to. In fact, go ahead and pull on your little clitty. You can even come if you want. You have my permission. You've been such a good girl!"

I gasped with joy as my greasy hand clasped my little stiffy that had gone neglected the whole lust-filled evening. In fact, I had to will myself to slow down, lest I come too soon. I wanted to enjoy the show to the fullest.

Having come once already, Mitch could exercise patience in breaching Tonya's sphincters. At first the feat seemed impossible, as his thick cockhead dwarfed her puckered opening. To his credit, he pressed in and backed off, then pressed in a little harder, only to meet resistance again. I found myself holding my breath and silently rooting for his battering ram to slam through her gate.

But Tonya was doing her best to help him. Even though she groaned and winced with discomfort, I could see her bearing down, trying to force her sphincters to admit Mitch's man-meat. Tonya groaned louder as Mitch leaned forward again and her whole perineum seemed to cave in. Then his cockhead disappeared into her rectum and her impossibly stretched anus clung to his shaft like a pink rubber band stretched to its limit.

"Oh, shit!" Tonya said through gritted teeth. "Oh no!" Mitch stopped and just massaged her opening with the tip of his cock. Tonya was panting, trying to relax and let the pain pass.

"Squeeze it, baby," Mitch said. "Try to tighten hard."

"God, how could it be any tighter?" Tonya protested. But she grunted and her face screwed up with effort.

"That's it, baby," Mitch praised her, "Now take a little more cock," he ordered, and inched a little more in.

"Oh, God! So big! So full! It feels like I'm shitting a baseball bat!"

"In a minute you'll be begging me to fuck you harder!" Mitch predicted. Inch by inch he worked his whole penis into Tonya's poor rectum.

"Oh fuck, so big!" Tonya panted. Before she could protest, Mitch began to slowly withdraw and then buried his pole to the hilt. He pumped in short, slow strokes, gradually lengthening and quickening his pace.

I watched the place where they were joined with rapt attention. My cock jumped to see Tonya's anus cling desperately to his shaft and protrude with every out-stroke and then be pushed back in with every in-stroke. The glistening of Mitch's lubed cock and Tonya's greased ass flesh gave a lewd aura to the spectacle. I couldn't take my eyes of the spot where their flesh met. The tightness of Tonya's sphincter almost made it look like a mouth that was swallowing Mitch's cock over and over.

Gradually Mitch was stroking into her with more ease and Tonya's pain was turning to lust.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she chanted with every thrust, which gave way to wordless moans. Her head thrashed from side to side, overcome with sensation.

"Shit, yes!" Mitch declared as Tonya's ass gripped him snugly but allowed him to ravage her hole more and more easily. "Your ass feels so hot!"

My own cock was on fire as I watched Mitch's strong cock ramming my wife's ass with abandon. My own ass glowed with the after-burn of Brian's ramrod and I was excited to watch Tonya enjoying the same rapture. I imagined what Mitch's even larger cock must feel like plunging in and out of her backside. I pumped my neglected cockette desperately and in a flash I was spewing my pent-up semen frantically into my left hand.

"Arrgghh!" I cried as the ecstasy of my debasement overcame me. Tonya looked my way and in a glimpse she knew that I had blessed their fucking with my cum. Then she closed her eyes again to concentrate on her own pleasure. Her right hand alternately scrubbed her clit and stabbed into her drooling pussy, while her left hand grasped one breast and pulled her nipple.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" she gasped as her arousal reached its climax. A moment later she was convulsing, with Mitch still pounding away at her nether opening. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she cried between spasms of orgasm. The stretching of her sphincter right through the spasms seemed to drive her into a fit of debauched pleasure.

Mitch could no doubt feel the involuntary clenching of Tonya's anus around his cock. The ripples of tightening emphasized the sweet knowledge that he was forcing his cock where it was never meant to go, perverting her body for his own pleasure. That luscious knowledge and the delectable sensations would pry an orgasm out of him finally. But owing to his recent spend, he was able to keep sawing in and out inexorably. Tonya panted and moaned as this battering ram continued to keep her on a sexual high. But her fine ass finally coaxed his second coming!

"Shit! Shit! Shit!" he cursed with each jet of semen that painted my bride's bowels.

"Oh fuck!" Tonya gasped. The exquisite tightness of her anus allowed her to feel every quiver and pulse of Mitch's spend. "Oh, my God!" she said as she felt the hot wetness of his cum so deep within her. "Oh, Jesus! I won’t be able to walk! But it will be worth it!" she chuckled. "Ass fucking is better than walking!"

Mitch moved as if to pull out.

"No!" Tonya cried. "You feel so good now. I'm used to it. It feels good! I'm afraid if you pull out, all my insides will fall out!"

"Your ass feels good to me too," Mitch assured her. "A lot of gals won't let me do them down there. They're scared. It's the curse of having a big cock!"

"Poor baby!" She turned to look at me. "Show me your spurt, baby," she coaxed me. I tipped my hand to show her.

"My, look at all that goo! You really got excited tonight, didn't you? Dressing up, going out, and having Brian's gorgeous cock all to yourself! That's an impressive spurt for a sissy. Now eat it up. That's the rule!"

I quickly lapped up the slimy puddle.

"But I've got your main course right here, baby," Tonya reminded me. "Watch Mitch pull out and then lie down next to me and I'll serve it to you." She groaned as Mitch withdrew and my eyes were dazzled at the sight of her gaping asshole. It hardly looked like the same organ it had been fifteen minutes ago. Rather than a puckered starburst, it was a smooth, wide open O, exposing the red of her rectum beyond its mouth. It glistened with lube and milky cum began to drip out. Tonya quickly slapped a hand over the cavern and had me lie with my head next to her thighs. In a deft pivot she swung a leg over me and lowered her anal maw onto my waiting mouth.

I felt her ass cheeks press against my face and her ass became my whole world. My lips matched up to the ring of her stretched anus. My tongue was lost in the wide open spaces. The taste of lube was immediately cut with the taste of semen that began to seep from her rectum. I sucked greedily and thrust my tongue into the unaccustomed laxness of her sphincters. I sucked and licked and probed in a feverish communion with my spouse's most private place! I was floating on a cloud of joy at being able to serve her and her superior lover!

I could feel Tonya squeezing, trying to force Mitch's cum into my mouth, and also trying to restore some muscle tone and recover some shadow of her ass's former shape. I could feel her sphincter gradually shrinking and I enjoyed feeling it start to grip my tongue in a lewd embrace.

"My poor ass needs this kind of TLC after that workout!" Tonya exclaimed. "But we mustn't neglect 'the founder of the feast,' baby." I exited from Tonya's anal paradise and re-entered the cruel world. I knelt between Mitch's legs and gave his wilted tool my oral attentions. He tasted only of cum and lube now. I missed the hardness of his erection, but I still thrilled to have his manly organ between my lips.

"Have you ever fucked Tonya's ass, Johnny?" Mitch asked.

"No, sir," I replied.

"Oh, my God, it is glorious! Pussies are wonderful, but there' nothing like feeling that tight ass gripping your cock! And when they come, with your prick buried in there—oh!—you can feel every spasm. It feels like they're going to squeeze your cock right off!"

"Yes, sir," I answered meekly.

Tonya came over and kissed me, mixing lipstick with cum and lube. I took that as my signal to leave. I crawled back into bed and found a spot next to Brian where I could lean against his solid frame and feel the heat of his body. I reminded myself that I was a girl tonight and this was my masculine protector. I fell into a sound sleep.


-Day 86 Sunday-

I woke on Sunday morning to find Brian still sleeping. I could still feel the pleasant soreness of my bottom from the delicious fucking I'd gotten last night. The memory of it and of watching Tonya's anal stuffing by Mitch had me itching for another round. I didn't know how long Tonya would want Brian to continue as my date or whether Brian would have second thoughts in the morning light. With Tonya's milking and "training" schedule, I figured I'd better get my pleasure when I could and ask permission later.

I decided Brian was most vulnerable to the direct approach. I reached around him and cradled his cock in my hand. A low murmur suggested his cock had no objections. I felt my arousal start to zing through my nervous system from the mere knowledge that I was holding a man's nice thick penis in my hand. I could never get over how much larger it felt than when I grasped my own little noodle.

After only a few squeezes and pulls, Brian began to rise to the occasion. It gave me a shiver to feel his phallus swell. My own wang stiffened in response, thrilled that my mere touch could excite this change.

Soon I could sense that Brian would be waking. I wanted to have him too far gone before he was fully awake to call a halt. So I pulled back the sheets and wrapped my mouth around his erection. I could not suppress my own "Mmmm!" of pleasure of feeling his cockhead fill my mouth. Brian gave a grunt of satisfaction that echoed my own. Gently I bobbed my head, sucking his boner to full stiffness.

"Oh, God!" he groaned, opening his eyes. To my delight he closed them again and lay his head back, apparently content to let me have my way. I slobbered more saliva down his shaft and began to suck and lick in earnest. I was excited to see his cock begin to redden and pre-cum to begin to seep from his slit.

But a tingle in my rectum reminded me that a blow job was not my destination. My ass hungered to be filled again! I picked up the jar of lube and began to mix it with the saliva that coated Brian's rod. He groaned as the delicious greasy slickness replaced the sensation of my mouth. Brian's hips thrust involuntarily, wanting more of the slippery friction and pressure. I granted his wish as I stroked his stiff penis up and down with my gooey hand. He whimpered when I released his cock long enough to quickly apply some lube to my impatient rectum.

What a winding road I had traveled from first allowing Tonya to use her dildo on me to now, when I would do almost anything to have man ream my backside! Seeing Brian's penis erect and shining with lube had me feverish to feel it inside me! I decided to mount him facing away, so he wouldn't have to look at my own rampant woody.

I reached between my legs and aimed his cockhead at my hungry hole. Despite my eagerness, I felt the familiar resistance of my muscles to this unnatural intrusion. I pressed his knob in far enough to start to open my anus until the pain began, and then I eased off. But I eased off just long enough for the pain to subside, and then again I sat on Brian's engorged cockhead, pressing it deeper. One more withdrawal and then I was determined to take him. I felt my sphincters protest but then give up, admitting Brian's flesh to my inner sanctum.

I reveled in the glorious feeling of my ass wedged open by this sexy snake! Mitch might extol the delight of Tonya's ass gripping him, but he‘d never known the ecstasy felt by the ass that gripped that man-flesh! I groaned at the overwhelming satisfaction it gave me.

"Oh, yes!" I whispered. "Oh, yes...." The stretching felt so good now, the holding, the fullness. And the sexual power of that cock! Not a dildo, not a plug, but live flesh. Live flesh inside my flesh; in my most private, forbidden, intimate, delicate, vulnerable flesh!

I wanted all of it, as deep as it could go. I jockeyed on top of Brian, rocking up and down, forcing him deeper and deeper until I sat on his stomach and felt his cock hit the top of my tunnel. God, he felt huge in me! I reveled in the sensation of possessing him, possessing his magic penis, his male power. For now, that cock was mine!

Brian moaned and I knew he was feeling his cock hit the top of my rectum, and feeling my ass squeezing him, so tight, so hot, so slippery. I clenched him and he gave a hiss and then I leaned forward, pulling off oh so slowly. I hissed myself at the deliciousness of the friction and the sliding feeling, mixed with the torture of losing the full feeling. But it was sweet torture, because it was joy to sit back down on his cock and feel it slide back in, filling and rubbing and stretching!

It was so different now to be on top, to be choosing the tempo, to be in control rather than being a passive receptacle. It was so much more willful: I was fucking myself on his cock, choosing to rape myself with his organ.

"Oh!" I heard Brian protest as I pulled off him, and, "Unh!" I heard him moan as my ass encased his tool again. "Oh!" he groaned as my still-tight ass pulled on his shaft. Impatient for my embrace he bucked his hips up, driving his prick in me to the hilt. I rocked back on him, riding his cock, still buried in me, enjoying the press on my prostate. He groaned again, wanting the friction but also the delectable warmth of my bowels.

As my ass started to surrender to the invasion, the need to be fucked grew in me. I began to rise and fall on his cock rhythmically, stabbing, stabbing, stabbing his rigid member into my ever more receptive tunnel. Brian's arousal grew apace and his hips drove upward again and again.

My own neglected willie begged for attention. Pre-cum dripped from its tip and I took it in hand and added lube to its gooey seepage. I shuddered with the hermaphroditic contradiction of being bombarded with the demands of cock and pussy.

"Fuck me! Fuck me!" I pleaded with Brian, as I strained to coordinate humping him with masturbating myself. As he granted my wish, I concentrated on beating my meat while still savoring the pistoning of my ass. It only took moments until I felt my ejaculation start.

"Aauurrgghh!" I bellowed as I watched helplessly while my semen splattered onto the sheets between Brian's knees. The sensation was overwhelming! My cum felt like molten lava bursting from a volcano! A deep feeling of satisfaction filled my whole body.

"Oh shit!" Brian gasped, as he felt my spasms through the grip of my anus on his shaft. That sent him into a frenzy of thrusting. He grabbed my hips and planted himself as deep as he could, and with a cry, he emptied his sperm into my ass. I felt every spurt and I grinned to feel the warm wetness deep inside!

A post-orgasmic exhaustion swept over me, and I collapsed forward onto my elbows, still happy to hold Brian's manhood with my innards. Brian stayed still as well, reluctant to overstimulate his now-supersensitive penis. I stayed like that for a minute and then hesitantly I pulled forward and off him.

"Oh fuck!" Brian groaned. My own ass felt the same twinge of loss. I clapped my hand over the lax opening of my ass, which felt like the Grand Canyon to my blind fingers. Brian's magnificent manhood was shiny and wet. I could not resist the temptation to take it into my mouth and taste the film of cum smeared on it and clean him with my tongue.

"Shit!" he gasped at the friction of my tongue on his sensitized cock. I released his organ with a couple of kisses on its tip.

"Jesus, what a faggot!" Brian said with a mix of amazement and disgust. "You really love cock now, don't you?"

My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

"Yeah. Yeah, I really do," I stammered out. I couldn't deny the plain fact. I did love cock. I couldn't resist it. I had to have it.

"But ... but I'm not a faggot. I love Tonya. I ... I don't ... love guys."

"Hah!" Brian burst out. "No, that's right, you just love sucking their cocks and fucking them and eating their cum! I'm not sure I see the difference, but far be it from me to understand what goes on in that fucked-up head of yours! Whatever floats your boat, I guess."

I still had my hand clamped over my well-fucked anus. I could feel Brian's spend dripping out of my ass and oozing over my fingers. Under Brian's judgmental gaze I was reluctant, but I knew what I was going to do. I was not going to let all that cum go to waste. I strained to squeeze out the last gobs onto my fingers. I raised the goo to my lips and licked the puddle up, and then sucked my fingers clean.

"Jesus! What a sick fuck!" Brian exclaimed. I burned with shame, but I still savored the taste of his semen. I comforted myself that his sperm in my ass proved that I had excited his lust.

"I'd better change these sheets," I said, seeing where my ejaculate had soaked in. Without comment Brian heaved himself out of bed and padded into the kitchen after some OJ.

I pulled the cum-stained sheets off the bed and threw them in the hamper. I'd remake the bed later. I looked at myself in the mirror and decided the first order of business was to redo my make-up. It wouldn't do for me to come out looking like the bearded lady from the circus. Then I changed into a different nightgown and wrapped my robe around me.

By the time I was ready, I found that Mitch and Tonya were up and someone had made coffee. I put on Tonya's frilliest apron and started fixing omelets and sausage for everyone.

"Tonya, I wonder what you think," Brian began. "Is Johnny a faggot? I mean, he clearly loves cock. He jumped me first thing this morning, to get me to fuck him up the butt again. Doesn't that make him a faggot?"

I looked over at Tonya with pleading eyes. I hoped she'd defend me. By saying what? I didn't know. Was I a faggot? Was I some sick queer who'd married some poor girl in a desperate attempt to lie to himself about what he was? I'd always felt sorry for women whose husbands told them 10 or 20 years into a marriage that they'd decided they were gay, or, worse, that they'd always known they were gay. How could you not know that? How could you do that to a woman? Tonya's done this to me, hadn't she? I hadn't asked for it, had I?

"So you two did it twice? Last night and this morning?" Tonya asked me.

I nodded my head.

"And that was your idea? Both times?"

I nodded again.

"And you enjoyed it? You really wanted to, you really liked it?"

Another nod.

"Brian says you love cock. Is he right?"

"Yes," I whispered, feeling as if I were pronouncing sentence on myself. Faggot. Queer. Homo. But I couldn't deny it. I had loved it. My ass twitched even now, loving the pleasant soreness of having been reamed by that beautiful cock. I could feel that my anus was still stretched out. I could feel those places deep inside that his cockhead had touched. I had loved it touching me there.

"And did you love feeling him come inside you? Did you love feeling his hot cum squirt?"

"Hell, yes, he did!" Brian interjected. "When it dripped out he caught it and licked it up!"

"Is that right?" Tonya asked.

I nodded again.

Tonya came over and put a finger under my chin, raising my face to her instead of gazing down at the omelet pan. She looked me in the eyes and mouthed, 'I love you,' and then planted a loving kiss on my fresh lipstick.

"Well, I don't know that that all makes him a faggot, Brian. I mean, maybe he just loves cock, not men. He loves me, doesn't he?"

"Yeah, he 'loves' you enough to let every man in the world fuck you!"

"No, no, no!" Tonya countered. "He only lets men with big cocks fuck me," she corrected. "And he loves my pussy, doesn't he? Would a homo love pussy?"

"But he loves it best when it's full of another man's cum! Or other men's cum!"

"Well, that's true, but I can tell you he loved it fine before I started fucking other men. Any remember, this all started out as my idea. He didn't start begging me to suck other men's dicks ... although he's pretty close to that now. I asked him to do that. It was only after he tried it that he discovered how much it turned him on.

"In fact, I'm not sure his love of cocks even proves that he's bi, much less a homo. I mean, he gets turned on by drinking my piss too! I think all this proves is that he's a pervert is all."

Brian and Mitch laughed and I felt stung. Was Tonya rejecting me?

"And that's exactly how I like him!" she continued. "He's my little pervert. I love that he is turned on by cocks and wants to be my girly-boy! How could he ever object to my fucking whatever man I want, when he's doing the same thing? How could he object to my having one bastard after another when he's wearing a dress? No, I'm very happy with Johnny and even happier with Janine! I love them both!"

I blinked tears of relief out of my eyes and looked at Tonya, who kissed me again.

"God, all this cocksucking talk has got me horny again!" Mitch declared. He said to me, "If you love cock so much, get between my legs and suck mine!"

I didn't have to look at Tonya to know what to do. After that speech I owed this to her. I dropped between Mitch's knees and took his stiffening cock between my kips with gratitude at the total acceptance I felt from Tonya. Every cock I sucked would be a tribute to her love.

Not that sucking Mitch's cock was a chore. Its very size excited me as I felt my mouth struggle to contain it. I felt the ridge of his glans with my lips and then felt it tickle my tongue. I sucked on it like a starving calf and then traced his frenulum with the tip of my tongue.

"That's my girl," Tonya purred, stroking my hair. "Isn't that a magnificent cock? Doesn't it feel right to be on your knees, praying to it? Beg it to come!"

I was lost again in a lust daze. I was sucking off another man and I was high from it, as if touching another man's penis were a drug. The very touch of cockflesh to my skin was magic. Arousal hummed through my nervous system. Oh yes, I wanted the cum. I needed it.

"Please ... please may I have your cum?"

Mitch was in no state to hear me, much less answer. He lay back, his eyes closed, savoring the enthusiastic blow job I was giving him.

I was eager for him to come, but I also wanted to give this penis god the full measure of my devotion. I kissed it. I licked it like an ice cream cone. I swirled my tongue around the head. I traced the veins and ridges with the tip of my tongue. I squeezed the shaft and pressed out a generous glob of pre-cum and lapped it up.

"Get ready, Janine!" Tonya warned me. She saw the telltale signs of Mitch's impending discharge. His body was tense, his breathing ragged, and his hips rising, seeking to bury his cock down my throat. I felt a warm glow in my belly, that I had the power to kindle such lust in a man! I took his penis as deep as I could, but when I felt the stirrings of his spasm, I pulled back to where only his cockhead was in my mouth. I wanted to taste all of his cum, to fill my mouth with it, to feel its hot glory on my tongue.

Mitch bucked up with a roar, trying to get his whole cock in my mouth, but I rode him upward as the first jet of his orgasm hit the back of my throat.

"Oh, fuck! Aarrgghh!" he yelled as a second, third, and fourth spurt filled my mouth with delicious creamy semen. I struggled to keep my lips sealed around his cockflesh as he twitched and jerked in his throes. I sucked at his cock, wanting every drop of his seed.

'Man-seed,' I thought to myself. 'I sucked off a man. I have sex with men. I enjoy sex with men.'

When I was sure his seizure was over, I rocked back on my heels and slowly swallowed Mitch's creamy gift. All too soon I had swallowed it all and the taste began to fade.

I felt Tonya pull me up and pull me into her arms. She sealed her lips to mine and her tongue pressed in for a taste of Mitch's cum. Our tongues played with each other as she enjoyed the taste of the semen her hetero husband had coaxed from her lover's thick penis!

"Oh, baby!" she sighed. "You are so wonderful! I love to watch you do that! You don't just suck a cock, do you? You make love to it!"

I was still floating on the cloud of my sexual high and I soaked up Tonya's praise. Tonya reached down and felt the stiffness of my little erection through the frilly apron.

"Oh, you naughty girl! What have you got in your knickers?! And so soon after Brian just fucked you! What a little minx!"

I felt myself start to blush and turned back to the stove nonplussed. I could not deny that all this debauchery had done wonders for my libido. I'd never had more erections and orgasms in so short a time as I did these days.

Mitch, Brian, and Tonya all let me fix breakfast, serve them, and clean up as if I were their maid. They even had me fetch them refills of coffee all morning. One time I returned to the living room to find them talking confidentially. Tonya grabbed her cell phone and left the room, making me suspicious. She came back 10 minutes later.

"She'll do it!" she announced. "It'll take her an hour to get ready and then we'll be there less than an hour. They can be ready Tuesday."

"What will be ready? Who is 'she'?" I asked.

"Well, 'she' is Natalie and 'what' is a surprise!" Tonya answered. "I'll give you a hint, because you could never guess anyway. You'll love it and we are doing today because we have both Brian and Mitch available."

She was right: I had no idea what she was driving at. My first thought was she wanted to do double penetration with Mitch and Brian, but she wouldn't need Natalie for that: she'd need a doctor! And why would 'they' not be ready until Tuesday? Natalie had all kinds of toys, so why would she need Mitch and Brian? I was stumped.

"Since we have a hour before she's ready, I think we'd better have Janine here 'fluff' you guys."

I heard that term from porn. The fluffer was a person who got the men hard for their scenes. Were they going to shoot a video? Make their own little porn movie that wouldn't be edited until Tuesday?

Tonya insisted that Brian go first, since I'd just blown Mitch a couple hours ago. I'd have to say that Brian was getting quite used to Tonya's husband fellating him. To his credit, it didn't take me long to get him hard. I sort of enjoyed sucking him without having a goal in mind, just getting to enjoy his cock in my mouth. In a few minutes though, it looked as if he were getting close.

"That's enough, baby. If he comes, that will spoil everything," Tonya told me.

Brian sighed with frustration, but also some relief. He must have been holding himself back.

Mitch sat on the other side of the room and scuttled over to kneel between his legs again. Taking his cock in my mouth just moments after relinquishing Brian's let me compare the two directly. Mitch's was longer and thicker, but it was still just the difference between Large and Extra Large, compared to my travel size. If only I'd been blessed with an organ like this, I'd be fucking my own wife and it'd be my baby in her belly.

But then I wouldn't be enjoying this succulent cock, part of me said, and I returned to focus on appreciating the joys of sucking Mitch's manhood.

"Fuck, he's got a nice mouth!" Mitch exclaimed, and he pushed his hips forward, seeking even more stimulation.

"Watch out—don't blow your cum!" Tonya warned.

"God, it's tempting, but I can enjoy his 'purty' cocksucking mouth ... mmmm ... without losing it," Mitch bragged. But it wasn't too much later that he said "Uncle!"

"Shit! I think you'd better stop," Mitch admitted regretfully. It was ridiculous how proud I felt at being an excellent cocksucker!

"Kiss it and let Mitchy-poo get dressed," Tonya ordered. I admired my handiwork, the glistening scepter I'd stiffened. I didn't mind kissing it at all. I kissed the oozing tip, licking away the pre-cum. What I minded was having to stop. It wasn't going to be easy for him to get dressed with that pole.

"We'll be back in an hour or two," Tonya informed me. "Why don't you give yourself a good all-over shave and practice your make-up and your walking in high heels?"

Actually that was a pretty good suggestion. It took a lot of upkeep to keep my body hairless enough to pass for a girl. I was glad I didn't have a heavy beard or a lot of body hair. Maybe that just naturally went with being ... undersized down there.

Some guys say that shaving their pubic hair makes it seem as if their dick is larger—none of it is hidden. But as I gazed down at my unit after shaving, it looked even punier to me. With no hair it looked even more like a young boy's dick, not a man's. I felt better when I tucked it away in a pair of lacy satin panties.

I thought I'd try some different make-up styles—different eye shadows and highlights. I experimented with a few different ones. Long eyelashes and eye shadow made the most difference of anything I did: my face looked instantly more feminine when I put them on.

I set up the laptop and put on some heels and practiced my walk using Natalie and Burke's program. It gave me a score for each pass, from 0-100. I wasn't too disappointed with my first score of 67, but I had trouble improving on that. I tried different lengths of stride, different ways of setting my foot down, different ways of pushing off and I couldn't get above a 73. I got frustrated with my "scientific" approach.

"What do they want? Should I try to walk like a downtown whore?" I shouted and began a caricature, throwing my hips each way like a stripper.

And, of course, I got an 85!

"My God, that's what they think is feminine! Is that how girls really walk, like they are trying to advertise that their ass is for sale?"

I backed up the video and watched myself. I was surprised that my walk didn't look as outlandish as it felt.

"God, is that how it feels to them? Do they realize how unnatural that is? Maybe when your hips are built like theirs, it is natural. Or are they just used to it?"

I tried a little less exaggerated strut. I got an 82! I watched the video and it looked pretty attractive. "I'd hit that!" But the program wanted me to really bump my hips. As I walked it felt as if my ass was the focus of all my attention. As my rear end twitched from side to side, I could feel my recently plumbed anus being stretched by the motion.

I got an 86!

"So that's what they want!" I said to myself. I went back to practicing. The more I got into the "streetwalker" mode, the better my scores! I started scoring in the 80's consistently. If I backed off the hip swinging I could still get an 81. I got one 88. It started to feel a little more natural, but I still had to be thinking, "Here it is boys! Come and get it! Don't you want this ass? Wouldn't you like to have this asshole hug your big prick?" When I did that, I got an 86. When I really focused on "your big prick all the way up my ass," I got an 88!

Now I was eager for Tonya and the men to come home. I wanted to show them my discovery. I wondered if they would notice even if I didn't tell them anything.

I got more and more comfortable in the high heels. The ass-swinging walk almost seemed to make the heels easier. My calves were getting tired, but I no longer felt I was in danger of falling over.

I decided to doll myself up for their return. I fixed my wig and got out some of Tonya's jewelry, a necklace and some bracelets. I practiced walking, sitting, standing. I was understanding more of what Natalie had lectured me about. Everything I was doing was advertising my sexual availability. Men didn't decorate themselves with baubles and have "fuck-me" shoes. I sat down to read Tonya's Cosmo. I had to get my head in the right place too!

When I heard the door opening I tried to get in my most "girly" headspace. I pranced up to the door to greet them effusively.

"Welcome back!" I said cheerily. "Did you accomplish your secret mission?"

Tonya looked like the cat who ate the canary.

"We did our part! Now it's up to Natalie. We'll see Tuesday!"

"What is it? Tell me!" I squealed.

"Unh, unh, unh!" Tonya laughed. "It's a surprise!"

"Oh, you're so mean!" I whined jokingly.

"You won't think so on Tuesday!"

"I'll die of curiosity by then!"

Tonya took my hands and held me at arm's length.

"Look at you! Aren't you pretty? The jewelry is beautiful on you!"

I decided to strut my stuff, as if I were modeling my outfit, but I really meant to show off my walk.

"Oh my, girl!" Tonya exclaimed. "You look hot! We should take you to the 7-11. That counter boy will spring a boner in two seconds!"

I blushed, but actually that sounded pretty good to me! I wanted to show off the talents I'd been working on. As an uninvolved observer, the cashier at the Mini-Mart would be an impartial judge. If I passed his scrutiny, or even better, roused his libido, I'd prove myself.

"I'm game, if you're serious!" I blurted out.

Tonya was surprised at my reaction.

"You think you're ready? What if he guesses?"

"I'll be nervous, but I really want to strut my stuff! I think I can pull it off!"

"What if he wants to get in your knickers?"

"I'm not that kind of girl!" I protested.

"I know better!" Mitch chimed in.

"Well what's the point of being a girl if you can't get a boy all hot and bothered? Besides, just because he doesn't get in my panties doesn't mean he might not get lucky!” I replied archly.

"Well, if you're going to try that, we'd better fit you up with a gaff," Tonya said.

"A gaff? What's that?"

"Natalie just sold me one. It's to keep your boy-things from giving you away. It keeps your junk tucked between your legs." Tonya pulled a package out of her purse. It was like a very sturdy thong. But inside was a tube of fabric, into which she slid my peepee and balls as she fixed it around my waist. The fabric pulled my junk back between my legs, so they lay flat. Even if I tried to get a hard-on, it would be held down, leaving no telltale bulge. And the front of it had a little crease: a camel toe! So if I wore something very form-fitting, it would look as if I had a vagina!

Even though it seemed a little disloyal to my wang, I liked it! It made me feel more feminine. I'd look and feel more like a girl and less like a hermaphrodite.

"How is it? Do you like it?" Tonya asked tentatively, fearful I'd be offended or upset.

"I love it!" I gushed. "It helps ... complete my outfit! I feel nice and 'tucked away'!"

"It doesn't hurt or feel uncomfortable?"

"No, it's pretty ... uh ... snug."

"What about if you get ... aroused?"

"Well, I think the gaff itself will ... uh ... suppress that, to some extent. But even I could get hard, I think it would hold it down. I suppose it might feel a little ... cramped, but I suppose your pussy might get feeling ... congested? ... if you got really turned on and couldn't do anything about it."

"Yeah, that's true."

"Thank you for getting me this! What timing! I just hope Marty is working today! I'm going to put on some perfume!"

Tonya reached out her hand and stopped me.

"Do you realize that you're getting excited about turning a man on and convincing him you're a woman? How far you've come in a few days! I'm proud of you!"

I dabbed on a little perfume and redid my lipstick. Then I started to get nervous. Was I really ready to do this? What if he weren't even there? I'd really feel let down. Well that was something, wasn't it? I was really up for this! I'd be disappointed if he weren't there!

Tonya kissed Mitch and Brian goodbye. We drove to the Mini-Mart in separate cars. She wanted to spy on my performance from a distance while I flirted with Marty.

I found out that it wasn't so easy to work a gas pedal in high heels. After some fits and starts I managed to get to the Mini-Mart. Stepping up on curbs wasn't as easy as walking back and forth in the living room either. I almost forgot to swing my hips, but as I headed toward the store entrance I remembered my "stripper walk."

Immediately I saw that Marty was at the photo kiosk. My heart started to pound. I was having stage fright, because this was going to be a full performance, not just a hit-and-run! But I tossed my hair like a good girl and tried to bring out my inner slut. I thought to myself, 'Now, exude sex!' I beamed a smile at Marty and began to strut toward him. He caught sight of me and smiled, while out of the corner of my eye I saw Tonya come into the store and disappear down an aisle.

As I walked toward Marty, I focused on my ass. His smile got broader and his eyes got wider. He liked what he saw. I sensed that my practice had been worth it.

"Hi, Marty!" I sang out. "I'm so glad you're working today!"

That took him a little by surprise. He wasn't used to girls coming on to him.

"Oh! Uh, hi, J-Janine! What brings you in today? Need some photos printed?"

I strutted right up next to him and put a hand on his bicep. It still surprised me to see my own hand: with long pink fingernails and bracelets dangling. Marty froze for a split second: he wasn't used to girls touching him either.

"No, actually I came to see you," and I looked him in the eyes a little too long, as if to say, "... and you know why." I saw his pupils dilate in surprise.

"Me?! Huh! I mean ... wow ... well, great! Nice to see you too!" he stammered out.

"So how's business today?" I changed the subject.

"Uh, oh, I guess OK. A little slow maybe. The photo desk is pretty easy gig. Seems like everybody is just saving their photos to their computer or their smart phone these days, instead of printing them out. It's too bad, because we can do some pretty neat things here. We can make posters, cards, books. We can put pictures on cups, shirts, keychains, you name it."

"Wow, that sounds great!" I told him. "You can do all that stuff?" I said, trying to sound impressed, while I batted my long eyelashes at him.

"Sure!" Marty beamed. "Today I helped a lady make a photo collage of all her grandchildren. It really turned out great!"

"Awesome! So did she bring in all those pictures?"

"Sure, she had them on her phone and we downloaded them and cropped and resized them. We have templates for collages and we fit her pictures into them."

I put a hand flirtatiously on his arm and squeezed.

"So you are cute and talented! I'm impressed."

Marty blushed at the "cute" remark.

"Well, uh, I guess," he stumbled.

"Do you take pictures here too? Or do you have to bring them in?"

"Oh, we can take pictures. We have to, for passports and stuff."

"Could you take our picture?"

"Our picture? Uh, well, I guess so. It's not busy. I guess I could." He pulled a tall stool over. "Sit here." He went over and focused the camera.

"But I want you in the picture too!" I protested.

"OK," he said nervously. "There's a timer setting." He came over and stood by me. I saw the timer light blink and I jumped up and planted a kiss on Marty's cheek just as the camera flashed!

"Take another one!" I urged. Marty hesitantly played with the camera and came back. This time I pulled him close to me and pressed my cheek flush with his. I was glad I'd shaved just a few hours ago, hoping he couldn't feel any stubble through my foundation. Then I had him sit on the stool and I climbed onto his lap. I wiggled my hips to "get settled" and I could feel his erection pressing against my bottom!

"I ... I think that's all the pictures we should do," Marty nervously declared. Before I got off his lap I turned and gave him a kiss on the cheek, leaving a clear lipstick imprint.

"You're such a dear to do this, Marty!" Then I jumped off, as if I kissed practical strangers every day.

I thought of all the girls in high school who'd used their sex appeal to get me to give them rides, lend them my notes, and fix their flat tires. It was rush to be on the other side for a change. I had such power! 'Men are so easy!' my Janine persona thought patronizingly.

I followed Marty behind the counter to see the photos. He looked flustered in every one. But I looked good! I was gaining confidence by the minute. No one would ever guess from those photos that this wasn't a guy and a girl.

"I can just delete them if you don't like them," Marty offered.

"Not like them? I love them! You're so cute! Can you just put them into one of your templates and print them out as a ... free sample? I mean, as a demonstration to a potential customer of what your store can do?"

"I guess I could. I mean, we trash a lot of photo paper. People have us do things and then they decide they don't like them and won't pay for them. Or we mess up. I guess we could call it a cost of doing business. But it'd have to be just between us. My boss could never see them. He'd think I was just making pictures for my girlfriend or something."

"Or something," I said cryptically.

"Here's all the templates," Marty said. They were in categories, like Family, Vacation, Pets, Outdoors, Holiday. I chose "Friends." I chose a template that said, "Fun with Friends," and Marty showed me how to drag and drop the photos into the frames. He printed out the collage and put it into a cardboard frame for me.

"I love it!" I gushed and Marty grinned. My enthusiasm emboldened him.

"I get off at 6. Do you want to go get something to eat after that?" That was only 25 minutes from now.

"Oh, that would be marvelous!" I exclaimed. "I'll quit distracting you from your job and I'll just putter around the store!"

Marty looked as if he couldn't believe his luck!

"OK! I'll find you after I punch out."

I saw Tonya pretending to shop in the cosmetics department nearby. I walked by her and she followed me out of sight of the photo desk.

"I got a date!" I announced.

"You did?! For when?" Tonya asked.

"For about 20 minutes from now!"

"Oh, Janine! How exciting!" Tonya hugged me. "Janine's first date!"

I paused.

"Didn't last night count?"

"But that was a 'set-up,' " she replied. "This is the first man you attracted on your own. All on your own merits. He wants you! I saw how you flirted with him, you hussy! He's probably so hard he's going to have trouble walking! You're really getting in touch with your 'inner girl'!"

"I've had enough girls toy with me. I should know how it's done."

"You're not including me in that, are you?"

"If the shoe fits...!" I replied.

"Well, it's so easy! And fun!" Tonya protested. "You can't blame a girl when that thing between your legs makes you guys so easy to control! It's like an 'instant dumbass' button!"

"That's why I've got mine tucked away, where you can't get at it!" I joked.

"That's right! Putting that gaff on probably increased your IQ 20 points instantly!"

We guffawed at that, having a laugh at "men" being led around by their dicks. Tonya was right though: having my junk tucked away now made me feel superior, rather that deprived. "If you can't beat 'em, join 'em." It felt as if Tonya and I were comrades. We were a cut above "men." Being Janine was starting to feel as if I were elevating rather than debasing myself.

"Well, have a great time!" Tonya encouraged me. "I'll leave you on your own." She left and I returned to the photo counter. Marty reappeared and led me out to his beat-up pickup truck. It had a bench seat, so I was able to snuggle up next to him while he drove to a local pub. I insisted on a booth, so that I could sit next to Marty and find excuses to put my hand on his arm or thigh.

Marty ordered a beer, but I didn't want to be carded, so I got a Diet Coke. When I went to the restroom, I started to go toward the men's room out of habit, but I caught myself. It felt so naughty to be invading the sanctum sanctorum of the ladies' room! Of course, I had to pee sitting down and then re-insert my "boys" into the gaff. I carefully reapplied my lipstick and fixed my blusher before I went back to Marty. I made sure to remember to strut my stuff on the walk back. I couldn't rest on my laurels, lest I fall back into the male habits that would spark his subconscious antennae.

But I had little to fear. Marty was charmed. We talked easily and laughed. My job was easy: to build up Marty's ego and act as if everything he said was brilliant, witty, or impressive! All I had to do was be pretty and be interested.

And flirtatious. I touched him and gave him sultry looks. I fed him French fries and he fed me some. As the meal wound down, I moved in for the kill.

"Marty," I whispered in his ear. "I don't want our evening to end just yet. Is there somewhere nearby where we could park?"

I thought he was going to choke on his French fry.

"Wow! Well, I guess.... I've heard that people park down by the river in the city park."

"Let's do it!" I breathed in his ear.

Marty couldn't pay our bill fast enough. Within a few minutes he'd found a secluded parking spot overlooking the river.

No sooner were we parked than I saw that Marty was still a little nervous.

"Hey, I don't know if you'd be interested," he said hesitantly, "but I have a little pot. Do you...?

"My! You are full of surprises! Marty from the Mini-Mart smokes dope!" I had smoked in college, but once out, I worried about getting caught and drug tests at work. It had been years. But what the hell?

"Why not?" I shrugged.

Marty seemed pleased and relieved. I think he was nervous and hoped the pot would calm his nerves. He pulled a joint out of some hidden pocket in his jacket.

I puckered my lips in my best Betty Boop pout as he lit the joint. It didn't take more than 3 hits before I felt that "rush" that I'd almost forgotten about. I'd heard that pot today was stronger and stronger.

"Oh, wow!" I exclaimed as I felt the pot take over my senses. I'd forgotten how sexy pot made you feel. I'd better watch that I didn't lose too many inhibitions. "That's enough for me. Now I need some more of you!"

My skin felt like one giant sex organ. I couldn't wait to kiss Marty. I pulled his face to mine and welded my lips to his.

Oh God, it felt good! It was like rediscovering kissing all over again! My lips felt swollen and sensitive. Marty moaned and I had to hold myself back from overpowering him.

'Remember, you're the girl,' I told myself. 'He's supposed to take you, not the other way around.' I willed myself to be passive and just take in all the sensations. The pot was making it more intense, but it was also the thrill of my first conquest as a girl. I could feel all the things that made me look girly: my wig, my nails, my earrings, my bra, my stockings, my heels, my long lashes. My mind willed me to radiate femininity in Marty's direction.

I felt Marty reach for my breast. I was excited but scared. My falsies wouldn't fool him very long. I groaned in frustration that he couldn't touch my real nipples, which screamed for stimulation.

"Um," I scrambled to think what to say. "My breasts ... are a little sensitive right now," I lied. "I'm, um, on my period."

"Oh! Sorry!" Marty took his hand away.

"No, don't be sorry. I'd love it if you could play with them, but just not tonight. Just kiss me!"

We locked lips again and the limitation almost made it more exciting. We kissed and kissed.

"Oh, Marty!" I finally said. "This is so nice! I'd like ... I'd like to do something nice for you," I said. I reached down and ran my hand across the bulge in his trousers.

"Oh, God!" he moaned, and his hips involuntarily jerked, humping his crotch against my hand. "Oh, Janine!" he murmured and pressed his lips to mine. I continued to outline his hard-on through his clothes.

I broke the kiss and began to unbuckle his belt. I slid his zipper down and reached into his boxers and fished his stiffening cock out. Marty gave a gasp as he felt my touch on his bare penis.

Marty's cock was a normal medium-sized cock. No monster like Brian's or Mitch's. It was hard to judge in the dim light, but it felt a little larger than mine, maybe 6 inches. I savored the feel of it in my hand as I cradled it and began to pump it gently. Janine's first cock, I thought, thinking back to what Tonya had said.

I savored too the feeling of being in charge. Marty was helpless, like all men are, a slave to this fragile organ. My own was safely tucked away, Kryptonite in a lead-lined box, and that gave me the self-control, the upper hand here. I thrilled at my feminine power. Having panties and a dress on made me the strong one in this situation. I toyed with Marty's prick and reveled in my control.

"I think boys' things are so cute!" I told Marty. "They're such a nice pink color. And they feel so nice to touch. And they can make you feel so good, can't they? I love to make a boy feel so good!"

"Oh, God. It does, it feels so good!" Marty sighed.

"Oh good! I want to make you feel good, Marty!" I said. I leaned in and kissed him, while I continued to pump his cock.

'I'm kissing a man,' I thought to myself. 'And it feels good! I'm kissing a man because I want to, not because Tonya told me to! I want to make him feel good. And I want to feel him hot for me!" I leaned harder into the kiss and sought his tongue with mine.

'I'm Janine,' I thought. 'I'm a girl making love with a man. I want him. I want his kisses. I want his cock. I want his sweet, hot cum!'

The marijuana fired my brain and I felt as if I could float above us and watch us making out. I saw a girl and a guy. I could feel the bra holding my "breasts" to my chest. I felt my encased cock, swollen like engorged pussy lips, I felt my long fingernails wrapped around Marty's erect and straining cock.

"Oh, God, I want to taste your cute little cock," I whispered desperately to Marty. I bent down and wrapped my mouth around his hard organ. Under the influence of the pot, it felt as if I'd never sucked a cock before. My lips and tongue were so sensitive that I could feel every vein, every ridge, every heartbeat. The skin of his organ was so smooth and satiny, so warm, so electric with arousal.

"Mm! Mm!" I couldn't help but moan with delight. "God, I love to suck cock!" I sighed.

"Oh, shit, Janine! I've never felt anything so good!" Marty answered. I followed my retreating lips with my hand, spreading my saliva up his shaft. I used my mouth and hand in unison to give him the most stimulation.

"Oh, God, that's...," but Marty couldn't finish his sentence. "Shit! I'm gonna come!"

"That's OK, Marty," I reassured him. "I want your cum! Give it to me!" I didn't shout. I just quietly urged him. "I want to taste your cream, baby!"

That was all it took. Marty bucked up into my mouth, instinctively seeking to bury his sperm deep in a vagina. But I backed off, not wanting to gag, wanting his cum to flood my tongue, where I could taste it. I gripped his shaft and sucked hard on his cockhead.

"Aaurrgghh!" Marty roared and I felt his cock swell and then his hot cum splattered the back of my throat, keeping all his cum in my mouth. I felt one, two, three, four spurts. My mouth was filled with hot creamy acrid semen. I felt his spasms tail off and I gently sucked at the tip of his cock, coaxing the last drips out.

I pulled my lips off his cock but kept my grip on his shaft. I tasted his strongly flavored cum. 'He must store it up too long,' I thought. 'Brian's and Mitch's cum is sweeter. Must be fresher!' I gently swallowed some of it and opened my mouth to mix in some air, like a wine lover savoring a fine wine. I smacked my lips and swallowed most of it.

"Kiss me," I beseeched Marty. I guessed that in his orgasm-addled state he'd do it without thinking of what was in it. He obeyed and I kissed him open-mouthed, sticking my tongue in his mouth. 'Taste your own cum!' I thought.

"Can you taste yourself?" I asked him gently. I felt him stiffen as he realized what he was tasting. "Do you like it? Do you like how you taste?"

"Uh ... I guess it's not too bad. Sort of strange, I guess."

I smiled to myself. Maybe one day he'd end up hooked on that taste, as I am! I certainly never expected to be! I kissed him again and gave him another taste. Why should men expect women to swallow cum if they are repelled by it? He seemed less bothered this time.

"That was...," Marty stammered. "Janine, I don't think ... I've never ... I don't think I've ever come like that before!! That was ... amazing!"

"Oh, I'm so glad! I like you, Marty. I want to make you feel good."

"God, you did!"

"You came so hard! Has it been a while? Maybe you need a little more, uh, attention down there."

"What about you?" Marty asked.

"Oh, that's OK," I assure him. "It makes me feel good to make you feel good. That's enough for me."

"But don't you want, uh, to have, uh, an ... orgasm?"

"Well, it's different for us girls," I lied. "For us it's more about pleasing the man. But I'll tell you a secret."

"Yeah?"

I leaned in close and whispered in his ear.

"I love to suck cock!"

I guess that was sort of mean to do to him. He didn't know what to say to that. He didn't want to hear that his new girlfriend was a slut. But on the other hand, he couldn't complain too much about the perks.

I bent down and licked an oozing drop of cum off his pee slit and squeezed his cock like a toothpaste tube, extracting the last vestiges of his ejaculation from him. He groaned at the welcome warmth of my mouth. What a boon for a man, to have a woman treat his penis like a treat rather than something disgusting!

"God, Janine! I've never known any girl like you!"

"No, I bet you haven't!" I agreed with a grin to myself. I gently tucked his spent joystick back into his briefs and zipped him up. I gave his crotch a maternal pat and kissed him on the cheek.

"Well, it's been fun, but it's time I headed home," I announced.

"OK," Marty replied.

'Typical male!' I thought. 'Once they've come, the show's over!" But I left my hand on his thigh as he drove us back to the store.

"I'd like to see you again," Marty said.

"I bet you would, you naughty boy!" I shot back.

"I don't mean that!" he rushed to say. "I like you! I want to see you."

"And I'd like to see you again. Well, more than just see!"

He blushed. How darling!

"Can I call you? What's your number?"

"I don't think so," I answered mysteriously. "I know where you work. I'll come by the store."

"Soon?"

"We'll see. I'm afraid you aren't the only man in my life, Marty," I said in truth. "It's complicated. I'm sort of involved and sort of not. It's not an exclusive thing."

"You have a boyfriend?"

"It's hard to explain. Not a boyfriend exactly, but I am seeing other people."

"Oh," he said, disappointed.

"Don't be so bummed out! You had fun, didn't you? I really like you, Marty. And I definitely want to do more of what we did tonight."

"Friends with benefits?"

"I guess, for now. Would that be so bad? I mean, I don't want to hurt you, Marty. I like you."

"Well, at least you're honest. I guess I was sort of hoping to get to know you and maybe hoping for something more. I mean, you are a great gal. But I guess I'd be crazy to complain."

"Oh, Marty, you're a dear! You'll see, it'll be fun! Let's just see what happens."

"OK."

"Now you just leave me off here and go."

"Don't want me following you home, eh?"

"Now you're making me sound terrible! Let's just say that I want to be in the driver's seat for now."

"I liked you in the passenger's seat tonight!"

"You liked the part where I was half in the driver's seat! You are a naughty boy!" We laughed and I breathed a sigh of relief. The fact that he could joke meant we were going to be OK. I felt way better.

Marty dropped me in the parking lot and drove off. I watched until he was out of sight and walked toward my car. I made a mental note to park away from the store and walk next time.

As I drove away I felt my high start to fade. Away from Marty's adoration, I felt less feminine. I felt more like a man in a dress. Being "on stage" for him put me into character. Or maybe it was the pot wearing off. But I told myself I had no reason to be glum. I had pulled it off! I had seduced a man!! And I had loved it. I had loved being a girl for him, being his girl. He had no inkling that I was anything but what I appeared. That thought picked me up again.

'Get hold of yourself, girl!' I told myself. I lifted my head up and threw my shoulders back. I felt my bra heavy with my breast forms, felt the front of my dress pushing out. 'Be proud of yourself!' I felt my cock and balls pressed flat against my taint, so much like a pussy. 'Be proud to be Janine and be the best cocksucking, ass-fucking whore you can be, girl!'

That put me in the right frame of mind. When I got home, I used my best ass-swinging strut to walk into the house.

"There she is!" Tonya exclaimed. "Where have you been, young lady?" she barked in feigned disapproval.

"Just out for dinner with a gentleman friend," I replied in an innocent voice.

" 'Gentleman,' my foot! " Tonya cried. 'A 'gentleman' would have had you home long ago! He took advantage of my fragile flower!" Tonya said in mock horror, and added, "...I hope!"

I hung my head in shame.

"Oh, my lady! I cannot deny it. He did! He ravished me! He kissed me! He tried to touch my boobies! He made me.... I can't say it!"

"He what?! Tell me!" Tonya demanded.

"He made me ... no! It's too terrible! He made me ... suck ... his ... his ... dirty ... thing!"

"His dick?!?"

"His dick, his cock, his prick, his penis, his tallywhacker, his...."

Tonya took me in her arms and pressed me to herself.

"My poor girl! You poor thing! But surely he didn't ... he didn't pollute your virgin mouth with his ... his ... his seed?!?"

"His seed, his spunk, his cum, his jism, his semen, his cream, his...."

"Oh, you poor misused girl! Surely you spit out the foul stuff! At least you only had to tolerate it for a moment, before you could rid yourself of it!"

I hesitated for dramatic effect.

"I ... I didn't think ... I didn't think to do that. I didn't know what to do! I ... I swallowed it! I sucked it down. The foul stuff is in my poor tummy right now!"

"Oh my! Surely it turned your stomach! Do you feel sick?"

"Well, I didn't know. I didn't know it should. I didn't think it was too bad. I fact, I ... I sort of liked it. And the ... sucking ... on his ... thing. It was ... sort of ... exciting! It fit so nicely in ... in my mouth. Almost as if ... as if my mouth were made for it! And he ... he liked it so much ... that I ... I sort off ... promised to do it again!"

"Oh, my child! The demon! He's put the demon in you! He's polluted you!"

At this point we couldn't keep from laughing out loud.

"Tell me! Tell me everything!" Tonya demanded. I went over the whole night, blow by blow.

"Oh, what a coup for you, Janine! Your first admirer, your first conquest. No doubt the first of many. How does it feel?"

"It feels wonderful!" I smoothed my skirt and pushed my "boobs" up with both hands. "Girls rule!"

"Yes, we do, love!" She hugged me. "Now we have to do your daily ablutions. We can't skip those just because you went out to play!"

She took me into my bedroom.

"Milking first. After all that making out, you're probably full!" As if to confirm her suspicions, my cockette sprang to attention as soon as the gaff came off. I got on all fours and Tonya placed a cup under my dangling spigot. I sighed as I felt her greased fingers violate my anus and reach for my prostate. I groaned as she pressed on that gland and I felt cum start to force its way down my urethra.

"And how did you like wearing the gaff?" she asked, her matter-of-face conversational tone in perverse contrast with the intimate violation in progress.

"I liked it," I managed to choke out as I felt that bittersweet combination of excitement, revulsion, and relief that was milking. "It made me feel ... much more feminine. Like my ... cock was ... gone, or at least out of the way. Pressed down like that, I could almost imagine ... I had a ... pussy. As if that were my pussy lips swelling up when I got excited!" Her fingers felt so good and so wrong at the same time!

"Oh, that's perfect! And how did that make you feel?"

"Well, to be perfectly honest, I felt ... superior! Like that made me better than him. Like it freed me up. I didn't have to be ruled by a cock, like men are. I could practically control him because he had his cock telling him what to do! It was so easy! I almost felt guilty, as if I were taking advantage of him, of his ... weakness."

"Don't worry too much about that! It’s your prerogative as a girl! Did he try anything?"

"Well, I'm sure he would have liked to, but I told him I was on my period. That stopped him!"

"Ha ha! Good thinking! Of course, that will only postpone things. It can't work again in a week or two." She wiped the tip of my penis on the edge of the cup and handed it to me to drink.

"His cum ... it tasted a little ... sour or something," I said, as I tasted my own cum.

"He probably doesn't get enough! He's backed up! The next batch ought to taste better!" We laughed. "Now a little pussy training!" She moved the fucking machine into place. I sighed as I felt it push against my sphincter. Although it was larger than Tonya's fingers, her milking had relaxed me enough that the dildo pressed into me with no pain. I groaned with huge satisfaction at feeling my rectum delightfully stretched and filled.

"Oh, God, that feels so good!" I said. Tonya set the phallus to a long slow cadence that allowed me to savor the satisfying sensation of being taken, over and over.

"Oh, that's the best!" I sighed.

"Yes, baby. You were made to be fucked! The only thing that would make it better is if it were a real man, straining to fill you with his seed. To think: less than three months ago, you couldn't have even imagined this! You thought poking your little peepee around in my pussy was the ultimate. But now you know better!

“This is what you really need. You need to be entered, to be taken, to surrender. You need to surrender to a man, a real man, a man with a real cock. You need to feel his big, strong, sexy, hard cock fucking you, wanting you, desperate to spurt its precious cum in you. You want to feel him swell and jerk and feel his cock pump its life force into you. Deep, deep into your most private place. And you want to feel helpless, defenseless, open, vulnerable."

I could feel exactly what she meant. Even now I could feel the dildo taking me, over the protests of my sphincter, over the twinges in my tummy that said, "No! Wrong! Stop! Unnatural!" Slowly, gradually, I could feel those instincts giving up, surrendering, letting go. And gradually the dildo met less and less resistance and part of me started to beg to be conquered. 'Fuck me! Take me! I can't stop you! I don't want to stop you!'

Tonya continued her lecture.

"And that's the tradeoff. That's when they get even. Yes, we girls toy with them and tease them, make them jump through our hoops. But at the end we have to give up all that control and submit.

"That's what makes you different, Johnny. Deep inside, you don't have that steel, that will to conquer, to make the other person submit. Deep inside you have that fear, that knowledge that when it came down to it, man to man with a real man, you'd lose. That caveman part of your brain knows it. Maybe it's hormones, maybe it's pheromones, but instinctively you know you don't have it."

She turned the machine up. It started fucking me faster. My ass was getting looser and hotter. God, it felt good! My cock was half-hard again, despite just having been milked.

"That caveman part of your brain is scared. 'Oh, God, if I go against a real man, he'll kill me! He'll tear me to pieces!' So you're desperate, even eager to submit! 'I won't fight! I surrender! Take my woman! Here, I'll serve her up to you! Take me! I'll suck your cock!' You'll bend over and swish your ass. 'Here, I'll let you fuck me! Just don't kill me!' And the wave of relief is orgasmic! 'I'm gonna live!' It's survival! 'Please fuck me! Please fuck my wife! God, yes!' Your survival instinct even uses your sex drive to steer you toward surrender. It rewards you with an orgasm for saving yourself!"

Now my cock was fully hard again. I felt a joy in my heart at her words! Yes, that's it! I want to submit to a man, a strong man, a big man.

"And the bigger the man, the better. The strongest man can be the most powerful protector. The bigger cock in your mouth or in your ass, the more powerful your patron. Your ass longs for the biggest, thickest, longest cock that it can find, just as my pussy does!"

I felt so close to orgasm. The machine was fucking me hard. Tonya's startling, humiliating, emasculating words rang so true, struck me so deeply, that they were like a fire in my brain.

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" I cried. It felt like a terrible, shameful admission. "God, fuck me! Please fuck me! Make me come!"

And no sooner had I strangled out those words than I felt the dildo begin to slow. I groaned in frustration. Compassionately Tonya gradually slowed the machine and did not stop it immediately. Desperately I tried to hump myself on the dildo, hoping that one last thrust could push me over the edge.

"Oh, poor baby! I'm so sorry! But remember, this is for your training." She stroked my cheek with the back of her hand. The dildo slowed to a stop and I grunted my displeasure.

"OK, pull off," Tonya commanded

I collapsed on the bed, in a miasma of sexual frustration, shame, and surrender.

"Oh, baby, don't hate yourself!" Tonya begged me. "Every man can't be top dog! Congratulate yourself for having embraced the truth! So many men live a miserable half-life, pretending that they are equals while they live in fear of being exposed for the frauds they are. They strive to be manly while they cringe inside, knowing that they fail over and over. They cower when real men are around, developing ulcers and high blood pressure from the anxiety and stress of trying to be what they aren't.

"They eat themselves up with guilt, knowing that they can't satisfy their woman, tortured by jealousy, wondering when and how their wife will eventually cheat on them. Something like 30% of babies aren't the genetic offspring of the father on their birth certificate. When blood typing was first perfected, they had to suppress that fact, for fear of the scandal. Most men see their wives looking hungrily at superior men, then gnash their teeth in frustration as their wives avoid sex with them, or worse, lie unresponsive and unsatisfied as they go through the motions in the marital bed.

"How many men drown their sorrows in alcohol and drugs because they know they can't live up to what they think they must? How many women get slapped around or emotionally abused out of their man's frustration? How many men withdraw into loveless lives rather than face the real problem?"

She pulled me up and sat me in front of the mirror. I looked at myself in a wig, mascara, and lipstick.

"Baby, you had the real courage! You faced what you are! One of the weak men, the small men, the lesser men. And you have the guts to seize the real solution: give up! Surrender! Submit to the stronger man!

"And not just socially, but sexually! Offer him your wife's cunt! Suck his cum from your wife's ruined pussy! Beam with pride as your wife's belly bulges with his baby! And then even suck his cock yourself! Swallow his load! And even take his cock in your own ass!

"But you've gone even farther, followed that instinct to the ultimate conclusion, baby! You've learned not only to accept but to enjoy your submission! You've fixed the game! You can't lose, because, for you, losing is winning! You've snatched victory from the very fact of defeat!"

Tonya stood behind me and made me look into the mirror.

"Stand up straight and be proud of yourself, baby! When you go to Natalie and Burke's, tell yourself that you are going to learn to be a better girl than the real girls! You are going to beat them at their own game! You’re going to be a winner! Walk in there proudly.

“And when we walk into the Cuck 'n' Bull, walk in there with a strut that you are going to turn every head and raise every cock in the place! Think, 'They're all gonna want my ruby lips wrapped around their cock! I'm gonna have every one lined up wanting to fuck my ass! Every cock in this place is going to spurt its cum in my mouth or my ass before I'm done!' "

I didn't quite know what to make of Tonya's speech. I certainly had known the fears and frustration she talked about. But I'd never thought of getting fucked by every big cock in the world as the solution. But maybe it was?

"OK, baby, time for me to get back to Brian or he's gonna start getting jealous that I give you too much attention! Sweet dreams!"

My head was spinning. What a day! It started with sitting on Brian's cock, went on to sucking off Mitch, included me picking up my first man as a girl and sucking him off, smoking pot for the first time in years, and ended up with getting milked and dildo-fucked! Whew! A perfect day?

I change into a baby-doll nightie. I debated putting myself back in the gaff. It did make me feel more feminine, as if my shameful male parts were out of the picture. But I worried that maybe too long trussed up would cause me some kind of heat rash or circulation problem. I'd ask Natalie. I finally decided that some lacy panties were enough.

That night I dreamed about Marty. We were at his place and we were making out. This time when he reached for my tits I didn't stop him. And when he did, God, did it feel good! I writhed with delicious pleasure as he heft my boobs. And when he tweaked my nipple through my blouse I could feel it! And it made me delirious. I moaned into Marty's mouth as he continued to play with my breasts.

Finally Marty started to unbutton my blouse and I couldn't stop him. I was too filled with lust. But in the dream, when he unsnapped ty front-closure bra, it exposed two real, beautiful breasts!

In the dream I was amazed and happy. It felt as if my fairy godmother had waved her magic wand. They were beautiful, at least C-cups, with stiff pink nipples. I could feel the weight of them. I practically swooned when Marty grasped one of them and took the other into his mouth. I held his head to my breast and moaned at the amazing feelings as he suckled at my tit. 'My God, women don't need cocks if this is what these feel like when they're sucked!' I thought.

My bared breasts only fired Marty's need to see the rest of my body naked. 'Here's where the shit hits the fan!' I thought, but somehow in the dream I was helpless to stop him. A moment later my skirt was off and soon he was pulling off my panties, revealing my swollen cock and balls.

I waited for Marty to recoil in horror, but in the dream he only reacted with surprise.

"You're a boy? Why didn't you tell me?" he asked.

"I wanted to pass," I answered. "I wanted you to want me as a girl, not as a freak. I'm sorry. I should never have tried to fool you. I do really like you, but I'll understand if you want me to go." I started to pick up my clothes to leave.

"Don't go," Marty said in the dream. "You're still a beautiful girl, even with this, and a wonderful person. You're woman enough for me, Janine. I love you!"

"You do?"

"Let me show you how much," Marty said, and he started kissing me again, but this time he was stroking my stiff cock while he kissed me.

"Oh, Marty! Please ... I want you to fuck me! I want to feel your cock in me!"

"Really? In your ... bottom?"

"Oh, yes, more than anything!" I answered.

"Janine, I've wanted to fuck you since you first walked into my store," he said.

And in the dream it wasn't Marty's cock when I unzipped his pants. Like my magic tits, now he had a big man-sized cock. And the next thing in the dream, he was in me, fucking me from behind, driving into my ass.

"Oh, God, Janine, it's so good!" he cried, "it's better than I even imagined! Your ass is so perfect!" and he fucked me and pumped my cock at the same time until we both exploded in orgasm.

"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Marty yelled as he creamed in me. "You're all the woman I need Janine!"

I woke up. I felt wetness in my crotch and I was afraid I'd had a wet dream. But it was only pre-cum. Somehow I'd had an orgasm in my dream but not in real life. I was glad of that. I didn't want a mess and I didn't want to disobey Tonya. But maybe if she knew about the dream, she'd be happy. In our topsy-turvy life it was hard to tell what was right or wrong.

The dream had felt so real. I remembered how it felt to have breasts and I was disappointed to feel my flat male chest. I recalled how wonderful it felt to have my dream breasts sucked on. God, if that's how they'd feel, I'd sign up for some today! Having those and a cock, would that be the best of both worlds?

If I had those breasts, Johnny would be no more. I couldn't go to work or see my parents. There'd be no way to hide those. I'd have to be Janine full-time. People did that, though. There were even laws to protect them. My boss couldn't fire me. I could change my name legally and even change my gender legally. I'd be a woman in the eyes of the law. Even if I kept my cock and balls. All you had to do was swear that you considered yourself female and you were committed to living as a woman. You might need a doctor to swear you were in your right mind, that you weren't just crazy, that you had "Gender Identity Disorder."

It had felt so good in the dream. But usually dreams did not come true in real life.


-Day 87 Monday-

Something had changed over the weekend. I didn't want to put on Johnny's clothes to go to work. Janine had been exciting, desired, successful. Johnny was boring. I compromised. I put on panties, a garter belt, stockings, and a camisole. And then I put on my male clothes over those. No one could see any of the feminine things I had on. But I'd know they were there. I'd feel them. Underneath I'd be Janine.

I went to put in the more masculine studs I had been wearing and something in me resented having to hide everything feminine. On impulse I put in gold studs instead of the stainless steel ones I'd been wearing.

"Oh, I like the gold," Tonya noticed immediately at breakfast. "Do you think the guys at work will notice?"

"Gold, silver, what's the difference? They are already giving me grief about getting my ears pierced. What difference does it make what color they are?" I said defensively.

"I don't know about that...," Brian differed.

It turned out he was right. My secret desire to show one feminine thing did not go unnoticed by my coworkers. You'd think I'd worn a tutu to work. They rode me hard about it all day. So much for showing up in a dress and announcing that I'd be "Janine" and be going to the Ladies room from now on. That would go over like a lead balloon.

Little did I imagine what other consequences there would be for "letting my freak flag fly." Later that day I was in the bathroom stall, peeing sitting down, as had become my new habit. From above me I heard, "Nice undies, Alice! Aren't you in the wrong bathroom though? The Ladies is across the hall...." A cell phone camera flashed.

My heart stopped. I looked up to see one of my coworkers, Steve, hanging on the stall, his head above the divider. In a panic I pulled my pants up. I felt ill. This couldn't be happening! Not at work! I thought about just staying in the stall until he left and trying to pretend it never happened. But that wouldn't suit Steve. Even as I cowered in the stall, he started talking to me.

"The earrings piqued my interest. I mean, pierced ears were one thing, but those earrings—those are girls' earrings. I decided to check it out for myself. What would the rest of the guys think of that? Panties and stockings! Are you wearing a tampon too? Are you on your period?"

"It's nobody's business what I wear!" I pleaded, still through the stall.

"It is if I tell them. Then it'll be everybody's business. What do you think the bosses will think? You think they might have a little different opinion of you if they knew you're wearing women's undies to work?"

"Are you gonna tell them?"

"Haven't decided yet."

"What do you want? Money?"

"Do I want money? No, that can get pretty nasty. I've got a better idea. You might even like it, considering what you're into. Stay late tonight. I'll come by your desk around 5:30 and I'll tell you how we can keep this our secret." With that he left the bathroom.

I felt sick to my stomach. This couldn't be happening! Shit! Shit! Shit! I'd been such an idiot to wear those earrings! What did he want?

I was a wreck the rest of the day. Two hours felt like two days. Right on the dot at 5:30, Steve came by my desk.

"Follow me," he said. He led me to a little-used storeroom off a side hall. We went in.

"Take your clothes off," he ordered.

"No way! I'm not going to get naked in here."

"Oh, I think you'll do whatever I say or that picture on my phone will mysteriously be e-mailed to everyone here. But I didn't mean all your clothes. Keep the girlie clothes on, by all means."

"Can't you just leave me alone?"

"Only if you do what I say."

I knew it was stupid to give in to blackmail, but like all blackmail victims, I gave in to the wish to delay the moment of truth for as long as possible. I began to strip, until I was standing in my camisole, panties, garter belt and stockings.

"Very pretty, John! Oh, this is better than I'd even guessed. What's the deal? I mean, I’ve seen your wife. She's so hot she'd make paint peel. Does she know you have a boyfriend?"

"Leave her out of this!" I pleaded.

"Well, if you are a faggot, you'll like this next part." He unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick. It was already hard, about 6 inches.

"Suck my dick, faggot! In fact, beg me to let you suck my dick!"

"Please, can I suck your dick?" I heard myself say, as if it were another person talking.

"First tell me how much you like to suck dick. Tell me what a faggot you are!"

"I'm a sissy faggot," I obeyed. "I love to suck a nice dick. Please let me suck your dick and swallow your cum!"

"I knew it! I knew you were a faggot the minute I saw those gold earrings! OK, faggot, suck me off! Show me what a good cocksucker you really are!"

As much as I hated being forced this way and despite the hateful tone of Steve's words, once I had his cock in my mouth, something took over. After all, it was a cock. And apparently my mouth was made for sucking cock, because once it was wrapped around man-meat, it was happy. I only wished Steve's cock were a little bigger and not attached to a jerk like him.

But it wasn't a bad cock. As much as I disliked Steve for doing this, I couldn't hold it against his cock. I mean, as long as you are going to suck a cock, you might as well do a good job. After all, I was in training. So maybe this was a good thing. More practice, more different kinds of cocks. If you're practicing football, you don't have to like the quarterback. You just have to catch the ball. Every rep helps perfect your technique. Hell, even bad throws are good practice. In the game, every ball won't be a perfect spiral.

So I decided I'd give him the best blow job I could. Besides, I thought maybe there was something else going on here. I mean, here's Steve getting his cock sucked by a guy. What normal heterosexual guy forces another guy to suck his cock? Maybe Steve had some homosexual urges? Was he excited by the idea of sex with another guy?

I knelt on my clothes so I wouldn't ruin my pretty stockings and I went to work on his blackmailing cock. Maybe I'd show him how good sex from another man could be!

"That's it, faggot, suck a real man's cock! You wish you were a girl, so show me what a good girl you can be." He was trying to sound rough and mean, but what he was saying was what I was saying to myself. In fact, the strain in his voice betrayed his growing excitement, as his penis was hard and throbbing.

Steve fell mute as his arousal grew. He forgot to abuse me as the pleasure my mouth was giving him took over.

"Jesus!" was the single word he gritted out. It had an air of surprise that could be high praise. 'Jesus, you really know how to suck a cock!' was what I heard. ‘Jesus, I can't believe how much this is turning me on!' was another interpretation. My own cockette was hard in my panties!

I felt as if I had turned the tables. He had thought he was dominating me, but now he was in my power. 'Give it to me. Give me your cum,' I thought to myself. I sucked him harder and faster. I wet his dick liberally and began to stroke his shaft with my hand.

"Christ!" he gasped. I felt his orgasm nearing and I slowed down to torture him, to bring him to the edge. I took my mouth off his cock and continued to stroke him with my slick hand.

"You like being sucked off by a guy, don't you, Steve! Beg me! Beg me to suck you off!"

"Fuck you!"

"Not yet, Steve," I taunted. "First I want you to ask me to suck you off." I took his cockhead in my mouth gain and he gasped, but I only bobbed my head twice. I slowly ran my fingertips up and down his shaft, tickling the sensitive ridge down the underside.

"Say please!" I ordered.

"Please!" he gasped.

"Please what?"

"Please! Please ... suck ... me ... off! Please suck my cock!"

"I thought you'd never ask!" I replied and I took his steel-hard cock into my mouth. I fucked my mouth with his cock over and over, until I felt him freeze. 'Here it comes!' I thought.

And with a strangled cry he came in buckets. The way he shuddered I was afraid he was going to fall down. I held his cock halfway into my mouth, leaving room to capture his whole load. I felt his penis throb over and over.

"Jesus Christ!" he swore. I thought he had become awfully religious for a guy who was a blackmailer.

I gave myself a chance to roll his cum around in my mouth before I swallowed. It tasted a lot like Marty's had. 'Another guy who hasn't got any lately,' I thought.

"Christ, I needed that!" he admitted impulsively. "My old lady is such a bitch that I can hardly get it up for her anymore!"

'You had no trouble getting it up for a guy in panties,' I thought.

"You liked that, eh?" I asked.

"God, I knew you were a faggot!" he repeated. "You suck cock like a $100 whore! You must really like it."

"You figured me out!" I told him. "If I'd known how much you like to be sucked off by guys, I'd have done it long ago! You didn't have to blackmail me just to get a blow job! Just ask!"

"Fuck you, faggot! I ain't no queer! I just needed to put you in your place! I'm not the one dressed in my old lady's panties!"

"Oh, they’re my panties. I'm just saying, any time you want a repeat, I'm game. And if you really meant that 'Fuck you!' I'll bring some lube next time!"

Steve looked at me like I'd grown a third eye.

"What a pervert!" he muttered. "I guess you can't really tell who's queer these days. I'd never figured you for a homo until you wore those earrings." He stuffed his cock into his pants and stumbled out of the room as if he couldn't get away from me fast enough.

I quickly dressed, knowing that Tonya'd be wondering where the hell I was. I was feeling pretty pleased with myself. I'd shone up a bully and I had a story to tell Tonya. And I had another notch in my belt and a wad of cum warming my belly.

When I got home I quickly told Tonya what had happened. She was proud of me, as I'd guessed she might be.

"I told you those earrings would get you in trouble!" she said.

"I think I'll wear some hoops tomorrow!" I replied.

"I'll make us some sandwiches for dinner. You get dressed and put on your make-up."

I quickly doffed my work clothes and sat in front of Tonya's make-up mirror and put on my make-up. It did take a lot of time, I thought. But if I dressed as a girl all the time, I wouldn't have to go through this changeover twice a day. I did choose some big hoop earrings after I'd done my make-up. It was still too soon after my piercing, but I thought there were pretty light because the wire was thin. I'd never be able to wear these to work, but maybe some small loops might pass as just a little daring for a guy.

"You look nice!" Tonya congratulated me. "Let's see your walk now." I had on medium heels and I showed off my walk. "Brian," Tonya directed, "pull out a chair for the lady! It's time to eat."

During dinner I concentrated on my female mannerisms. It was getting easier, as I’d felt myself clicking into "Janine-mode" as I was putting on my dress and make-up.

"Brian, I'm afraid Janine's already has her cock-sucking practice today. Maybe she'd like to practice her dance steps. Would you be willing to help with that?"

"Couldn't she use some extra cocksucking practice? It would be like two-a-days in football practice," Brian joked.

"Maybe if you helped her with her dance steps, that could be your reward!" Tonya suggested. But she winked at me, noting that the suggestion came from Brian this time. He was accepting me as a girl! I felt a shiver go down my spine!

Brian moved some furniture out of the way to make a dance floor. Tonya sat off to the side, one hand on her pregnant belly. I saw Brian eying her with a proud look. She was having his baby!

The dance practice had mixed results. Brian wasn't nearly as good a dancer as Burke, so we didn't exactly glide across the floor. But I was getting more and more comfortable with letting the man lead. Finally Tonya declared that we'd practiced enough Brian could claim his reward. He couldn't get his sweatpants down fast enough.

"Come stand in front of me," Tonya asked. "I want to watch Janine's technique close up. Janine, on your knees, just like you did with what's-his-name."

"Steve."

"Right. Put a pillow down to protect your knees, babe. And show us just how you sucked Steve off."

While I recreated the scene, Tonya pulled her top up, exposing the barely detectable baby-bump. Something about that made my cock instantly hard. And here I had the cock who made her that way in my mouth! When Tonya shoved her hand into her panties and began to stroke her pussy, my cock tried to burst out of my panties.

"God, that's hot, Janine! I love watching your lips, with that bright red lipstick, wrapped around my boyfriend's cock! My girl and my guy! And here's my baby!" she said, patting her tummy.

"Christen my belly, Janine! Bless my pregnancy with Brian's cum on my belly! That's his baby in there!"

I groaned with arousal at Tonya's suggestion. Brian, for his part, seemed simply lost in the pleasure I was giving him with my mouth.

Tonya was a libertine sight. She stroked her pregnant bump with one hand while she masturbated with the other.

As always, the fact that I was actively participating in my own humiliation only deepened my lust. As my dwindling male ego acknowledged mentally that I was abasing myself, my head bobbed all the more happily on Brian's boner. Brian's jerks and halting breathing signaled the approach of his crisis. As I felt his cock swell past the point of no return, I awkwardly twisted his penis away from my mouth and pointed it at the target of Tonya's pregnant belly.

Brian gave an abortive protest at losing the embrace of my mouth, but a split-second later he was spewing his seed onto Tonya's tummy, while I energetically fringed him with my hand. Tonya smiled as she watched the white gouts paint stripes across her skin. She basked in the lurid glow of the debauched tableau she had orchestrated.

"Lick Brian clean, Janine," she commanded, "then get your little girlie-cock out! Hurry!" I licked Brian's pee slit, squeezing out the last few drops of cum. I quickly pulled up my dress and dropped my panties, exposing the erection Tonya'd known I would have.

"Rub your cock in Brian's cum. Rub yourself against my pregnant belly and tell me how glad you are that I'm going to be big with Brian's child, not yours. Fuck yourself against my swelling belly! Bathe your cock in Brian's cum!"

I trembled as I obeyed Tonya's obscene instructions. I delighted at her depraved imagination as I watched my stiff penis dip into Brian's still-warm cum and I shuddered to feel my cock sliding through his goo. I groaned with excruciating pleasure as the sensitive underside of my cock glided across the smooth skin of Tonya's tummy, lubricated by her lover's sperm.

My brain was on overload. I humped frantically as the slippery semen-skin combination felt so good.

"Oh God!" I cried. "Yes, yes, I'm so glad to see you growing Brian's baby! He's the man you deserve! The words lashed at my brain like whips of fire, making my lust all the more desperate.

"Your belly is beautiful and sexy with Brian's baby! I'm proud of you, to have claimed a man like Brian, to carry his baby! I'm not worthy to even jerk off on your belly, much less give you a child! I'm a sissy-girl, not a man!"

"Oh, baby," Tonya cooed. "You're right that you don't deserve to give me a baby. But I do want you to jerk off on my pregnant belly. I love that you are becoming my sissy-girl! Use the evidence of your defeat as a man to excite yourself!" She covered her hand with Brian's cum and clasped my cock against her belly, making a cum-soaked pseudo-cunt for me to fuck. I almost fainted with joy.

"Rut, baby! Fuck yourself in my boyfriend's cum! Hump my pregnant belly and spurt your useless seed, that will never make a baby!"

I was oblivious to her insults: I only cared about the delicious sensation of my cock sliding through Brian's slippery cum and the wonderful pressure of Tonya's cum-slick palm against my twig.

"I'm unworthy!" I cried.

"Yes, you are," Tonya affirmed quietly and lifted her hand away maddeningly.

"Aarrgghh!" I strangled out at my ruined orgasm. My cock swelled, throbbed, and spit out a weak stream of milky juice. I thrust desperately against Tonya's belly, trying to get the friction my cock had been robbed of.

'Good girl!" Tonya murmured, pressing my cock belatedly against her cum-smeared belly. "Good girl," she repeated.

Robbed of the manic strength of my lust, the strain of my awkward position started to tell on me. Tonya let go of my cock.

"Kiss my belly, Janine. Make love to my pregnant, cum-smeared belly. Kiss the cum, yours and Brian's. Kiss my pregnant belly. Lick up the cum. Lick it off my belly. Lick it off my hand. Lovingly."

I bent to her command. I dipped my lips in the sticky, drying cum. It came away in long strings. I kissed and kissed her belly, feeling its growing shape. I kissed it and kissed it, imagining Tonya’s and Brian's baby inside.

'She's so far above me that I can only worship her.' I began to suck and lick the slimy cum off her beautiful skin. She held out her hand to me, and it put me in mind of how people hold their hand out for an unfamiliar dog to sniff. 'That's about right,' I thought, as I licked cum off her hand. 'I'm her pet, and barely worthy of that.' I felt humble. I should feel lucky that I was even allowed to humiliate myself before her. It was a gift to even be allowed to lick Brian's cum off her. I was happy that she let me do it.

"Thank you," I said, and she smiled down at me and I think she knew why I was thanking her.

"You are my girl," she said lazily. While I licked her belly, she continued to rub herself. My licking added to her arousal, as much as she enjoyed humiliating me. As I licked lower on her stomach, I could smell her pussy juice. Then I felt her bucking up into me and the shudders of her orgasm went through her. She pulled her hand out of her pants and pushed her fingers toward me, to lick the fragrant secretions off her hand.

I had a sudden desire to put on the gaff and I went to my room and donned it. I wanted my cock and balls out of my way. I wanted to be her girl.

"What's the matter, baby?"

"I wish I didn't have a cock! I can't be a decent man or a decent girl! I'm nothing!"

"Don't say that, baby! I don't hate your cock! It's cute. I want you to keep it!"

"Why? It's not good for anything!"

"That's not true! Now, it's not enough of a cock to make you a man, but it won't keep you from being a girl if you want to be! It'll make you a very special girl!"

Tonya took my hand and made me sit down beside her.

"There's men who would rather have you than 10 'regular' girls. They want a girl with a cute little cock like yours." She hugged me to her. "And I want you to have a cock too."

"You do? What for?"

"Well, baby, how else would I control you? That little cock gives me a lot of control over you, doesn't it? When that little thing gets stiff, your will power goes right out the window! How else can I get you to do all the things I do? I love to play with that little thing. It keeps things interesting."

Tonya was telling me, "Keep your cock and I'll use it to manipulate and humiliate you."

"Well, at least if I wear the gaff, it won't get in the way."

"Wear it all you want, darling! Maybe we'll get you one of those chastity cages like Bobbie wears. But are you saying you want to be a girl all the time? Do you want boobies, to get implants?"

"Well, I'd be a hell of a lot better girl with breasts. They're sort of part of the deal." Even as I said it, the radicalness of that made my stomach do a flip-flip.

"So you want surgery? Or hormones? Wow, I didn't think you'd be talking about that two weeks after we started feminizing you! Implants are a big step. I mean, you couldn't exactly keep going to work as Johnny with big tits!"

"Big tits," I heard her say, and a little thrill went through me. What would it be like to have big tits?

"I know, I know. It's just, well, last night I had this dream. I was making out and I had real tits! And they felt so fantastic! They were so sexy! I was sexy."

"Oh, tits are sexy, baby! They are!"

"I'll second that," Brian broke in.

"Well, a girl's are!" I pointed out. "I mean, my nipples are very erogenous, but in that dream, whoa, my breasts were fantastic! I mean, I could feel them hanging, feel their weight, and when Marty played with them...! Wow!"

"Marty! You had a dream about Marty?! Spill, girl!"

"Well, like I said, we were making out again, but I had real tits and Marty loved them! And then ... then he found out I had a cock and ... he was real surprised, but ... he still wanted me! In fact, in the dream he ... well, he fucked me!"

"In your real vagina that came with your real tits?" asked Brian.

"No, the other place. Where I really wish he would fuck me right now!"

"But I thought he wasn't that big," Brian reminded me.

"Well, in the dream he was more ... uh ... your size," I mumbled, blushing.

'Oh, so it was a good dream!" Brian laughed.

"Uh, yeah, it was," I said, blushing even harder.

"You do have good taste in cocks!" Tonya teased me.

"No, he tastes the good cocks!" Brian gibed.

The joking made us forget what we were talking about. Were we really seriously talking about my getting breast implants? Going on hormones? Living full-time as a girl? I shook my head. How had we gotten there so fast? I'd barely been out in public as a girl and we were talking about changing genders for good?

But on the other hand, now I felt as if I were sitting on the fence—and that is not a comfortable position. I could dress as a girl, but without breasts, I couldn't really be a girl. Did I want to be a girl? Or did I just want men to want me like a girl? It was all very confusing.

Later, Tonya had me set up the fucking machine and set it at a very slow setting, "just to keep eroticizing your boy-pussy." It was slow enough that we could still talk.

"Baby, I think that dream is very significant. You're starting to think of yourself as a girl, even in your subconscious! And who does a girl want to have sex with? Men! I love it! I love the idea of my Johnny being a girl! Being my girlfriend! And I think you like that idea too!"

She put me to bed with my gaff strapped on, in my sexiest, girliest nightie.

"Good night, my girl! More sweet dreams!"

I drifted off into a warm, happy sleep. Tonya loved me, even if I became a girl!


-Day 88 Tuesday-

The next day I talked Tonya into letting me borrow some very small gold loops for my ears. I didn't tell her, but I also used a little eyeliner and a touch of mascara, just enough to lengthen my lashes a little. I wanted to feel like a girl, even if no one else would know. I thought if I slipped things in a little bit at a time, no one would know and they'd get used to it without realizing it. I did feel excited to be a little more feminine, which was exciting. I did get a little more ribbing about the new earrings, but not as much as the day before.

When I saw Steve the next day, I blew him a kiss and he turned away and ignored me! I guess I was good enough to blow him, but he didn't want to be associated with the office fairy. He was scared of me now!

I'd forgotten completely, with everything else that had happened, that today was the day when Tonya was getting the mysterious package that they'd gone to Natalie's studio about. Tonya was beside herself when I got home. She told me she'd stopped by the studio and that I'd find out what the surprise was after dinner. She told me to change and get made up. Since it took me so long to accomplish my transformation, she'd asked Brian to pick up a pizza and salad on his way home.

After we finished eating, Tonya was about to burst with anticipation. She placed in front of me a silver box about the size of a shoe box, tied up in gold ribbon with a bow.

"Open it! Open it!" Tonya gushed, like a kid on Christmas morning. I pulled off the ribbon and opened the lid. I lifted off the tissue paper to reveal two dildos, realistically colored, both good-sized, one distinctly larger than the other.

"Do they look familiar?" Tonya asked, bursting with excitement. I looked at them. They were both nice, well-formed penises, very realistic, with veins and ridges, very lifelike.

"Have we used them before?" I asked.

"In a manner of speaking—not these dildos, but the real things, we both have."

"Huh?"

"They're Brian and Mitch!" Tonya exploded. "They're exact models, cast from life on Sunday! So you can suck and fuck Brian and Mitch whenever you want now! They're fitted so you can mount them on the fucking machine."

Tonya gestured toward Brian.

"Show her! Show her that it's an exact copy.

"That's why we had to have you get them excited that afternoon. They needed to be nice and horned up to keep a hard-on when their tools get stuck in that mold stuff!"

"And that shit gets hot as it sets!" Brian complained.

"Here, Janine, get him hard so we can really compare," Tonya suggested.

I fell to my knees and began to suck Brian to life, as easily as if I had been asked to pass the salt. God, his cock felt good in my mouth! Here I'd just sucked him off less than 24 hours ago, but I already missed it. It seemed strange to think that there was a time, not long ago, when I didn't want to!

"OK, that's good," Tonya said. She held the dildo next to Brian's penis. The color was a little off, but otherwise they were as alike as peas in a pod: the same size and shape, down to the last vein, ridge, and bump.

"Try it out, baby," Tonya urged me. Having just taken my mouth off the real thing, I could vouch that this one was the same fit. I ran my lips down the shaft and pressed my tongue against the underside. I could feel the sensitive ridge. I pulled back and let my lips glide over the rim of the glans and I teased the pee slit with the tip of my tongue. It felt good. Not as good as a real penis, but good. I gave into the impulse to continue to suck it, to appreciate its faithfulness to the original.

"She likes it!" Tonya declared. She kissed Brian's cock and began to mimic my worship of the silicone organ. "Mmmm" she vocalized. I took my cue and followed along with what she was doing. But after a minute I was eager to compare this dildo with its brother.

I pulled the Mitch dildo from the box and began to fellate it. I noticed again how much small difference in length and width were magnified in how a cock felt in my mouth. The Mitch dildo filled my mouth: it felt as if it were twice as big.

"Mmm, mmm!" I moaned around my new toy.

"Oh, don't brag!" Tonya protested, running her hand up and down Brian's spit-slick cock. ”So your boyfriend's got a monster cock! My boyfriend's cock is just as nice!" She took Brian's prick deep into her mouth to punctuate her point.

'My boyfriend,' I thought, and I turned back to the dildo and began to suck it more lovingly.

"That's it, baby," Tonya praised me. "Worship that big, beautiful cock!"

'Worship,' I thought. I was making cocks the center of my world. Everything else had become secondary to that, even my gender!

"Why don’t you try your new toys out with the fucking machine, Janine?" Tonya suggested. "Brian and I are going to ... ahem ... 'retire' to our bedroom.” I could smell her arousal. She bent to whisper in my ear.

"It makes me so horny to see you suck those cocks! You're so ... devoted!" She held a wet finger under my nose. It was redolent with the fragrance of her pussy juices. "Brian won't know what hit him!"

In a daze I shambled toward my bedroom. My ass itched with the promise of entertaining these two "gentlemen." I attached Brian's cock to the shaft of the machine. It looked gorgeous, sticking out erect and proud. I savored the prickles of anticipation. My hands snaked up under the edge of my bra to tweak my nipples. I murmured with pleasure at the sensation.

In my rush to prepare for Tonya's surprise, I had not taken time to "douche," as we had begun to call it, so I did it now. I removed my clothes except for my bra, garter belt, and stockings. I ran the water to warm it, then prepared an enema solution. The enema bag now had a permanent spot where it hung in my bathroom. Tonya had decorated it with stickers of flowers, a heart, and a lipstick imprint.

I liked the idea of calling it my “douche." I was just "freshening up" my "pussy," after all. I enjoyed the warm rush of water entering me, relaxing my muscles and starting the tingling that could only be satisfied one way.

After the enema I lay on the bed and probed my anus with my lubed fingers.

"You want this pussy?" I asked the dildo. "This pussy wants you! Your brother? God no, he's too big for this tight little ass! You're perfect though, just right." I began to grease up the dildo. It felt nice and solid in my hand. I spread the lube over the shaft and grasped it, enjoying the sensation of my skin gliding over it.

I took my greasy hand and spread it around my impatient hole. I grabbed a towel and got up on all fours. Shinnying back, I was poised with the head at my puckered entrance.

"Be gentle at first, please!" I pleaded to the unhearing dildo. I twisted the remote control and blew out a breath as I felt the dildo press into my anus.

"Oh, yeah!" I said, recalling the delights Brian's cock had provided me on previous occasions. It felt good this time as well. I exulted when I felt the head break through my sphincter's resistance and find its rightful place in my rectum. For a second I forgot this was a dildo and I wished fervently for the man on the other end to take the most possible pleasure from me!

With that thought I set the machine to begin to slowly stroke in and out of me. The machine had the ability to program a whole sequence of actions, to be the most lifelike. A constant pace would eventually numb the receiver, so the machine incorporated the rhythms of actual intercourse. It stars slow and gets faster and more jerky as it goes on.

"Oh, yeah!" I vocalized. "God, your cock feels so good! Oh, yes, fuck me!"

I could look beneath me and see my little cock and balls hanging down. My cock was hard and a clear drop of pre-cum hung from the tip. Behind that was the body of the fucking machine. I wished right then that it were a man's knees instead, and wished I could feel his body pressing against my ass, that I was in the power of a big, strong man!

At first I angled my body to ease the dildo's entry as much as possible. But as I felt my sphincters loosen, I began to rock and hump to get more prostate stimulation. I began to fuck back into the machine, to get the deepest penetration I could.

"Oh, Brian," I said to my imaginary lover, "your cock is so nice in my cunt!" As the machine gradually speeded up and shortened its strokes according to its program, I couldn't help the feeling that my "partner" was getting more aroused! It felt just like a person nearing orgasm. I backed onto the phallus, as if I could drive "him" over the edge. My own penis was swollen, dripping pre-cum steadily, but my own release was not to be.

True to its programming, the fucking machine's thrusts rose to a crescendo, drove forward, and then froze there. After an appropriate hiatus, the dildo slowly withdrew completely and stopped. My gaping anus twitched in search of something to grasp, to hold, to be filled with and completed by.

I shifted off the bed, knowing for certain what the cure was for this malaise. Apologetically I disconnect the Brian-cock from the apparatus and took his brother in hand. For a moment held both of them side by side. Both were handsome representatives of the male of the species, but Mitch was massive. My ass didn't know whether to lust after it or quail in fear. But my brain and my cock were sure: "More!"

With some trepidation I attached the Mitch-cock to the fucking machine. I scooped up a big glob of lube and applied it. The very wrapping of my fingers around it reminded me of how much bigger it was and I felt a twinge tighten my anus.

"Get ready, because this mother is coming!" I said to my shrinking pucker. I clicked through the options on the control panel and found "Sloppy Seconds." Perfect. This program would assume that the receiver was already primed for a hard fuck, having been warmed up by a previous encounter.

I placed myself in the supplicant position and hit the remote. Immediately the dildo slammed into my ass, taking me balls-deep on the first thrust.

"Oh, shit!" I exclaimed in alarm. I felt a shot of pain as my sphincters were stretched far wider than they had been before. "Gentle!" I begged pointlessly, as the fucking machine neither heard nor cared. '...and probably neither would Mitch!' I thought to myself. The cock began fucking me with long, hard thrusts of medium pace.

I was thankful to find that despite Mitch's girth, my ass did accommodate to his size fairly quickly.

"I hope he doesn't ruin me," I thought. "There aren't enough of his size around: you can't get used to that!"

But there was something special about being fucked by a cock that big! It was as if opening myself that wide took me to a new level of surrender. I didn't try to fuck myself: I just tried to open myself up to it and be helpless. Although I felt it rake my prostate on every stroke, it was if I were beyond orgasm. My cock was painfully hard, but I was not straining after a climax. Just being fucked that way was enough. I floated along on a cloud of pheromones. My whole body felt warm and sizzling with energy. Time seemed irrelevant, as if I could stay like this forever, to be fucked and fucked and fucked.

The machine was speeding up according to its program, but it meant nothing to me. I was passive, accepting, the perfect receptacle. Mitch was fucking me for his orgasm, but I was content just to be fucked. As the machine quickened its pace and fucked me more furiously, I was just feeling warmer and higher and more relaxed. My emotion was helplessness. I was conquered.

I murmured, "Fuck me, big boy," quietly to myself, not urging him onward for the Big One, but just loving fulfilling my role as the fuckee. I loved it and found it deeply satisfying.

Finally the dildo slammed into me and stopped. I quietly savored the beautiful fullness, the openness, the surrender. I floated on Cloud 9. I felt the cock withdraw, but I did not feel abandoned. My ass was empty, but not bereft. I savored the gaping, opened up, helpless feeling. I had been well used and I reveled in it. I thought blasphemously of people who talk about being happy to be God's instrument. I was happy to be the instrument for a man's sexual pleasure.

My cock was erect but not straining for orgasm. I had a swollen, congested feeling in my whole pelvis. But I didn't need an orgasm to relieve that. The phrase "used and abused" went through my mind.

I slumped on my side. I reached down to my poor ass and was startled by how my anus gaped open. I could slip two fingers in almost without touching the sides. I tried to clamp down on my fingers, but my sphincters hardly responded. But it felt good to have something in there, so I gently finger-fucked myself, reveling in how I'd let go, how yielding I could be for a man.

"That looks so cute!" Tonya broke in. She stood in my doorway, one hand clamped to her pussy, no doubt stanching the flow of semen that had been injected into her. She looked cute too, her beauty incongruous with the lewd way she clutched her pudendum.

"Looks like you enjoyed your new toys!" It was an effort to even summon the energy to speak. I was "fucked out," despite the fact that I hadn't even come.

"Oh yeah," I drawled out in an exhausted voice. "They're ... wonderful...."

"Wow, you really did a number on yourself, didn't you?" she mused.

"What's wrong with me, Tonya? I am a boy, but I love to be fucked! I am in heaven with a big cock, or even a big dildo up my butt!"

"There's nothing wrong with you!" Tonya answered brightly. "And you're not a boy! You may not be a girl completely either, but more a girl than a man! Don't be ashamed of it, Janine! Be glad that you found what makes you happy. Look, if you were meant to be a man, why would Nature make it feel so good to get fucked in the ass? Why would a cock in your mouth make your heart sing? Why would my pussy full of another man's cum turn you on as much as anything?"

She knelt on the bed and scooted toward me

"And speaking of pussies filled with cum…"

I rolled onto my back and felt my spirit rise in expectation of my favorite thing.

"Get ready!" Tonya warned, and I open my mouth like a baby bird. I kept my eyes open to relish the sight that always aroused me: my wife's pussy obviously well-fucked by another man. Tonya pulled her hand away and I gazed at the beautiful vision of her reddened, swollen vulva and her vagina gaping wide.

I only had a second to revel in the aroma of pure sexual arousal before a glob of Brian's jism globbed onto my tongue. Tonya clearly contracted her muscles and squeezed another glob out. My brain was inflamed by the perversity of Tonya seducing Brian's seed out of him, only to cavalierly expel it minutes later. It was as if Tonya were going behind his back and cheating him of his conquest. At the same time the lewdness of me being "fed" from her vagina almost made me delirious.

I craned my neck up to look at her sopping vagina. The heat of her labia, the smell of cunt and cum, the gooey slipperiness of my mouth and her pussy made me insane with lust! I sucked and licked like a starving man.

"That's it, baby! You love my fucked cunt! You were willing to give up my body, my bed, your baby, all to have this! Isn't it wonderful? God, I love you graveling between my thighs!" she swore, holding my face hard to her cunt.

When I'd had my fill, Tonya released to me and sat on my bed.

"Looks like Mitch's cock needs a little attention, Janine. Cleanliness is next to godliness, remember?"

I sealed my lips to the greasy cock and ran my mouth up and down on it.

"Magnificent, isn't it?" Tonya said. "Don't tell Brian, but I've thought about his brother's cock since Sunday. Nothing against Brian: he just gave me a good fuck! But Mitch, that's like an out-of-body experience!" I nodded my agreement.

"Come here, Janine," Tonya told me. I sat beside her and she hugged me to our side. "I want you to stop worrying about what you are. You need to give up this idea that you were 'supposed to' be a man, with a cock that was 'supposed to' satisfy your wife, and she was 'supposed to' fuck only you and bear only your children. And you need to get over the idea that you were not 'supposed to' wear women's clothing, and you're not 'supposed to' suck cock and you were not 'supposed to' love getting fucked up the ass. You even need to give up the idea that if you wear women's clothes and fuck men then you're supposed to have tits and you're not 'supposed to' have a cock and balls. Those ideas are all based on believing there's only one kind of man and one kind of woman, and you're either that or you're a failure or a pervert.

"But maybe there's all different kinds of men and women. I mean, everybody realizes that there's gay men and lesbian women. And even among gays, there's macho men and effeminate men. There's tops and bottoms. And among lesbians there's dykes and lipstick lesbians.

"Now couldn't there be men who like to dress as a woman and get fucked in the ass, but who want to keep their little penis to play with? And aren't there men who love tranny women and love that they have their cute little girlie cocks? Who wouldn't have it any other way? Men who have no sexual interest in masculine-looking men at all, but are terribly turned on by a girl with 'something extra'?"

Tonya took my face in her hands.

"Isn't it wonderful that those people are made for each other? That in this crazy world they fight through all the rules and the stereotypes and the put-downs and they find each other? And make each other happy?"

Tonya's speech did make it sound kind of profound, almost heroic.

"Janine, you make me happy. It makes me so happy knowing you are in here, getting fucked. And knowing that you know that at that very moment Brian is claiming my married pussy, that makes me so much happier than if it were just Brian and me, or if I were sneaking around behind your back. It makes me so happy every time I look at my belly and remember that you were there when Brian got me pregnant, that you even asked him to do it, that you put his cock in my cunt, that you chose to step aside and let another man seed my womb—that you have that much love for me!"

"So I want you to be happy too. I want to help you find a man who will love you for you and who will want nothing better than to feel your ass hugging his cock and to fill your bowels with his cum!"

Tonya gestured to the dildos.

"So part of your training is to get over any reluctance to admit that you love cocks. I want you to worship these dildos and worship the real cocks they stand in for. I want you to dream about cocks, pray to cocks, write love letters to cocks, sing love songs about cocks. Tell these cocks what you feel when they're in you, how your mouth and rectum long for them, how incomplete you feel without them."

Tonya took the Mitch-dildo off the shaft and pressed it against my cheek.

"Go to sleep hugging this penis to your face. Snuggle up to it. And when the feeling strikes you, give it a little suck."

I followed her instruction and just took the head halfway between my lips and gave it a gentile suck. Even that tender gesture sent a thrill to my groin. I felt like a baby soothed by his pacifier.

"That's it, baby! Doesn't that feel nice? You've got a big manly cock to make you feel safe and warm. And if you love it with all your heart, one day a man attached to a cock like that won't just want to fuck you. He'll love you and want to make you his girl!"

Her words struck something deep and scary in me. I didn't just want to be fucked. I wanted to be desired. Prized. To ... belong ... to a man?

I had been fucked by men, but only Burke and Brian had kissed me, and neither had really hugged or cuddled with me. But in my feminine finery I could imagine myself melting into the embrace of a big strong man, letting his strong arms surround me, making me feel small and helpless, but protected. I hugged the heavy dildo to my face and smiled.

Tonya leaned down and gave me a light kiss on the forehead.

"That's my baby," she cooed, and let herself out of the room.

I cradled the dildo against me, and, as Tonya had anticipated, every once in a while the impulse came over me that I just had to feel it in my mouth. I would kiss it and suck gently on it, maybe take the whole cockhead in my mouth just to feel its size, and then go back to cradling it. I thought of the word "pacifier" and felt both excited and soothed by the contact. In my mind I thanked Tonya for my new lovers.


-Day 89 Wednesday-

The next morning, Tonya met me in the kitchen as I was making coffee.

"Do you feel the hunger, Johnny? The hunger for cock? Are you addicted yet? Are you thinking, 'Where will I get my cock-fix today?' Do you want to start out with a little suck of Brian's penis? Or are you going to hit up Steve at work today? Or another one of your coworkers?"

Her teasing planted a seed in my head. Brian was already dressing, but I went into the bedroom. He hadn't buckled his belt yet.

"Um, could I...," I stammered, distinctly embarrassed, "um, suck your penis a little bit? Just for a minute?"

"Oh, God!" he exclaimed. "You really are so queer! Morning and night, eh? Well, OK. Have at it!" He lowered his pants and briefs. His cock was soft, He had showered, so it no longer smelled of Tonya's pussy or his cum. I realized I was a little disappointed. But my nerves were buzzing with excitement to be holding a cock again! I planted a kiss on the head, and gently I slipped the knob in my mouth. It sent electricity through me! This penis was warm and alive and attached to a real man!

"I guess I could get used to this!" Brian joked.

As much as I was enjoying myself, I knew he needed to get ready for work and I was chary about pressing my luck too far. I licked around the head and gave it another kiss and rocked back on my haunches.

"Oh, eat and run!" Brian gibed as he stuffed his now half-hard cock back into his briefs. I smiled to think that he'd leak some pre-cum into his shorts—because of me!

"You've ... you've got to get to work," I said weakly.

"Damn!" he replied.

I'd gotten a little "cock fix," but it didn't assuage the hunger Tonya had accused me of. At work I found myself eying my male coworkers. Which of them had nice big cocks? Would I be willing to risk another illicit encounter like the one I had had with Steve? Would I lower myself to that? Did I need cock that badly now?

That night we had an appointment with Natalie and Burke.

"How did he like his new toys?" Natalie asked. I noticed the pronouns, but since we'd come straight from work and I was still dressed as a man, I supposed it was appropriate.

"He loved them!" Tonya answered. It felt a little condescending to talk about me as if I weren't there, like two mothers talking about what their children did at the playground. But I was getting pretty used to being in the subservient position. Maybe it would help me get into my feminine role.

"Let me check your pussy, Janine," Natalie abruptly changed gears. Awkwardly I dropped my pants and panties and looked to her for further instruction.

"Well, bend over!" Natalie admonished. "Spread your cheeks for me! I have to be able to see it! Honestly, these boys can be pretty dense sometimes," she added in an impatient tone. Before I could get over being ordered about like that, I felt two greasy fingers force my anal ring. She buried her fingers to the knuckles and then sawed in and out of me, testing the tightness of my hole.

"Oh, yes! I can feel that he enjoyed the Mitch dildo last night." She continued to finger-fuck me unapologetically. "Oh, her pussy is coming along nicely." She deigned to address me. "Your practice is paying off. Men will find your ass welcoming, but nice and snug. And you'll be able to enjoy even a fairly large penis up your butt!"

"Get a cup, will you, Tonya? We might as well milk him while we're at it." She began pressing quite hard and roughly on my prostate and I felt almost as if I were being raped. I gave a few grunts of discomfort.

"Oh, don't be such a baby!" Natalie chided. I hadn't seen this side of her. "You'll feel so much better rid of your nasty juice, but we have a lot to do tonight, so we don't have time to coax it out of you!" I really was being milked like a cow!

"It's not running out of him like it should," Natalie judged. "He's still trying to hold onto it. He wants to enjoy that satisfying ejaculation. He's got to be trained to let go as soon as you start pressing on his prostate. You need to milk him every day, maybe twice a day, until his body understands what it needs to do. You need to make it a conditioned response, for the muscles to give up and give in as soon as they feel that pressure.

"A well-milked boy stops looking to his little penis for his pleasure. We want Janine to get all her pleasure from her man's cock. We want her to hunger for a cock in her ass and, secondarily, in her mouth. Keeping her drained will help her keep her focus.

”It's a little-understood fact that milking your cuckold will actually keep him hornier. Even though he's drained, he'll be hornier than ever. Because it is not the build-up of cum that gets them horny: it's how long it's been since they got to spurt. If you keep them drained, even if they do shoot, it won't be very satisfying: it'll be a pathetic little squirt. You want your cuckold to be so horny that he'll do anything that even hints of sex."

She held up the cup.

"Well, at least you're not letting him spurt too much. He had a good amount of cum stored up. But we want him to drip it, not shoot it! Shooting is for men, not sissies!"

Natalie got me into a dressing gown and supervised me while I applied my make-up. She was complimentary of my efforts in that direction more than of the milking practice. Then she helped me pick out a new outfit, which apparently I was buying and taking home, as Tonya handed Burke my credit card.

Burke and I practiced dancing and I felt a little less awkward. In fact, I was thinking back to my reveries last night, about what it would feel like to be held and protected by a man. I found my dancing improving as I focused on feeling Burke's muscular bulk and letting myself be led and almost cradled by his masculine presence.

"That’s it, that's the way," he complimented me, as he felt the change. Even though he could not know what was going through my mind, he could feel me relax and go with him.

"We have a surprise for you," Burke intimated as the music ended. He led me into a room appointed as a parlor or boudoir, where there sat a handsome blond man.

"Janine, meet Hans," Burke introduced us. "Part of your training will help you be skilled with different ... er ... situations. You see, Hans is uncircumcised. You should learn how sucking of an uncut man is different from a circumcised one.

"But we don't want to rush you. Another man will also kiss differently and make out differently. Hans has agreed to help us. So go ahead and join him on the couch and let your desires guide you."

It felt awkward to just start making out with a complete stranger like that, but I figured that was what we were here for. I tried to carry over the feeling I had had from the dance session, except here I could not just be passive. But I could focus on his masculine power and let myself be drawn to that.

He was really a very handsome man, and quite fit. I let myself drink in his good looks and I found my hand reaching out to stroke his cheek, as if I could not be sure that his fashion model good looks were real. He smiled and I scooted over to press my hip to his. I scrunched myself into his side, so that his head loomed over mine and I turned my face up to his, offering him my mouth. In one movement his lips took mine. I felt his mouth slide over my lipstick and I opened my lips to admit his tongue. He smelled good, a clean, masculine scent. He reached an arm around my shoulders and drew my body toward his. I felt his strength.

I no longer felt self-conscious about kissing a man. I was Janine and I just enjoyed the excitement of our lips playing over each other and our tongues tickling each other's. It felt as if I were back in high school, discovering the joy of making out for the first time again.

I assumed that Hans was aware that he was kissing a transvestite, so I didn't protest when he began to maul my "breasts." It was more exciting to me than I expected. Although I could only feel vague pressure against my nipples and chest, the very fact that he was treating me as if I were a woman was psychologically intoxicating. Even though I had just been milked, I was getting a hard-on in my imprisoned cock. So Natalie was right: I could be very horny despite having no cum left in me.

Hans' attention to my chest made me flash on the idea of surgery again. If only it weren't so permanent! The idea of actually having a "rack," of Hans bending down to suckle at my breasts was startlingly exciting! The very thought of that weight, that shape protruding from my torso, the sensations that would course from my chest to my groin set off fireworks in my brain! I groaned at the image and my cock struggled against my gaff.

As excited by my own imagination as by Hans, I reached for his crotch and felt for his turgid manhood. The lump I felt through his pants bespoke both his enjoyment of our petting and a substantial mouthful in store for me. My moan into his open mouth expressed my approval of his endowment and the compliment his arousal paid me.

"Oh Hans," I said breathlessly, "I can hardly wait to see what you have for me, you naughty boy!" I stroked the length of the organ that strained against his zipper. Coyly I told him, "I don't have much experience with an ... intact foreskin. So you'll have to tell me if I'm being too rough or too gentle, or you don't like what I'm doing."

"I've never been circumcised, so I can't speak for what those men like," he said with a slight German accent. Second generation, I guessed, born here. "But I imagine there's not that much difference. As long as it's in a girl's mouth, it usually feels pretty good!"

I appreciated his vote of confidence, by referring to mine as a "girl's mouth."

"But I want to make it so good for you," I said. As soon as I heard it, I knew that was the right thing to say. That's what a woman would say: "I want to make you feel good," not, "I just can't wait to suck your big cock!"

"And I want you to make it good for me too!" Hans replied, as he began to unbuckle his belt. I pushed his hands away.

"Let me do that," I said sweetly. "You just let Janine take care of you." Not, "Hurry up and give me that meat!" but, "Let me please you." I watched my hands unsnap his waistband and grasp the pull of his zipper, fascinated by how the long pink fingernail transformed my hands into a woman's.

I pulled down only his pants, leaving his impressive organ trapped, but clearly outlined against his gray boxer briefs. I leaned down and kissed his cock through the fabric, leaving faint lipstick marks while savoring the warmth of his engorged phallus. I pressed my lips against the side of his imprisoned penis, gauging its thickness appreciatively. I exhaled hot breath through the cloth and Hans groaned and reflexively bucked his hips.

"Oh, my God! Please take it out! I can't stand that!" Hans begged happily. "I have to feel your mouth!"

I teased him by palming his shaft one more time through the cloth and then by only rolling the waistband of his briefs down just enough to expose the head of his cock. His foreskin was already retracted and his cockhead looked pinker and more delicate than a cut man's. I kissed it and pressed my lips against it from the side, taking it only halfway in and pressing it against his hard stomach. I suckled it gently, while I slowly pulled back his briefs.

Once again I thrilled at the contact with that forbidden flesh. This was what every man was bred to abhor, to touch another man's penis. I was a cocksucker, a faggot, a homo. That very knowledge excited me: the transgression.

My hand grasped the now-exposed shaft right below the head. I toyed with the extra flesh there, the foreskin, now stretched by Hans' lengthening erection. I played with it, feeling the different looseness of it. I raised his cock off his stomach and took the pink head in my mouth.

Hans groaned appreciatively. I savored the unfamiliar feel and smell of a cockhead that had been protected so recently by a foreskin. It felt smoother, slicker, and more delicate. I wondered with some envy whether his cockhead was more sensitive. Was he enjoying more stimulation than my circumcised penis could?

I concentrated my attentions more on his glans and foreskin than I usually did, imagining that they probably were more sensitive. But I also knew that every cock is programmed to respond to the sensation of pussy, so I wet my mouth and began to alternate my licking with plunging his cock to the back of my mouth.

I was fascinated with the extra play in the flesh of his shaft over the hard erectile tissue beneath. Hans seemed to love it when I combined long pulls of his shaft with sucking his pink cockhead. Soon I had a hypnotic rhythm going: suck, suck, swallow; suck, suck, swallow. Hans was groaning and writhing. I wasn't getting much coaching, but the feedback I was getting suggested my instincts were right on.

"Oh God!" Hans cried in a little thicker accent and began to buck his hips up into my face. I could feel him tensing, but I maintained my rhythm to drive him a little bit crazier. "Fuck!" he cried, and with a spurt he was unloading his balls into my mouth. His jets were powerful, and I thrilled at the sensation of his cum flooding my mouth! I closed my lips tightly to capture all of his precious gift.

After I was sure his ejaculation was done, I carefully swept my lips up his cock, squeegeeing every drop off his sensitive glans. I tasted the cum filling my mouth and breathed in some air and rolled his semen around. I wanted to remember this taste. Did every man's cum taste different? Did each man have a distinctive taste? Or was it different every day? Could I identify a man by the taste of his cum? I swallowed and savored the feeling of his hot seed going down to warm my stomach.

I remembered that I was supposed to be learning about uncircumcised cocks. So I watched Hans's glans retreat back under its foreskin. Coyly I played "peekaboo" with it, making it pop back out and then hide again, pop out and hide. I had to admit, I preferred a cut cock. Who knew a straight man could have cock likes and dislikes? It seemed to me that the uncircumcised cock was hiding its best feature: the tasty head and the slit that the creamy cum came out of. I exposed Hans's head one more time and gave it a loving lick all around.

"Oh!" Hans protested, "It's ... still too sensitive!" he said, pushing me gently away. At that moment Burke reappeared.

"As I've always said," Hans greeted him, "there isn't much you have to teach a t-girl about sucking cock. They have a natural head start that no born-woman can overcome. This one was born to suck cock, cut or not."

"I agree," Burke replied. "Janine has a gift for it. I think it's that her heart is in it. She just loves to have man's cock in her mouth!" He ran a finger across my bottom lip, which I caught and began to suck on like a mini-cock. Burke and Hans broke out in laughter at my joke.

"See? She'd suck me off right now, but I have another appointment!"

Hans thanked me and Burke for letting him be the beneficiary of my training. Tonya joined us, carrying a bag containing my work clothes. Once again I was to go home as Janine.

Tonya greeted Brian with a kiss at home. She immediately said to him, "Doll-baby, I've had a day. I think it's the pregnancy. I'm really bushed. Would you mind if Janine 'took care of you' tonight?"

I took joy in the fact that Brian hardly missed a beat. He merely pushed his sweatpants and shorts down to his ankles and plopped down on the couch. Man, this guy had it made: he could fuck my wife's cunt or ass practically whenever he liked, she'd have his baby, and now hot and cold running blow jobs from me.

Obviously he hadn't been waiting on us to come home, because his penis wasn't erect, which was rare for him. I took it in my hand and admired how substantial it was even then. I looked up at his face and appreciated his handsome features. I had one hand on his thickening shaft; with the other I stroked his powerful thigh and felt the rippling mass of muscle beneath. This was a man! A strong, handsome, well-endowed man. Tonya was right to be attracted to him. The fact was, I was attracted to him!

I began to suck on the head of his cock and it sprang to life almost instantly. 'Potent, too!' I thought to myself. As I caressed him with my mouth I looked up at his face. "When you suck a man, make love to the man, not just his cock," Natalie had told me. "Men are fascinated with the equipment, but women relate to the person. Let him know that you are sucking his cock for him, not just because you like to suck cocks."

When Brian's semen began to gush into my mouth, I imagined that moment when his sperm had splashed my wife's cervix and then made its way to her egg. I prized his seed and its progeny that grew in my wife's womb.

"Gawd! You're getting as good as Tonya!" Brian exclaimed. I smiled at him and licked my lips, then swallowed his gooey cum in acknowledgement of his praise. As usual I squeezed out another dollop of pearly liquid and licked it off his pee slit.

"Janine's really coming along!" Tonya agreed. "Now we just need to find her a steady boyfriend!" she teased.

I wasn't sure if I were ready for that. But the idea didn't completely scare me either. I guess she was right. I was coming along.


-Day 90 Thursday-

The next morning Tonya woke me early and told me to give myself an enema so that she could milk me before work. She was determined to do whatever Natalie prescribed, even to milk me twice a day! The pressure of the Rake on my prostate was almost as brutal as Natalie's last night. I suspect Natalie had told her she needed to show my prostate who‘s the boss.

The heavy pressure on my gland made my stomach do flip-flops. It did seem as if the flow started more quickly. The output was a fair amount.

"Well, you did suck two cocks since you were drained last night! That's bound to get a cock lover like you excited," Tonya remarked. "Good thing I milked you then. All that cum building up all day might have made you do something naughty."

I was naughty anyway. I had to spend all morning in meetings with Steve. To torture him for his attempted blackmail, I caught his eye repeatedly. When no one was looking I blew him some kisses and licked my lips lasciviously. Blackmail doesn't work when the your victim wants what you're threatening him with! It was hard to tell what effect this was having on Steve. I thought he'd be angry or annoyed, but he looked more nervous and distracted.

I didn't see him after that until the end of the day. He showed up at my desk, looking nervous and jumpy. He started talking about something from the morning meeting, and then he bent down and said, "Come with me."

He led me to a men's bathroom in a corner of the floor and then flipped the lock on the outside door.

"Get down and suck my cock, faggot!" he growled at me. Taking my cue from his tone, I instantly dropped to my knees as he was unzipping his pants. As soon as he got his semi-erect cock out, I fell to sucking it as if I had been starving for it all day. I went to town at it, trying to get him so excited that he'd be helpless. When I could feel him in the grip of his arousal I paused, continuing to stroke his saliva-slick penis with my hand,

"So you like having a fag suck your cock, eh, Steve?" I asked. He groaned as I toyed with his throbbing member.

"Fuck you, nancy boy!" he retorted. "If you were married to my wife, you'd be grateful for whatever you could get!"

I bobbed my head on his cock a couple more times, sucking on it and imagining how desperate he must be and how good my mouth must feel on him.

"So do I suck cock better than your wife does?"

"Shit, she won't suck me for love or money! She'll hardly let me even fuck her anymore. It drives me crazy! Oh fuck!" he said as I took his cock deep into my mouth. I could tell he wasn't far from coming. I reached a hand into his shorts and cradled his balls. That was all it took.

"Shit! Shit! Shit!" he said as he exploded into my mouth. I kept my lips firmly sealed and sucked and swallowed away, making sure he could see that I had no aversion to semen. I'd sucked him like a two-dollar whore, getting it over with as soon as possible.

"Oh, Jesus!" Steve whooshed out, a little staggered by his orgasm. He looked at me almost with pity.

"You got a good-looking wife. What does she think about your sucking cock?"

"That's not exactly your business, but let's just say that we don't have any secrets from each other."

"Christ, if I were married to her, I wouldn't need anything else."

"Different strokes for different folks," I retorted. "You're the guy who likes to get blow jobs from a fairy." I got up and went to the door. "Next time, bring some lube and you can fuck my ass. Would you like that? Your wife ever let you do that to her?"

He looked stunned. I thought I'd leave him like that, so I turned the lock and left without giving him the chance to respond.

As I walked away I wondered at myself doing this. I didn't even like Steve and his cock was nothing special. Why was I encouraging him? But it did turn me on! Tonya had shown me the power that sex could give me over men. As I man, I'd always had to be the pursuer, the needy one. Women had always been in the driver's seat. Now I was getting off on turning the tables. I was getting off on the power.

When I got home, while Tonya milked me, I told her about what had happened.

"I knew you'd be a whore once we turned you!" she said. "All men are sluts really. That's why they call women that name: it's projection. We accuse people of what we fear in ourselves. I think it's great that you want to play with your power. In fact, I know that Marty is working today at the Mini-Mart. I thought you might go see him again."

"For a date?" I asked. I grunted as Tonya pressed harder on my prostate and squeezed out a long string of cum. It was bizarre to be having this conversation while she had two fingers up my ass.

"No, I thought a quickie like you did with Steve. I don't want you to string Marty along too much: he seems like a nice guy. Maybe you better let him know that it's just sex with you: no future there. Let him know you're involved, but you're not averse to a little side action. He won't like it, but he'll get over that if you blow his pipes out now and then."

Tonya held up the cup and assayed the amount of sperm in it.

"It looks like flirting with Steve got you a little hot! But, hell, getting milked this morning didn't stop you from being a little horn-dog at work! Natalie's right: milking is the best of both worlds! Now get dressed to seduce Marty," she said, smacking me on the ass. I twitched my behind saucily at her. "You minx!" she scolded. I was already getting excited by the prospect of more cock in my near future!

I decided that if I were going to be telling Marty that I was basically a slut, I should look the part. So I made my eye make-up and blush a little over the top, at least for a Thursday night at the Mini-Mart, and I asked Tonya is I could borrow a clingy sweater from her.

"Don't get any cum on it!" she warned.

"Janine!" Marty gushed when I walked into the store. "You haven't been in for days!"

"Did you miss me?" I flirted.

"Well, yeah!" he answered and then seemed a little embarrassed. I guessed he was afraid I take his eagerness for horniness and think he was just out for sex. The irony was that sex was actually all I was out for! Well, and for practice being a girl.

"Well, good," I reassured him. "Because I missed you too. I had fun the other day." I leaned over and whispered in his ear. "I especially liked my dessert!"

Marty got as red as an apple. But I thought his crotch looked as if all his blood hadn't gone to his cheeks.

"Did you like your dessert?"

Marty took a swallow. "You know I did," he said in a low voice.

"I liked it so much, I'd like a second helping!" I whispered.

"Um, well, I don't get off until 9 and I have to do some payroll sheets after that. So if you want to go out tonight, it'd be pretty late."

I stuck out my lip in a disappointed pout.

"I don't think I can wait that long! I'm so hungry," I said, stroking his arm. "Could I at least get a little snack?"

Marty looked nervous. "Right now?"

"Don't you get any breaks?"

"Well, sure, I could ask one of the cashiers to cover for a few minutes, but I'm not really supposed to leave the store."

"Isn't there an office? Where do you do the payroll sheets?"

"Uh, yeah, there's an office...."

"Perfect! Tell them you're taking a break."

"But it can't be very long, maybe 15 minutes!"

"That's OK," I said, looking him in the eye. "I can work fast!"

He fumbled with the intercom.

"Lucy to the front. Lucy to the front," he announced. "Um, maybe it would be best if you waited for me near the office. It's off the hallway next to the restrooms."

I had just walked a little ways away when Lucy arrived to take over the checkout. I kept walking to the back of the store and into the hallway and waited for Marty by the office door. He arrived a moment later and opened the door with his key. It was very small office, barely more than a desk, two chairs, and a file cabinet. I was glad to see that the office door had a shade over the glass and I pulled it down to give us privacy. Then I pulled Marty into a hug and kissed him.

"Oh, Marty, your lips taste so good!" I told him. Then I pushed him down into the desk chair and sat myself down in the other one.

"Marty, I have to be honest with you," I started. "You're a really nice guy and I don't want to hurt you. I'm in a relationship. But I really like you and I'd still like to, er, see you once in a while."

I could see that he was disappointed but also confused.

"See me? You mean, like for...."

"Dessert? Yeah. You see, Marty, I'm guess I'm sort of what you'd call a nympho. If I like a guy, well, I just want to make him feel good. And I know what makes guys feel good! I like you, Marty, and I want to make you feel good like that." I reached out and rubbed the bulge at his crotch.

"But ... what about your boyfriend?"

"Don't worry about him! He's not the real jealous type. As long as he gets plenty of home cooking—and I swear he gets plenty—he's not going to be following me around. Now enough talking! Let me make you feel good, Marty."

I didn't even unbuckle his pants, in deference to our situation. I just lowered his zipper and fished his swelling cock out of his pants. The irrepressible nature of the male sex drive struck me, as Marty's organ had no trouble rising to the occasion, despite the circumstances.

I didn't want to give him any chance to have second thoughts, so I wasted no time in surrounding his penis with my warm, wet mouth. We both sighed in unison: him at the welcome massage of my lips and tongue on his aroused flesh; me at the joy of feeling the thrum of blood-engorged cock filling my mouth again.

There was something so exciting about feeling that male flesh zinging with sexual arousal between my lips. It was like a magic trick that never got old. One minute it was limp, soft, hanging. The next minute it was standing up, hard, throbbing. Knowing that it was standing up for me, wanting my mouth, was thrilling.

Although I knew we had to be mindful of the time, I didn't want to rush. I wanted to savor Marty's cock for the next few minutes. I focused all my attention on how his penis felt in my mouth. I luxuriated in the size and the texture and the hard-softness of the flesh against my lips and tongue. My mouth memorized the feel of the rim of his cockhead, the sensation of the ridge running down the underside of his shaft. I ran my tongue around his glans and lapped at the pre-cum oozing from his pee-slit.

Even though I'd been milked twice and I'd already sucked a cock that day, my body absolutely hummed with sexual arousal. I felt my cock swell against my gaff. My nipples ached and my asshole puckered. My whole body felt like one big sexual organ. I knew deep down that I was hooked on cock. I wasn't doing this for Tonya anymore. If Tonya left me (God forbid!) I'd still be sucking cock long after she was gone.

I felt Marty's hands on my head and I hoped he didn't pull off my wig! I reached up and gently moved his hands to my shoulders. He was moaning now and his squirming told me he was near the brink.

I took my mouth off only long enough to say, "Give it to me, Marty! I want you to feel so good!" Then I plunged his cock back into my mouth and began long, deep, steady thrusts.

"Oh God! Aarrgghh!" Marty groaned and his cock swelled even more and I felt his spasm.

'That's it, come to mama,' I thought. White gold shot into my mouth. I held still, with his penis halfway in. 1, 2, 3, 4 spurts, then a little shudder.

Marty gasped for air and then panted as if he'd just run the 100-yard dash. I cradled his seed in my mouth, savoring the heat and the acrid taste of it, like nothing else. The excitement of feeling his climax sent a warm glow through me. I swirled my tongue through it and let it loll over my taste buds. Yeah, it tasted different than Steve's and different than Brian's. Would Marty's taste different tomorrow or the next day?

I was filled with joy at having given Marty pleasure. But a wicked thought came to me. I swallowed his semen, but I got off my knees and kissed him and snaked my tongue into his mouth. He was still too half-passed out to resist, but I felt a little twinge as the odd taste of my mouth registered: he was tasting his own cum! He started to recoil, but I kept my mouth pressed to his.

I didn't feel bad for him—he was only getting a little wisp of the flavor, since I'd already swallowed almost all of it. He was only getting the aftertaste. Men! They expect us girls to take their whole load, so how can they complain about an eensy-weensy taste of it? After a moment he must have decided that kissing me was worth it, as he relaxed. I broke the kiss.

"Was that good?" I asked coyly.

"God, Janine! Good? That was ... I don't know how to describe it. It was ... God!" was the best he could do.

I smiled with self-satisfaction. He looked at me.

"But what about you? Don't you ... you know ... want ... you know...?"

"Baby, I just love to make you feel that good! That's all I want!"

"But it makes me feel, uh, selfish or something."

"Don't feel that way!" I admonished him. "You're giving me the satisfaction of seeing how good I can make you feel! That really is a turn-on for me!"

"But would you ever want to ... you know...?"

"God, I'd love to, Marty, but I'm sort of making my ... ’you-know-what’ ... off-limits to everyone but my boyfriend. That way I still feel I'm being faithful to him, in my way."

I saw the wheels turning in Marty's head. He seemed to be accepting my twisted logic. If I didn't consider myself unfaithful just because of a little blow-job on the side, then he wasn't being a low-down girlfriend stealer either.

"I see," he said. "I guess it's OK then."

"Oh, you're such a sweet guy, Marty! It almost makes me wish I could you-know-what with you. I suppose there is one way we could you-know-what without using my you-know-what...."

"Huh?" Marty replied while he zipped his pants.

"You could use my...," I lowered my voice in a conspiratorial whisper, "...B - U - T - T!"

The light went on in Marty's head and he was flummoxed. "You've ... you've done ... done it ... that way?"

"That would be telling!" I teased.

Marty could not decide if he were repelled or intrigued. I guess intrigued won.

"You'd let me ... um ... have sex with you, er, make love to you ... in your...?"

I whispered in her ear, "Would you like to fuck my ass?"

"Oh, my God!" he said.

"I'm not saying I definitely would. I'm saying I might. I'd think about it."

"Jesus!"

"It's only be because you're such a nice guy. You've been such a gentleman that I would consider giving you that private part of myself. But I'd be a little bit embarrassed and a little scared. You'd have to let me be totally in control. I'd have to be the one calling the shots. I might not even let you see me naked. I'm saving my pussy—oops! I mean my ‘you know what’—for my boyfriend, so I wouldn't let you see that. I might have to make you wear a blindfold and maybe even tie your hands so you don't get all excited and try to rape me or something."

Marty couldn't believe a girl was talking to him about letting him have anal sex with her, and she was saying it as if that would be depriving him somehow!

"Rape you? Baby, I'd do whatever you said! I wouldn't try to do anything if you were gonna do that with me! I'd let you tie me up, blindfold me, gag me, handcuff me!"

"You wouldn't feel bad that I wasn’t letting you ... fuck my pussy? That I was saving that for my boyfriend and you'd have to settle for ... a...," I whispered again, "...butt-fuck?"

"Oh no! I wouldn't mind that! I'd ... I'd be ... honored. Yeah, honored that you'd let me.... You know, it isn't every girl who will ever let a guy, you know...."

"...go up the old dirt road?"

"Uh, yeah. There's a lot of girls who think that's ... you know ... dirty, or it's gonna hurt, or it's ... I don't know...."

"...makes 'em a slut?" I suggested. "A whore? Is that what you would think of me?"

"Never! Oh no, Janine, I wouldn't think that of you!" Marty couldn't say it fast enough. "No, I'd never even think that! I'm just saying what some girls would think. I'd just think...." He was having to think fast here!

"I'd think it'd just prove that you were thinking of your boyfriend and wanting to be true to him and save yourself for him, even while you were wanting to be really nice to another guy! It'd actually prove that you had principles! It'd make you like a ... humanitarian! Yeah, like ... like ... like Gandhi! Yeah, like Gandhi! You know, like he wouldn't even step on an ant and people thought that was weird, but it really proved that he was true to his beliefs!"

”So you'd understand that if I, like, tied you to the bed and blindfolded you before I let you, you know, fuck my ass, that it wouldn't be like something kinky? It'd be just to be, like, double-sure that we'd just do that and neither one of us would get carried away and try to get at my pussy. I'd just be letting you fuck my ass and my pussy would be off-limits, to ... well ... to both of us, you know, because of my boyfriend. So if my boyfriend asked, I'd be able to say, 'He never even touched my pussy! He never even saw my pussy! My pussy is for you, baby, only you!' And he'd have to believe me, because it would be true!"

"Absolutely! I swear, Janine! If you say, I'll never touch your ... p-pussy! I'll never even look at it! You have my word! It'll be hands off! You don't even have a pussy as far as I'm concerned!"

"And you're OK with that? If my pussy is off limits, and all you get is blow jobs and open season on my ass?"

"Well, sure! Because ... I respect you. Yeah, I respect you, so if you say it's OK, I will absolutely only fuck your ... a-ass ... and that's all!"

"And get blow jobs," I added.

"And get ... b-blow jobs."

"And occasionally hand jobs maybe."

"And hand jobs."

I pulled Marty up out of the chair into my arms and kissed him.

"Oh, Marty, that's what makes you such a gentleman! You wouldn't try to steal a guy's girl and fuck her pussy! You have a line you won't cross: let her give you hand jobs, blow jobs, and fuck her ass, but that's all. You're a prince!"

"Well, I guess that's just how my folks raised me," he answered, feeling rather proud of himself. I wondered what his folks would think about butt-fucking!

"And speaking of doing the right thing, hadn't you better get back to work? I don't think your boss is paying you to get blow jobs and planning to butt-fuck your new girlfriend!"

"No, he isn't!" Marty said with a smile. He'd completely bought the double-think I'd been selling. He had convinced himself he was a person of moral virtue. And that some sweet anal sex was in his future!

I left the office ahead of him, so that we wouldn't be seen coming out together. I went over to the first aid section and picked up a jar of Vaseline. After I saw Marty take over the checkout again, I walked up and put it on the counter in front of him and smiled. He looked at it and blushed!

"Will there be anything else?" he asked automatically.

"No, I found everything I need," I said suggestively, putting my hand on his as he slipped the jar into a bag.

"Well, uh, come again soon."

"Isn't that what you hope to do?" I joked. I couldn't help wiggling my butt at him seductively as I walked out.

I twirled my bag around with glee as I walked to the car in my high heels. That could not have gone better if I'd planned it! But really it had all just been improvisation! I couldn't stop smiling all the way home. My asshole gave a happy squeeze at the prospect of riding Marty's stiffy!

When I got home, Tonya couldn't wait for the details. She and Brian were lounging in their robes on the couch. She was thrilled just to learn that Marty had agreed to a quickie blow job in the office.

"He looks like such a Boy Scout! But I guess it shows that you boys will do anything just to get your rocks off," she said to Brian. Brian parted his robe to uncover a semi-erect penis.

"Is that an offer?" he gibed.

"We'll see," she said, pulling his robe over the offending organ. "Don't interrupt a good story!"

Tonya was astonished when I told her the rest of the story.

"You lie! White-bread vanilla Mini-Mart Marty is going to let you tie him up and blindfold him? That is too much!" She gave me a high five. "When is this going to happen?"

"I don't know. We didn't say. I suppose I should make him wait a few days, let it work on his imagination."

"Now you're thinking like a girl! Isn't it fun having a boy wrapped around your little finger?" Tonya asked.

"Hey!" Brian objected. "Present company excepted, of course!"

"You wish!" Tonya rejoindered. "I could make you sit up and beg if I wanted to!" She reached her hand into his robe and grasped his hard-on. "It's just that I have better things to do with this big boy! Now beg!"

"Ruff! Ruff!" Brian barked at her and she kissed him. Then she sat back with a pixie-ish look on her face.

"I have a theory," she announced. "Now, Janine, you've sucked two cocks today and swallowed two loads of cum. I bet if I let you, you'd suck Brian's cock right now. Have you had your fill? Or does sucking one cock only make you horny to suck another? Even though you've been milked twice yourself?"

She opened Brian's robe and displayed his now-rampant erection and jerked it slowly with her feminine hand. "Look at this luscious piece of meat. Doesn't that make your mouth water?" She touched one finger to his slit and pulled away a silvery thread of pre-cum. she pumped the thick shaft suggestively and looked at me with a grin on her face. She was pretty sure she knew the answer.

My mouth went dry and my heart pounded as my gaze focused on her hand and Brian's handsome organ. In just a few moments Brian had risen to the occasion. His cock was full and had begun to darken with the blood engorging it. It looked tasty. I could practically feel it filling my mouth already. Oh, God, I did want it!

"Yes!" I croaked out.

"Even if I won't let you have his cum? Would you like to suck him nice and hard so that he can fuck me? Do you want to watch him fuck your pregnant wife and then suck his cum out of her pussy?"

"God, yes!" I admitted. I could already see all that happening and it stirred something deep in me.

"Then beg me," Tonya ordered.

"Please, please let me suck his cock. And please let me watch him fuck you. And then can I please lick his cum out of your pussy?" Tonya knew me well. Making me say it out loud made me want to do those things even more. It felt as if a hunger grabbed my chest like a giant fist. She teased me by not answering right away and only continuing to jack Brian's cock very slowly. She tipped her head to the side, as if weighing her decision carefully. She coaxed another drop of pre-cum from Brian's penis and captured it between her thumb and forefinger.

"Say, 'I'm a silly sissy faggot with a little clitty instead of a cock, and I don't deserve to ever fuck a woman. I'd rather watch a real man fuck my wife and dress up in girly clothes. You are right to only have sex with real men and pimp me out.' "

“I'm a silly sissy faggot with a little clitty instead of a cock, and I don't deserve to ever fuck a woman. I'd rather watch a real man fuck my wife and—um—dress up in girly clothes. You should only have sex with real men and, uh, pimp me out." I repeated, and a shiver went down my spine. She held her gooey fingers in front of my lips. Quickly I sucked Brian's fluid off them.

"Go ahead. Suck him nice and hot so he'll really fuck me!"

By now she had stoked my lust to the point that I groaned as I felt Brian's cock fill my mouth. What months ago was unthinkable had become my consuming joy! The hunger in my breast had eased, as if plunging a penis in my mouth completed an electrical circuit. I murmured satisfaction as I slurped up and down.

'A real man,' I thought to myself. 'I love the cock of a real man. I love to see it in my wife's cunt! That's what she deserves. And I love to see it!'

No sooner did I thrill at the feeling of having my mouth filled with man-meat than I had to slide it out, so that I could enjoy it thrusting into me again. I couldn't choose which I liked best: the feeling of being entered, the feeling of being full, or the feeling of slippery sliding over my lips and tongue. I wanted it all!

I whimpered in disappointment when I felt Tonya pull at my shoulder.

"OK, that's enough, Janine. I want that cock for my pussy." I looked at her with petulance at my communion with cock being interrupted.

"Baby, you want to see him fuck me, don't you?" Her words controlled me like a marionette. Just that quickly, my heart's desire became seeing this penis plunging into her cunt.

"Ask him, darling. Ask him to fuck your wife," she urged.

"Please," I begged Brian. "Please fuck my wife. I want to watch you fuck her. I want to see your cock going into her pussy."

"Put him into me, Janine," Tonya said. She straddled him, hovering over his stiff rod.

"Look at my pussy, Janine. See how wet it is? Don't you love seeing how I can't wait to feel a real cock in me? But no matter how much I want him, I can't be completely ready. He's too big. I get to feel his prick force my open, stretching, pushing! Do you want to see that?"

"Yes, please!" I begged.

"Hold him up. Hold him up to my pussy," she ordered. I aimed Brian's cock head. Her cunt was glistening, swollen, but his cock was so much thicker than her vagina. I held Brian's prick as she lowered herself. Through his shaft I could feel the resistance and I watch his ramrod push her labia apart.

"Oh!" Tonya gasped. "Oh! Oh, so good!" She bobbed on his cock and then pressed downward. "Oh, that feels so good. So good to be filled by a nice thick cock! This is what I want to feel more than anything in the world!" I slipped my hand away and she settled down all the way.

"Oh, God! That touches places I need touched so bad! Oh! Places you could never touch, Johnny." She began to ride him. "Oh! Oh, that's so nice! Isn't it wonderful, Janine? You know what it's like to be filled with cock. Isn't it the best feeling?"

"Uh huh," I agreed, hypnotized by the sight of Tonya's wet, pink cunt flesh stretched around Brian's shaft, mesmerized by the vision of his length disappearing into her, and then magically reappearing. My ass clenched in sympathy.

"Take your little clit out and rub it, Janine." I quickly did as she said. "But don't spurt. Clits don't spurt. They're just for rubbing. Clits aren't any good for fucking, are they? But they're nice for rubbing. You need a big cock like this to fuck a woman like me."

Despite my milkings, soon I was perilously close to coming. I had to let my cock go and it bobbed in silent protest at my denying it release.

Meanwhile Tonya and Brian were locked in a beautiful lust dance. Brian began to rise up to meet Tonya's down-thrusts and they began to slap together. They each moaned and grunted in delirious enjoyment. Was Tonya right? Was this what excited me more than anything, to know that I was unworthy of her?

"Give it to me! I want your cum!" Tonya hissed. Brian bucked up into her and yelled out. I stroked myself joyously, knowing that he was spending his seed deep in her cunt. Tonya was crying out in her own crisis. She was like a wild animal, tossing her head, her mouth open, grunting wordlessly, seemingly too overcome to know where she was. I cringed with envy at how she was transported by Brian's buried prick.

My cock throbbed, imagining the utter satisfaction that Brian must feel as well, as his prick spewed exultantly into Tonya's hot cavern. For a second I feared that I might have edged too close to stop my own spurt. My penis quivered almost epileptically as I strained to hold back.

Tonya collapsed against Brian's chest, exhausted by her spasms.

"Whew! That will never get old!" she declared. She glanced at me and took in my red, straining prick. "Don't you dare ejaculate, Johnny, or you'll not get to taste my cummy puss! No shooting for girlie boys!"

She turned back to Brian and began to shower him with kisses, her luscious breasts pressed to his chest. She was filled with delight over the wonderful satisfaction he had given her. For a couple of minutes I was forgotten and they luxuriated in the joy their bodies had given each other. As much as I longed to share that with Tonya, I knew it was not to be. I had to be pleased to see my beloved that happy and to rejoice in her happiness, no matter how small my role.

Tonya, ever mindful of her need to shepherd my tattered psyche in the direction she plotted, did not forget me for too long.

"Poor baby," she said, talking to my tortured penis rather than to me. "Are you frustrated, little pee-pee?" I shuddered as she took it gently in her hand, although my immediate danger had ebbed. "You can't spurt your pitiful goo just now. Right now Janine has Brian's cum to worry about."

She pushed me down to the floor, holding the flood in with her hand clamped to her pussy. She squatted over me and I thrilled with anticipation of being surrounded by her femaleness, her thighs around my head and her cunt plastered to my face. I opened my mouth willingly, eager for every drop.

"What better proof of what you are!" Tonya scoffed. "Look how eager you are to taste another man's cum! It's like caviar or champagne to you: used pussy and hot cum!" She thrust her fingers into her reddened pussy and stirred them around, opening her vault for the deluge. "Get ready, faggot! Here comes your dessert!"

She pulled out her cum-slick fingers and semen blooped out of her stretched hole. As always the smell was more overpowering than the taste. It was redolent with hormones and pheromones. It called out to my tormented cock: "She's been fucked! Hurry! Get your spunk in her quick or she'll get pregnant by him! Get your boys in there for a fighting chance at least!"

So the very evidence of her unfaithfulness made me mad with lust for her, for the sperm competition. But the cuckold in me was more eager to drown myself in defeat. 'Yes!' my cuckold brain said, 'Yes! There it is! She's been with her lover! He's claimed your bride! Bow down to the better man!'

I dove into the only kind of communion I could have with my wife's pussy, to orally serve her and her mate. The gooey, puffy sponginess of her cunt drove me wild. If I couldn't fuck her, I would try to devour her.

"Oh, my, baby, such enthusiasm!" Tonya remarked. She was off me now, looking down at me. She shook her head. “You're a mess! Your sissy make-up and lipstick are all smudged! Your wig‘s a mess! Clean up Brian and we'll get you all pretty and prissy again, how you like.”

I scrambled up and took Brian's deflating cock into my mouth. Even after his orgasm, his prick was a mouthful. It was not quite as exciting as to suck it hard, but being covered with Tonya's juices and her cum was a bonus.

"Poor Janine, your clit must be desperate for some relief. We'll have to milk you again," Tonya told me. "I bet this time you'll be glad to be milked. That cum must be boiling up inside you like a cyst. It's like an infection that has to be drained!"

I "took the position" on the bed on all fours, while Tonya put a cup under my dangling cockette. I felt her push a lubed finger into my backside and grunted as her digit found my abused prostate.

"Really, baby, you should be glad to get this stuff out of you. It's like getting rid of the toxic vestiges of your masculinity. Think of it that way, like a therapy, a treatment. Without that nasty cum, your willie really will be your clit: a nice exciting thing to rub, but no dirty boy-stuff squirting out."

She had the Rake in me now and was pressing hard on my gland. I groaned at the feeling of something being forced out of me, but the semen was dripping out of me much faster than it had before. My body was learning that resistance was futile, may as well get it over with. And there was a sense of relief. Not the ecstatic relief of an orgasm, but a slow ebbing of a pressure or irritation.

"That's a good girl," Tonya said as she watched the steady oozing of sperm from my spigot. "Yes, we'll help you lose that pesky masculinity. By taking other men's cum in your mouth—what manly man would do that? And by draining your own useless cum out of the other end, learning to let it go, to give up your manhood drip by drip. Here you go!" she said, handing me the cup and watching approvingly as I drank my own warm cum without protest. Then she wiped the last drops from the cup with her finger and put it in my mouth to lick off.

"What a wonderful girl you'll make, much better than you ever were as a boy! Much better suited to your talents," she said musingly. "As long as we've got you lubed up, might as well get in some pussy conditioning," she decided. "Brian or Mitch?" she said, holding a dildo in each hand.

"Mitch, I guess. I really want to be ready for Marty."

"Oh, don't worry! After you've taken Brian and Mitch, Marty's dick will be like nothing for you! But if it's to be Mitch, I'd better lube you up some more!" She took a glob of lube in three fingers and crammed them painfully into my rectum.

"Ugh! Ow! Gently!" I pleaded, but Tonya had other ideas.

"C'mon, you slut! Open up! You want it! You know you do!"

"Ow! Take it easy!" I protested, even as my sphincters relaxed, proving her right. She withdrew her fingers and pulled the fucking machine into place. I felt the head of the dildo against my anus and it felt impossibly huge. But Tonya started the machine and it pushed inexorably at me. I felt very stretched, but it pressed past my sphincters surprisingly easily.

"I'm setting it for slow, for 10 minutes. This is just for conditioning. You've had quite enough excitement for one day!" Tonya chided me.

She was right again: the setting she chose was more like a massage than a fucking. It did feel good going in, especially when it got to the top of my rectum. But it was frustrating that it didn't ever pick up the pace. Tonya knew what she was doing: this was more like saying, "It's here: get used to it," than like any man would fuck. And I did get used to it. By the time it shut off, my ass was offering only token resistance, even to the Mitch-sized dildo.

I thought about how I'd do it with Marty. It'd be all up to me—he'd be tied down and I'd be riding him, like I'd done with Brian on Sunday. Where would we do it? I didn't know where he lived. We might have to go to a cheap motel. How would I keep my junk out of the way? Was there such a thing as a reverse gaff, that would pull everything forward? Natalie would know.


-Day 91 Friday-

Friday night my parents had invited us over for dinner. We decided to tell them about Tonya's pregnancy, and get it over with, although she wasn't anywhere near showing yet. I was as nervous about it as if I were wearing a T-shirt emblazoned, "Not the Father," but naturally they'd assume I was and be pleased and proud. Tonya could tell I was nervous and told me to relax, that she'd do all the talking. She'd already told them we had some "big news," so they'd probably already have guessed what that was.

The minute the front door opened my Mom burst out.

"You're pregnant, aren't you?" When Tonya smiled wide and nodded, she hugged and kissed Tonya and my Dad shook my hand.

"Well, that's wonderful news, son," he said, and I immediately felt guilty, knowing that none of my or his genes were responsible. Little did I know that his misapprehension was going to be corrected soon.

Tonya answered all their questions about her due date and how she was feeling and if we knew the sex yet and had we been to the doctor. Then Tonya got a serious look on her face.

"This is awkward, and I hate to make Johnny uncomfortable, but there's something I think it'd only be fair to share with you, since you are Johnny's parents."

My eyes went wide and my brain froze. We hadn't talked about his. What was Tonya planning to say?

"There's just no good way to say this. You see, Johnny couldn't get me pregnant." Tonya looked at me with sympathy. I could hear the silent, '...because I won't let him fuck me anymore.' My parents looked bewildered.

"So you had to go to one of those fertility specialists? Did you have one of those in vitro procedures?" my Mom asked.

"Well—I'm sorry, honey, but it needs to be said—Johnny's got a ... medical problem..." [yeah, his penis is too small for me to bother fucking him] "...that will keep him from ever getting me pregnant."

"But ... you are pregnant, aren't you?" my Mom sputtered, slow to catch the drift.

"Evelyn...," my Dad started to explain.

"Yes, but Johnny's not the father," Tonya said.

"But, did you ... did you see doctors? Did you try everything?"

Tonya nodded. "We tried for over two years. And we have seen a doctor." Technically—we had seen Maxine. "But here's no known treatment for Johnny's problem." [His small dick.]

"So you got an anonymous sperm donor," my Dad broke in, "and were artificially inseminated."

Tonya smiled to herself at the term "sperm donor." Yes, Brian was a sperm donor. And a "cock donor."

"Well, yes, we got a sperm donor, but no, we didn't use artificial insemination. And he wasn't anonymous."

"If you didn't use artificial insemination, then how...," my Dad began.

"Johnny and I believe in doing things the natural way," Tonya smiled, putting a hand reassuringly on my knee.

"You mean, you and the baby's father...." My Dad looked like he'd eaten something foul.

"Yes," Tonya said. "In fact, Johnny was there. I wanted him to be a part of it, as much as he could, when his son or daughter was conceived."

My father looked at me with incredulity.

"You mean you stood by while your wife...?"

I felt myself shrink in my parents' eyes.

"Well," I stammered, "we wanted to have kids, and since I couldn't ... I mean, since it was my fault, then I didn't feel that I should ... um ... stand in the way...."

"You 'were there.' You mean you watched...?" my Dad continued.

"I know it's a little unconventional," Tonya explained, "but I really wanted Johnny there, at the moment, you know, of conception. I mean, the father usually is, isn't he? So since we had agreed on a ... er, donor, and since we both knew him and liked him, and he didn't object, we decided, well, that we wanted Johnny there," Tonya finished.

My parents both looked at me as if I were from another planet.

"So you watched? You watched your wife and this man...? Just once? Or...?"

"Well, Mom and Dad," Tonya chided them, "you now that no matter how manly the man, you can't count on getting pregnant from just one time. I mean, when your wife is ovulating and when she's most fertile could happen any time over several days. So if you really want to get pregnant, well, the more times the better the chances. That's just science!"

"You mean you and this ... man ... did it ... several times? And Johnny was there ... watching ... every time?"

"Yes! And it was beautiful! It really...," she said, taking my hand and giving me a soulful look, "...brought us closer together, didn't it, baby?"

"Um...," I stammered.

Tonya turned back to my parents. "I mean, how could Johnny show that he loved me any clearer than that? To make the sacrifice, to stand by while another man exercised Johnny’s husbandly rights, just for me, just for our child, so that we can have the baby we long for! It made me love him more than ever!" She hugged me to her.

"And I know it couldn't have been easy for Johnny," Tonya continued. "I mean, to see me orgasming in the arms of a strong, handsome, virile man...."

"You mean you enjoyed it?" my Dad remonstrated. "You were violating your marriage vows right in front of my son and you were enjoying it?"

"Well, of course! Quite a lot, actually!" Tonya replied. "It's a scientific fact that if a woman orgasms during intercourse, she's at least 30% more likely to conceive. And if you saw the man—he's handsome, muscular, and ... uh ... 'endowed'—you'd see that any woman would be bound to enjoy that! And having Johnny there, seeing what he was doing to give me a child, well, that made it even more ... fulfilling, let's say, than when it was just Johnny and me! I did enjoy myself, didn't I, Johnny?"

"Uh, yes, I could tell that," I answered.

She got a dreamy, faraway look. "In fact, it was probably about the best I ever had! A good start for our baby."

My Mom looked like she'd swallowed a clock, but managed to choke something out.

"This ... man ... the donor. Is he ... out of the picture now?"

"Oh, no!" Tonya answered. "He's a very good friend. Were both very ... fond of him," Tonya said, winking secretly at me. "We see him almost every day. I mean, it is, after all, his baby growing in my tummy. He's bound to take an interest. But don't worry. We have made it all legal. Johnny will be the father on the birth certificate. Brian has given up his parental rights.

'But not his conjugal rights!' I thought to myself.

My father was getting red in the face.

"You can sit across the table from this man, Brian, knowing that he has had carnal knowledge of your wife? Several times?"

"It's ... it's ... OK, Dad," I tried to calm him. "We're all ... adults. He's ... well, he's doing ... I mean, did ... did me a favor. I couldn't ... you know ... give Tonya a baby, so he ... he helped us out. I'm ... I'm grateful to him. He's made Tonya ... er, us ... very happy."

"Yes! Very, very happy!" Tonya chimed in. "Brian has made me very happy." She grinned. "By making me pregnant, I mean," she belatedly rushed to add.

"Well I don't know what to think," my Mom said. "It's all too much to take in."

"I know, Mom. That's why ... why we waited a bit to tell you," I explained. "We didn't know. ... weren't sure how to tell you."

"I can imagine!" she said.

"Would you rather that we didn't have kids at all? No grandchildren?"

"I suppose...," she replied uncertainly. "Well, I made dinner. We might as well sit down."

Tonya carried the conversation like a trouper. Mom and Dad were shell-shocked and I was at sea in a fog of anxiety and humiliation. I hadn't expected Tonya to spill the beans like that. It was one thing for me to accept being a cuckold. It was another to expect my parents to accept it.

At the end of the dinner, Tonya brought up "the elephant in the room" again.

"I know you have doubts about what Johnny and I have done, but remember, you're going to be grandparents!"

"Well, technically...," my Dad said.

"Oh, pshaw!" Tonya retorted. "Johnny's going to love the little rug rat just as much as if he planted the seed! And you will too! When you see Brian, you'll know your grandchild is going to be beautiful, strong, and healthy. He's a specimen. You'll be proud of your grandchild!"

My Dad shook his head in disbelief, but he held his tongue.

In the car later, I said, "Well, that went over like the proverbial lead zeppelin!"

"Oh, I didn't think it was so bad. At least they didn't get out a cross and a Bible and begin chanting incantations at us!"

"You could have warned me!"

"But you'd have tried to talk me out of it! You'd have tried to save some scrap of masculine pride. But, don't you see, we have to root that out. let it go? You're not man enough to father my child. This was just one more step in admitting that. Of course it is humiliating, but it is a necessary part of the process. Better to face up to it and take it."

"...like a man?!? Did you see the way Mom and Dad looked at me? It was like ... pity."

"Of course it was pity," Tonya said, putting a reassuring hand on my thigh. "Compared to what they expect of a real man, you are pitiful. But you can't expect that of yourself. You're not a real man. You're almost not any sort of man. And admitting that to them, confronting that directly, helps you accept it, deep down.

"And I think you did well, honey. You could have tried to shut me up, or pretended I was kidding, or made up some lie, but you didn't. You just sat there passively and let me tell them almost the whole truth! That's a credit to your submissive cuckold training. You accept that I'm in charge and you can't stand up to me. You're a credit to your lacy panties!"

"But you didn't tell them the truth," I argued. "You said I couldn't get you pregnant!"

"But that is true! How can you get me pregnant if you never get to fuck me? And you can't fuck me because your little peepee can't satisfy me. Ergo, you can't get me pregnant. Q.E.D. You have a certifiable medical condition: micropenis. Just ask Maxine for a doctor's note!"

"But my penis is average!" I protested.

"Not compared to the cocks that have been in this cunt lately, mister! It is way below average! No, you need to place your bets on your mouth and ass and shoot for all the cock you can get. That's where your talents lie. And, of course, you're not a bad pussy eater or piss drinker. Especially if it's cum-flavored pussy, then you excel!"


-Day 92 Saturday-

The next day Tonya announced that tonight was to be my debut as Janine at the Cuck 'n' Bull Club.

"Oh no! I'm not ready! I need to work on walking in high heels, dancing, my voice, my mannerisms!"

"Oh, I love it! Not, 'I don't want to be a tranny at your club,' but, 'I want to be better at it'! Johnny, that's just stage fright. You are ready! You've got Marty eating out of the palm of your hand! You went out dining and dancing with Brian. You're a natural drag queen!"

"But Brian already knew! And Marty's so horny that he can't see straight. I can't pass!"

"Well, you don't have to 'pass,' " Tonya said, making air quotes. "It's just the Cuck 'n' Bull Club. Everyone knows some of the 'girls' have 'something extra.' It's the safest place in the world for Janine to go. Anyway, I've decided. I want to go to the Cuck 'n' Bull tonight and I don't want Johnny to escort me. I'm bored with him. I want my new girlfriend, Janine, to come with me."

Tonya may have worried that she’d come on a little strong, because she immediately changed her tone. She began to rub my nipples through the satin fabric of my nightie.

"I got you a surprise from Natalie's to wear tonight. We'll go shopping and buy you a dress that will make you look hot!" Her hand dropped to my crotch and began stroking my traitorous cockette, which as usual jumped at her beck and call. "And think of a all the cock that will be there! All the cum you might get in your mouth or your ass! C'mon! Doesn't Janine want some of that?"

I groaned and leaned my pelvis into her hand. She stroked my stiffening erection and I was putty in her hands.

"I'll take that as a 'yes'!" Tonya crowed. "Here, I'll milk you, you slut!" she teased.

In a fog of arousal I knelt on the bed as she skimmed off my panties and lifted my nightie. In only a few days I'd become conditioned to looking forward to my milkings. I sighed as her lubed finger penetrated my sphincter, welcoming the sexual stimulation that radiated from my rectum. I pushed back onto her fingers as she replaced one with two and began to gently finger-fuck me. I groaned when her fingertips began to press my prostate.

She placed a plate under my dangling member and in no time there came a steady trickle of semen. It almost seemed as if the more often she milked me, the more sperm I produced, like a breastfeeding woman whose hungry baby stimulates more milk to come. Rather than feeling as if she were extracting my cum by force, this had become a new part of our dance of love and lust. I loved the sexual feelings that took over my ass, and welcomed the partial relief for my chronic sexual frustration.

She squeezed the last drops from my cock onto the plate and then held it under my chin. I dipped my head to lap up the lukewarm goo.

"I'm sorry that is not the tasty cum a real man's balls would have. You'll have to collect that yourself tonight. We'll make you into a pretty flower and you'll attract all the bees tonight!" She held up the plate until I'd licked it completely clean.

"Now I have a present for you!" Tonya exclaimed. She handed me a box from Natalie's boutique. In it I found a pink gaff.

"But this one's special. It has something extra for the girl who has something extra."

The gaff was padded in the back with two rounded inserts!

"It'll give you a little bit of a caboose. That way we will be able to buy you a clingy dress for tonight, but not make you look too skinny!"

I pulled on the gaff and secured my package in the pouch. I looked at my backside in the mirror and I was a little underwhelmed. Tonya saw my dismay.

"Don't worry. It'll look much better once you have your clothes on." She had me put my nightie back on. "See, isn't that better? You have a cute little tushie now!"

I had to admit she was right. Seeing that rump pushing out the drape of the nightgown did make me look more feminine from behind.

"Oh, good! Now we have to find you a seductive little number to wear."

Tonya waited for me to put on my make-up and dress. It felt a bit odd sitting on the cushions of the padded gaff.

"Shake that booty!" Tonya encouraged me as I walked to the car in my medium heels. I could feel my behind having a little more wiggle as I walked.

Tonya enjoyed having a girlfriend to shop with. We both tried on lots of dresses. She chose a clingy black cocktail dress for me and a green satin dress with a risqué plunging neckline for her.

"I don't know why I bother—I'll have it off soon enough!" she remarked. "But I guess the flirtation before makes the sex later all the hotter. Don't you think I'll have my pick of the studs with this number?"

Then she took me to her beauty salon. She got her hair done and she had them reshape my eyebrows. Then she led me through an archway to the companion spa.

"Time you had a Brazilian, Janine!" She winked at the operator. I was taken back to a room for "procedures." Clearly Tonya had arranged this ahead of time, as the operator didn't blink when my gaff came off and revealed my cock and balls.

I was glad that I'm not that naturally hairy, because every strip they took off hurt like fire. But the worst was putting the wax on my taint and around my anus. That's just not natural. The pain when those hairs were pulled made me slightly sick to my stomach. You're not supposed to do anything like that down there!

"Courage, Janine! Every girl knows that beauty doesn't come without some sacrifice!"

I was embarrassed when the girl applied cooling salve to my anal area and I began to get an erection.

"Oh, he likes that!" the girl remarked.

"He likes more than that!" Tonya exclaimed. "The men will like how smooth and hairless his little rosebud is. Nothing to scratch their big pricks going in and out!"

"Oh, he likes that, eh?" the girl asked. "He doesn't just like to dress up?"

"Oh no! He goes the whole nine yards!" They giggled naughtily.

"Well, I'm sure he'll make some man very happy!" the operator said, as if wives bringing in their bisexual husbands was just another day as the office. As embarrassed as I was, I was also touched by her casual acceptance of me. I made a note to give her a nice tip.

Tonya had called Nikki, Chad, and Bobbie / Babette to accompany us to the Club. Tonya helped me to put on my most dramatic make-up for my "debut." Although "fuck me high heels" would have been the finishing touch, I wasn't nearly practiced enough, but my medium heels were still pretty sexy and made me much less likely to fall on my face, which wouldn't be sexy.

"Don't think about every step and gesture, babe. Just focus on the men and the message you want them to get" 'I'm sexy and I love men!' Don't try to be Janine: just let Janine come out!"

I tried to feel that. 'I’m Janine. This is how Janine looks. This is how Janine walks. This is how Janine smiles.' I tried to relax and just "be."

We got to the club and Nikki, Chad, and Babette had already staked out a table. As we walked in I could feel all the eyes on me. It was as if a ripple went through the place: new face, fresh meat. I was pretty sure it wasn't just self-consciousness. I could see men checking me out, their eyes raking up and down. I thought that would make me nervous, but what I saw in their eyes was ... desire! Hunger! Attraction!'

The effect on me was intoxicating! I could feel their eyes on me like a physical force, like a flame licking at my skin. Rather than making me nervous, it felt as if I were being lit up by the energy of their lust. They wanted Janine, so I would give them Janine!

As we walked across the dance floor to the table on the far side where Nikki's party was, I flounced my new ass cheeks at my admirers. I caught a few men's eyes and gave them my friendliest smile.

When we got to the table, Tonya put a hand on my arm.

"My, my, Janine. I do believe you are creating a stir!"

"Well, this is a very high-class club, after all," I replied. "There would be bound to be gentlemen of good taste!"

"Maybe you'll get to find out if they taste good too!" she gibed.

"Oh my gosh, Tonya!" Nikki broke in. "I never would have believed it! This is…?

"...Janine, everybody," Tonya finished for her. "Janine, you've met Chad and Babette. It's Janine’s first time at the Cuck 'n' Bull, so make her feel welcome!"

I didn't even have time to sit down before a handsome man was at my elbow.

"I don't think that I have seen you here before, my dear," the man said to me. "I'm Thad. What would your name be?"

I reached out and took his hand in the genteel way women do.

"I'm Janine. Nice to meet you, Thad," I said, beaming my smile at him.

"Could I buy you a drink? Would you like to join me at my table?"

"I'd love a drink, Thad! But I've just gotten here. Would you like to join me and my friends?"

Thad signaled a waiter over, a collared male slave. He tried to order drinks for the whole table, but I insisted that was too generous, though I let him buy me a mai-tai. It was a new experience being fussed over.

I had to pinch myself to remind myself that this man, who seemed so normal, knew that I was really a man in a dress and not a girl, and that he was turned on my that. But I was turned on that he was turned on!

We engaged in some small talk. I remembered that my role was to be fascinated by everything he said and to look pretty. I was also supposed to be a social butterfly, so I introduced him to everyone. I almost stumbled right out of the gate.

"This is my wi—, I mean, my roommate, Tonya, and her boyfriend, Brian."

"Would you like to dance, Janine?" Thad asked.

"That would be delightful!" I answered. I had some butterflies about my dancing, but I wanted to know what it would feel like to be in this man's arms!

Thad was a good dancer and I felt as if all I had to do was mold myself to his steps. He was so smooth and definite in his leading that I felt as if I were floating around the dance floor. His arms felt strong and I felt protected in them.

"You are a wonderful dancer!" I told him at the end of our second dance.

"And you are a beautiful woman!" he replied. Then he pulled me to him and kissed me. I melted into him and eagerly returned his kiss. He put both hands on my rear end and pushed my crotch against his. I felt the hardness of a prick that excited my interest.

Thad broke our kiss.

"I'd like to ... get to know you better," he euphemized. "Do you think your friends would mind if we went somewhere more comfortable?"

My heart skipped a beat and then began to race. I'd hardly been here forty-five minutes and I was getting my first proposition. People knew what they were here for, I guess.

I felt how every girl must feel: flattered to be chosen, but wondering if I were being too "easy" if I jumped in bed with the first guy who asked! Thad was good looking, and if our hug were any judge, had equipment that would be very ... satisfying. And he had been a gentleman so far. I mean, he'd observed the forms: he'd talked and danced. Was I being too much of a slut?

"Sure," I said. "I'd like to get ... better acquainted." We walked back to our table. Actually, I was surprised that Tonya was still there. She'd been joined by a muscular black man and they looked as if they'd started to get friendly. I figured she hadn't yet adjourned somewhere herself because she felt responsible for me and wanted to be sure my "debut" was going OK.

"Tonya, Thad and I are going to ... uh ... head over this way," I gestured to the "fuck rooms" area of the club, "and see what else is going on. Do you mind?"

"No! Nate and I were thinking the same thing." She pulled me down to whisper in my ear. "Between watching you and Thad kiss and feeling the crotch rocket Nate's sporting, I didn't know how much longer I could wait! My pussy's drip-ping, girl!" Then she let me up. "You two run along and don't worry about me. Have fun!"

Tonya's blessing helped me feel better, that I wasn't jumping into this too fast. There were many different spaces in the club. There were lounges and bedrooms, some private, some with one-way mirrors, and some with plain windows for those who were more into exhibitionism.

"Do you ... prefer privacy?" Thad asked me considerately. I hadn't thought that far ahead. I'd sucked cock and eaten cum-filled pussy and drunk piss all out in the open at the club. A little late to be modest.

"It's up to you. I'm not really shy."

Thad seemed pleased with that. Maybe he liked to show off. We were in a large living room-type lounge with several sitting areas. There was already a couple there making out, but the sofa was facing away from us.

"How about here?" Thad suggested, motioning toward a couch. We sat down and he put an arm around my shoulder and pulled me toward him and planted a kiss on my lips. His lips were warm and soft. They felt good. I moaned and returned his kiss.

We broke the kiss and then immediately resumed it. I felt his tongue seeking admittance and I welcomed it. My cock was already straining against my gaff, but Thad's kiss made it jump. I took a breath and then sought his lips again, gently teasing them with my tongue. I wanted to do more, but I remembered to be a "lady." I needed to let him be the man, the aggressor.

I stiffened reflexively when I felt his hand move to my chest, but immediately I relaxed. This wasn't Marty. Thad knew my boobs weren't real, but it still excited him to play with them. Although I longed to have him stroke my nipples, it still excited me to feel him grasp my breast. I could feel his ministrations faintly through the breast forms, but the thought of him grabbing my "boobs" was what really aroused me.

"Oh, that feels so good!" I encouraged him. Nervously I reached down and lay my hand on the crotch of his pants. I was pleased to find a lump there! As we kissed, my fingers explored his size and shape. I squeezed it and was tantalized by its hardness and girth. This would well fill my mouth—or my ass!

"Oh my," I murmured. "Oh, this feels so nice!" I told him between kisses, as my fingers continued to run up and down the length of his erection. It pleased me inordinately. I was the cause of this. This penis was hard for wanting me! Wanting Janine.

"You have such a nice hard-on for me!" I said in a sultry voice. "I have to see it, touch it." I remembered my role. "I want to make you feel good, Thad."

Thad moaned his pleasure at my eagerness. He wasted no time in pulling out his prize. It was a nice specimen, about 8 inches with a prominent mushroom head. I wanted to taste it immediately, but I held myself back.

"Oh, yes!" I crowed. "What a nice hard cock you have for me! It's lovely!" I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the shaft. The sight of my long pink fingernails grasping his rampant erection thrilled me! I began to pump it slowly, just enough to feel its size and hardness, to treasure the gift he was giving me.

"That's such a nice compliment," I cooed to him, planting a peck on his lips. I could feel how his body tensed with the joy of feeling my grip on his cock. "It makes a girl feel so good to see a man’s desire for her. To see he wants her." Thad closed his eyes, in the thrall of that need, helpless in my hands. I continued to gently pull his skin up and down, savoring the power that I had over him right then.

But I didn't want to make him suffer. And that mushroom head positively made my mouth water. He wanted me, but I wanted something of his too!

"Oh, Thad! I have to taste it!" I said as I bent down to wrap my pink lips around his cockhead. "Mmm," I purred. His cock was hard and warm. He was turned on enough that pre-cum oozed out of his slit.

'I love this!' I thought to myself. Most men and a lot of women would rather die than suck cock. Why? It felt good! Thad's cock filled my mouth so nicely. And Thad loved it too. He was moaning and muttering to himself.

And the feeling of power! Some women think they are abasing themselves to suck cock. But if they realized what power they had! Supposedly this was the second worst humiliation one man could put another man through. But who was in control? Who was helpless and who was calling the shots here?

I took my mouth off Thad's penis and spread my saliva down his shaft with my hand. Thad groaned at the loss of my sucking, but soon he was groaning again at the delight my slick hand was giving him. He couldn't decide which he liked better! I knew which I did though, and I plunged his cock deep into my throat and bobbed my head up and down a few times to mouth-fuck myself. Then I returned to a sloppy hand job for a bit to toy with him. The power rush of holding his manhood in my hand and being able to watch his rapture was exquisite!

I wondered whether Thad wanted me to bring him off like this or whether he wanted to save himself for my rosebud. But in a moment my question answered itself. Thad was quivering with the signs of imminent climax. As soon as I took him between my lips again, he began bucking up into my mouth. I was happy either way. This way I'd get to taste his semen and keep my "extras" safety tucked away in my gaff.

There was no questions asked whether it was OK to blow his cookies in my mouth. I guess "in for a penny, in for a pound." Or if I hadn't been up for that, I guess I could have finished him off with my hand. However, since I was in fact eager to taste this new man-juice, there was no issue. I redoubled my sucking to push him over the edge.

"Oh God!" Thad cried and a moment later his cum splashed the back of my throat. I felt another jet and then another fill my hungry mouth. I reveled in the familiar flavor of jism, squirted in tribute to my talents.

"Mmmm," I murmured, relishing the taste of essence of man. I sat back and swallowed, feeling the fluid ooze down my gullet. I bent down and sucked a few more drops from the end of his cock and then squeezed his shaft empty. I idly toyed with his slowly softening prick, still enjoying its feel.

I looked across the room at a mirror on the far wall and caught the image of myself holding his penis. I was not shocked or dismayed to see a girl looking back at. Me. A pretty girl with a handsome man, his cock spent, an exhausted but satisfied look on his face. Her face was flushed with arousal and triumph, the taste of his spend on her tongue. I was not embarrassed or regretful. I was happy!

I watched myself bend down to place a kiss on the head of his cock and then I snuggled up to him and put my mouth on his. I didn't know how these guys who liked boy-girls, "b-girls," ticked. Once spent was he revolted? He knew that if he kissed me now, he'd taste his own cum. Was that too gay for him?

Thad answered my uncertainty with a passionate kiss. He snaked his tongue in my mouth as if it turned him on, to taste his own semen on my tongue! I returned his passion with gladness, my own cock hard within my panties. Janine's public debut had apparently been a success!

"I have some friends who will want to meet you, young lady!" Thad assured me. "But I wanted the ... uh ... pleasure ... first myself. Would you like to meet them? I mean, after we check on what your friends are up to?" Thad was nothing if not considerate. I was thankful that Janine's "first" at the Cuck 'n' Bull was a gentleman.

Thad zipped himself up and we began to wander past the other rooms in search of Tonya. We found her in one of the larger "audience" rooms. There was a huge mattress on the floor in the middle of the room, with tables and furniture all around it, where voyeurs could watch the action and take inspiration from it.

Tonya was the center of attention. She was lying back to front on top of a black man who had his cock planted in her behind. A white man was licking her, while Nikki and Babette were sucking her breasts. Tonya was already writhing with arousal at this multiple stimulation. Several onlookers were masturbating or making out with each other, turned on by the display.

"Gives you ideas, doesn't it?" Thad whispered to me, squeezing my buttocks and pressing a hand between my legs from behind, where he knew my imprisoned cock was hiding. "Why should a beautiful woman like her settle for one man, when she could have any man—or woman—she likes? Look at her! She's in heaven! How could anyone who really cared about her want to deny her that pleasure? Any man who really loved her would have to be happy to see her in such ecstasy! And proud that she can take a cock that large in her ass!"

Thad's words stirred all my feelings of jealousy, envy, love, lust, humiliation, and pride into a stupefying mixture. The Cuckold's Cocktail! I watched in rapt amazement as the stud licking her cunt shinnied forward to add a white cock in her pussy to the black one in her ass.

"Do you want to join them, Janine? Would you like to be kissing her when she feels cocks fill both her holes at once?" He lifted my hand and gently pressed his other hand to the small of my back, encouraging me to join in.

Like a subject in a hypnotic state I moved toward the bed. My gaze was fixed on Tonya's face and the rest of the room faded away. Her mouth was open and her eyes were wide with the shock of feeling the second cockhead trying to squeeze its way into an area already overfull with the man-meat of the black stallion. Although she'd been double-penetrated before, I'm sure right now it seemed just as impossible that her body could accept that much cock as it had the first time.

I watched as her expression went from shock and fear to realization that her vagina was indeed being forced to accept this invader. Then her eyes began to half-close with concentration, trying both to relax and open up and also to appreciate all the feelings hitting her brain all at once.

I bent down and kissed her forehead.

"You can do it, babe! You can take it! Open up and enjoy it!"

"Johnny!" she said drunkenly, intoxicated with pleasure rather than alcohol. She opened her eyes. "I mean, 'Janine'! Oh, baby! Oh God, it's so good! Kiss me! Kiss me while they fuck me!"

I pressed my mouth to hers and our lipsticks slid over each other. She moaned as the second cock worked deeper into her and the fear of being ripped open warred with the fireworks of every sexual nerve in her body lighting up at once.

"Oh, baby, you're always there for me!" she rasped and then she was overcome with the sensations. She began to whip her head from side to side as the penis in her cunt began to saw back and forth slowly. It was only moments before the first of her orgasms hit. I heard her paramours moan as the tightly stretched orifices ripples from her climax.

"Oh, baby!" Tonya gasped at me, barely able to regain her senses between orgasms. And then she went under again, as more spasms ripped through her. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she muttered to herself, unable to produce anything more articulate.

I gently kissed her cheek and forehead. Her skin glowed with the flush or arousal and a sheen of perspiration moistened her brow. She looked like a wanton goddess, and my heart filled with worship of her. The aroma of her pussy mixed with the male scent of her lovers.

Yet another climax shook her and her partner on top began to fuck in earnest. His grunts became animalistic as the grip of her cunt and the rubbing of the black man's penis through the thin walls separating her ass and vagina stole the white man’s wits. With a roar he came, and his spasms must have tipped his crony over the brink, as the black man groaned in evident enjoyment of Tonya's anal passage.

The sensations of two penises spending within her ravaged organs at almost the same time had Tonya writhing and bucking inside the man-sandwich. Her face was contorted in an indecipherable expression that could be pain, ecstasy, or madness. She was so agitated that I could not tell if she were having a fourth orgasm or an epileptic fit.

"Baby, are you OK?" I inquired, lightly stroking her cheek and pushing a stray lock of hair off her brow.

"Shit-fuck!" she exclaimed ambiguously. "Holy motherfuck!" and began laughing, relieving some of my concern. "Oh, shit!" she continued. "Jesus Christ!" She struggled to get her breath. "Hal," she said to the man on top, "ease out. Gently." He did so and she let out a huge sigh. She rolled on her side with the black man's cock still buried in her rectum, and then groaned as he pulled out.

"Oh, my poor pussy! Oh, my poor ass!" she moaned.

"Are you OK?" I renewed my inquiry.

"Oh, I'm more than OK!" she replied, and hooked a hand behind my head and pulled me into a fervent kiss. "Baby, when you gave up my pussy and ass to the real men, you gave me such a wonderful gift!" Her eyes dewed up and she shook her head in wonder. "I love you so much for admitting your inadequacy. Never forget that."

Babette and Nikki were cleaning up Tonya's partners by sucking their softening cocks.

"Would you like to do the honors on me, baby?" Tonya asked. "There should be two huge loads of cum for you. Please be gentle, but your feminine lips and tongue would feel so good right now!" She lay back and pulled her legs up and spread them wide, presenting her private parts for my attention.

Her crotch was a ravaged mess. Both her vagina and anus were red and distended. Her anal opening looked more like a wound than an organ.

Sticking my tongue into Tonya's vagina was like sticking it into the Holland Tunnel. I couldn't feel either side squeezing my tongue. I could only lap up her lover's semen and her abundant pussy juice.

"Oh, that feels so good, baby! You're so gentle, like a little kitty cat. Not rough like those big tough men. Oh, my poor pussy needs some TLC!" Although her praise was nice, her subtle mewing was a stark contrast to the rock-your-world orgasms her lovers had provided.

But I was enjoying myself nonetheless. I wished I could bottle the scent of her excited cunt mixed with the tang of another man's cum. Every tongueful had a different mixture of the two tastes. Feeling her labia pressed to my face, her vagina almost swallowing my mouth, I wished for a moment that I could just dive into her cunny like Tom Thumb.

"Oh, my poor asshole needs you now, Janine! Suck my ass as good as you licked the cum out of my pussy!"

The maw of Tonya's anus had started to shrink, but not enough to stem the flow of lube and sperm from her ruined rectum. I licked a trail of it trickling between her cheeks and was instantly struck by the contrasting taste. Although there was a hint of pussy juice that had oozed from above, the taste now was mostly semen and the chemical taste of lube. A tinge of Tonya's musk flavored it and reminded me that it was anal favors that she had bestowed on this suitor.

My tongue dove into her rectum, but the laxness of her sphincters provided little grip. How remarkable an organ, that could open up to entertain a prodigious cock so delightfully! I was impressed at what a sexual athlete my blushing bride had become. I felt an odd kind of pride that she could please a man that way.

"Here you go, baby!" Tonya said and I felt her squeeze down and push a glob of cum onto my tongue. I sealed my lips to her anus and sucked as she tried to push out all of her lover's leavings. I kissed her hole like a mouth, fervently, lovingly. The she lowered her legs, I thought signaling the end of my chore.

But she had other ideas.

"Flip over doll," she ordered, and she climbed onto my face, pressing her pussy to my mouth again. Gravity brought more cum oozing out of her, and having her tower over me brought out my submissive feelings more strongly.

"Let's give your new boyfriend a show," she suggested. "Open wide!" She lifted a few inches off me. It had been a while since she'd asked me to drink her urine, but the old excitement at the act filled me immediately. After a moment's hesitation her pee began to stream from her and splash onto my tongue. The warmth, the taste, and the smell of it excited me unbearably. It was so dirty, so perverted, but so intimate! Why should it excite me so? But it did. It felt like a connection, an acceptance, a devotion that was so deep, so personal. It felt as if I were accepting her soul into mine. She felt it too.

"Oh, baby, I've missed this! I love it! I love watching my piss come out and seeing you drink it up so eagerly! You're my little piss pot, aren't you?"

I swallowed her golden gift and felt it warm me from inside. My wife was inside me, in my tummy. I felt flushed and weak and in love again. I kissed her pee hole tenderly.

"Oh, Janine. Your make-up is a mess! We'll have to fix it!" Tonya exclaimed.

I looked over at Thad, who mimed applause at the exhibition he'd just watched. I thought I noticed a bulge in his trousers, which both impressed and intrigued me.

"Tonya and I have to go to the little girls' room to ... freshen up."

"By all means! Just don't wander off! I want you to meet a couple of my friends, and I have something that may need your attention," he said, adjusting his crotch.

"You are a very naughty boy, Thaddeus!" I said in my best schoolmarm voice.

"And aren't you glad?" he retorted.

"What kind of a girl do you take me for?" I said in mock indignation.

"I know exactly what kind of girl you are!" he said archly and laughed.

"We won't be a moment," Tonya assured him. She reached down and lightly fondled his bulge. "And she'd love to take care of that little problem, so don't do anything with it before Janine gets back."

"Forbid the thought! " he played along, "but it's not a little problem!"

I blew him a kiss, unsure how he felt about water sports. We went into the ladies room, where Nikki was waiting in the usual line for a stall.

"Why wait for one of those when Janine here could take care of you?"

"Oh, that would be delightful!" Nikki responded. "You know Bobbie has gotten more and more turned on by this since you got us started! In fact, I've started to hold out on him to make it more of a rare treat," she shared, as she lifted her dress unceremoniously to reveal her bare pussy. Tonya pointed to the floor and I lay down so that Nikki could squat over my mouth.

For a woman who hadn't indulged in this until a few weeks ago, Nikki had no trouble letting go a gush of urine. Feelings of submission coursed through me as I accepted her water, but it wasn't submission to Nikki as much as to Tonya, and to all women as my superiors.

"Oh, that's wild!" said another woman waiting in line. "Could I try it? I've never even thought of that, but ... watching you, it's ... hot! I don't mean to intrude, but ... could I?"

The idea of being used by a complete stranger, as if I were a public toilet, was shocking, but exciting. I looked at Tonya.

"I think she wants to!" Tonya laughed. "Why not? I think three bladderfuls will be her limit, but I'd love to turn you on to it. Be my guest!"

The woman lowered her panties, pulled up her skirt, and lowered her groin to inches from my mouth. Her pussy smelled of sperm and arousal, revealing that she'd already been busy tonight. I waited with my mouth wide open, while she tried to relax despite the scandalous act.

"I don't know if I can!" she squeaked.

"Don't worry! She loves it. Think of it as a favor."

She looked down at my open mouth and gently shook her head in amazement at my equanimity. Then she closed her eyes to concentrate. After a moment there came a squirt. Then another, Then a trickle of pee started. She opened her eyes.

"I did it!" She closed her eyes again and then opened them to watch as a more forceful stream cascaded onto my tongue.

"Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" she marveled as she watched her urine flow into my mouth. Her right hand stole down to her clitoris and began rubbing her nubbin even as she continued to watch me drink her piss.

"Oh God! Oh God! This is so ... hot!" She closed her eyes as her flow tapered off and she continued to masturbate inches from my nose.

"God! I pissed in his mouth!" she said, revealing that the "she's" and "her's" hadn't deceived her about my true gender. Apparently defiling a man appealed to her.

I craned up and lapped at her urethra, licking up the last droplets of her pee.

"Oh God! Oh God!" she exclaimed as her fingers brought her to climax.

"We have a convert!" Tonya declared and high-fived with Nikki. They helped their new friend up and steadied her, as she seemed slightly overcome. She kissed Tonya and thanked her for her generosity, and helped me up and kissed me as well, but not on the mouth, I noticed.

"That's where men need to be!' she said to Tonya, "Not running the world, but between our legs, licking our pussies or ...," she trailed off, nodding at me.

Looking in the mirror it wasn't hard to see how my true gender had been sussed out. Indeed, my make-up was a mess and it took Tonya and me a while to get it presentable again. I was relieved to see Thad still waiting for us, despite our prolonged absence. But then I mused that men were used to their ladies taking a long time in the powder room. Thad had been joined by two other men.

"Gentlemen, this is Janine, the delightful new b-girl I was telling you about. Janine, this is Will and Ray." Will smiled broadly as I laid my fingers in his hand, Continental style. Ray looked me in the eye with a smoldering look that made my stomach flutter.

"Charmed," Ray said in a deep baritone and he took my hand and kissed my fingers, then stepped back. His eyes raked me up and down. Something about that look made me think he liked what he saw. He was a handsome man with dark dark hair and broad muscular build. He looked as if he could pick up two of me. But at the same time he seemed to be holding back, as if a sex club weren't exactly his "scene."

Will seemed eager to ingratiate himself.

"Would you like a drink?" he asked.

"Uh ... I've just had quite a lot to drink," I said, touching my tummy, sloshing with three bladderfuls of urine, and looking at Tonya, who chuckled conspiratorially. "I don't think I could drink another drop just now."

"A dance then?" he suggested.

Twirling around didn't sound too good to my bloated stomach. The night was still young, but I was flush with success. Why wait?

"Actually, something to eat would be more what I was in the mood for. Like some meat!" I said, pressing my hand to Will's zipper.

"Oh, I like how this girl thinks!" Will exclaimed. He put an arm around my waist and began squiring me to the action rooms. Ray looked a little uncomfortable, as if my boldness was a little slutty for his tastes. But both he and Thad accompanied us to a private room with a sitting area and a large bed.

Will set himself on a chaise longue with me. Thad sat in a chair next to us and Ray sat across, as if he were a little apart, like an audience (or a judge!). Maybe I could get a 9.5 for cocksucking!

Will leaned in for some kissing, but I was more interested in seeing his package. After a brief kiss I began undoing his pants.

"What do you have for me? A present?" I play-acted.

"Well, open it and see," Will played along. "I think you'll like it. It's just your size."

"I don't want one my size!" I exclaimed. "I need an XL!"

"I don't think you'll be disappointed," said Will with a chuckle. I lowered his pants and snaked my hand into the fly of his boxers. His cock wasn't fully erect yet, so I didn't have trouble pulling it through the opening. It was far different from Thad's. Rather than a mushroom head, it tapered to a point, but it quickly flared toward a thick base. It was hard to judge yet, but fully erect it would probably be 8 inches.

"Oh, this will do!" I assured Will. I immediately proceeded to jiggle the shaft in my hand while I kissed the underside from the base to the tip.

"Oh, God, that feels so good!" Will declared with a tightness in his voice that told me he really needed this. I wondered if he was married and concealed his perverse interest in "girls with extra" from his wife. Maybe a trip to the Cuck 'n' Bull was a rare treat that he needed in order to indulge his secret kink. If so, I owed it to him to make it memorable.

"I want to make this so good for you, Will," I said affectionately. My own concealed hard-on was throbbing insistently at feeling Will's organ stiffening against my lips. 'He wants you,' was the welcome message it sent. 'He wants Janine.' And with a start I recognized that he actually wanted me more than all the "real" women in the place. He could have Tonya or Nikki, but to him I was special, his dream come true. 'Or “cum” true?!' I asked myself with a smile.

I teased Will with a lick here and there and a hot breath on the smallish head of his cock. I rested my lips on the very tip, as if his pee slit were a tiny mouth and we were kissing.

"Oh, God, you're killing me, you tease!" Will croaked out, but I knew he was loving it at the same time.

As I felt the tapered tip of his cock try to wedge open my lips, I realized that this was a cock custom-made for anal sex. That little head would easily slip into my rosebud like an advance party, only to be followed by the ever-widening, sphincter-destroying shaft. My anus clenched at the thought of how stretched I'd be by the time my butt cheeks met his stomach!

I pressed my lips around his cockhead, imagining that they were my asshole. His cock slipped easily into my mouth., Slowly I lowered my head toward his crotch, inch by inch, feeling his penis push my lips wider and wider apart. By the time his glans tickled the back of my throat I had a satisfying mouthful of man-meat.

"Oh, God, it's been too long!!" Will sighed as I sucked on his throbbing flesh. 'So good!' I thought to myself as I enjoyed caressing his member. I hummed with satisfaction, pleasing myself as I was pleasing him.

"Your cock is so nice," I told Will sincerely, but also knowing a man loves to hear that. “I want to make you feel good!" I got into a rhythm, bobbing my head on his penis as I kept a grip on the base of his shaft.

Then I felt someone lifting my skirt from behind. Thad took advantage of a tricky feature of my gaff: it had snaps at the crotch. So my ass could be exposed without removing the whole garment. I lost my rhythm momentarily as Thad stroked my puckered anus lightly. A second later I felt him daub my opening with lube. I caught my breath and then moaned as I felt a finger slip past my sphincter.

"Ohhh!" I groaned in pleasure and I redoubled my attentions to Will's prick. One finger slipped out only to be replaced by another glob of lube and two fingers. I moaned around Will's rampant penis.

"Oh, Thad! I want you inside of me!" I pleaded.

"Ha ha!" Thad chortled. "No, I'd never cut in line. I'll let Will do the honors!"

Will was only too happy to jump up. I crouched on the chaise diagonally, one foot on the floor, and lay my head on my hands, leaving my ass in the air, begging to be filled. Thad's fingers gave way to the tapered end of Will's cock, which slipped in two inches easily.

"Oh, God!" Will exclaimed at the slippery warmth of my rectum. "Been too long! Too long!" he muttered to himself as he eagerly pressed forward, determined to bury his cock in my bowels. The rapidly increasing girth of his unit soon had my muscles protesting.

"Easy, easy!" I begged. I was grateful when he backed off a hair and began coaxing my aperture open with little mini-fucks. "Oh yeah!" I praised him. "Oh, that feels better!" Gradually he forced his way in. "Ohhh!" I gasped as I felt the end of his cock touch the end of my rectum and his thighs met my cheeks.

"Gawd! That's like heaven! Your ass is so hot and tight!" Will declared.

'Shucks, you really know how to sweet-talk a girl!' I thought, but his words pleased me. Not only did his cock feel so good in my ass, but I knew he was hot for my bod! His cock was hard and he began to pump in and out. Each thrust was like a compliment. "You're hot! You're hot! You're hot!," it said.

Soon my rectum was heating up and loosening up. Every time he filled me with cock, it was a delight! I loved the feeling of fullness, of being taken, being possessed by a man. Every thrust raked my prostate thrillingly. Each withdrawal only whetted my appetite for the next thrust.

"Oh, God, I love how you're fucking me!" I groaned. My praise only fired Will's lust more and his fucking became more forceful and frantic.

"Take me!" I pleaded. "My ass is yours!" I urged.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" Will exclaimed, overcome with his own pleasure. He balanced on the precipice, wanting this to go on forever, but unable to contain any more. With a cry he slammed into me and I felt his penis quiver and then spurt. Spasm after spasm gripped his cock and emptied his seed deep within me! My heart overflowed with joy as I felt every jet and every twinge of his orgasm with my clutching rectum! It warmed my heart to accept his essence. I longed for it.

"What a fuck!" Will gasped. "That was...," he panted, but words failed him.

I felt him pull out with a twinge of loss. I started to get up, but I felt a hand stop me. I heard a zipper, but Ray was still watching intently from a distance. A voyeur? Or just not into public sex?

"Now, I'm ready for my turn," I heard Thad say. "All warmed up?" I felt the broad head of his cock push against my stretched opening. Despite Will's efforts, my sphincters resisted admitting this intruder. But my lust overruled them. I pushed back, straining to open myself and engulf Thad's magic wand. Thad's mushroom cap popped past the stricture. In two more strokes he was buried to the hilt and it felt as if his cockhead were bumping my Adam's apple!

"God, so wet, slippery, hot!" Thad hissed. A wave of arousal coursed through me to think that Thad's cock was now sliding through another man's hot sperm. I wondered if that very thought excited him too, to know that his penis was bathing in his friend's semen! He could have had me first and let me blow Will while he plumbed my ass, but he seemed intent on enjoying his sloppy seconds.

He certainly had an easy time of it! My ass was loose, wet, and hot, and he could fuck as fast and hard as he liked. I loved how the ridge of his flared cockhead stroked my prostate, and I loved how open and defenseless my ass felt! I was helpless, in total surrender to his masculine power. I felt my body soften and relax, satisfied to become a receptacle. It were as if every thrust drained away more of my masculinity and filled me with feminine energy. 'Make me Janine. Make me your woman,' was the startling prayer that filled my breast.

My cock was afire with pent-up lust! Could I come just from being fucked? It felt as if gallons of pre-cum had dripped out of my penis. I could feel my urethra straining like a hot wire through my distended tissues, tortured by the prolonged drooling of pre-cum.

As if he could read my mind, Thad reached under me and I felt him grasp my poor cock through the gaff. I was shocked, as I had assumed my inconvenient genitals would be out of bounds for the night.

"Come for me, Janine!" he said in a stage whisper. "Come with me! I want to feel you come around my damn cock!"

My poor penis was so starved for attention that his grip was almost painful. The stimulation of his cock reaming my ass and his hand pumping my prick soon had my brain blowing fuses right and left. It only took a few moments before he had his wish. I felt my cock quiver and then I was flooding the pouch of the gaff with an orgasm that felt like fire flowing up my dick And backing up into my balls! The orgasm shuddered through me, sending spasms to my rectum, pulsing around Thad's pumping penis!

"Jesus Mary!" Thad cried with delight, as he felt his cock gripped and kneaded by my ass. His thrusts became frantic and seconds later I felt his climax reverberate through his flesh and into mine. With Will's cum already coating my innards, Thad's felt like a flood! I wanted to freeze the moment, to stay in that split-second, with the aftershocks of my orgasm melting into the hot pool of his sperm filling the deepest part of me. I wanted to hold his cock like that forever!

Perhaps Thad felt some of the same impulse, as he hugged himself to my back and stayed like that for a delicious minute. But, alas, if we try to hold onto the beautiful butterfly of a moment we only crush it. Time marches on. I felt my cum leaking through the pouch of my gaff and Thad heaved himself up. I squeezed his cock with my ass as he started to pull out, and I heard him gasp, but he continued nonetheless. I clenched my buttocks to try to hold the two loads of cum inside me.

"I ... I need to ... uh ... fix my ... uh ... make-up, and ...uh ... freshen up...," I stammered. Ray sprang up and handed me a towel from a stack in the corner, which was much appreciated. "Thank you!" I said sincerely. He smiled at me for the first time.

I hadn't planned on coming all over myself and I was glad a ladies room wasn't far away as I waddled toward it. What would I do now that I had made such a mess? Once in the lavatory I entered a stall and gingerly removed the gooey mess that was my gaff. I blotted away as much of the cum as I could, but the pouch was soaked.

I sat on the toilet and felt cum seeping from my ravaged bunghole. It seemed sacrilegious to just squeeze it into the john. I cupped my hand under myself and squeezed out the men's semen. "Down the hatch!' I said to myself and I licked up their seed.

I stumbled out of the stall, the soggy gaff in my hand. to my delight I saw that the bathroom was equipped with hair dryers and hand dryers, as well as towels. I could wash out my gaff and blow it dry!

"Oh, lord, you had yourself an accident, didn't you, dearie?" a woman's voice from the next sink said. "But it was worth doing a little laundry, wasn't it?"

"Ah, yes!" I sighed wistfully. "But next time maybe I'll be better prepared! A little protection would have made this a lot easier. It's my first time. I didn't know ... what to expect, let's say!"

"Here's to the unexpected!" she said, raising an imaginary glass. "It keeps life interesting!"

"It does that. But isn't that a Chinese curse, 'May you live in interesting times'?"

"Ha!" she laughed and left me blow-drying my gaff.

"Sometimes life is a little too interesting!" I mused as I returned to the stall to stuff my cock and balls back into the now-warm pouch and fixed my butt cheeks. I reapplied my lipstick, most of which was on Will's cock now. I looked at myself in the mirror, turned and checked out my rear view. I twitched my new ass at myself.

"Like what you see?" asked another woman who had just come in.

"Yes, I do!" I answered.

"Well, you go, girl! Knock their socks off!"

The casual acceptance of me from two perfect strangers touched me! Here within the walls of the Cuck 'n' Bull, no one looked down on me for being a man dressed as a woman, looking to suck cock and get fucked up the ass! Maybe Tonya was right. I shouldn't look at myself as an imposter or a fake. I was just a person exploring all my options, all the combinations and permutations available to me.

Returning to the bar area, I found that Thad's friends had joined Tonya and Nikki by pulling two tables together. Babette was now seated between Will and Thad and was enjoying their attentions. I felt a twinge of jealousy! But that was short-lived, as Ray pulled out a chair for me to sit beside him. To my surprise I found that he only had eyes for me. Of course, he hadn't come yet—I supposed he was ready for his turn.

"Did you want to ... uh ... go back to one of the rooms?" I asked, not wishing to be unfair to him just because he had patiently waited his turn. Actually my libido had taken a hit from my orgasm, but I still wanted to be a good sport.

"Actually I'd rather just to get to know you a little bit," Ray said earnestly.

'Maybe he's shy,' I thought. "Or new at this. He needs to get his toes wet—before he dips his wick!'

"Sure!" I said enthusiastically, putting my manicured hand on his flirtatiously. I could use the rest anyway.

He asked me the usual questions: where did I work, where was I from, where did I go to school. He helped run his father's company. He'd come from money. Even though he worked hard and knew a lot about his business, he still felt beholden to his family. His mother was pretty controlling and critical and expected him to jump when she said "Jump!"

"She's pretty intent on finding me a girlfriend. She thinks I'm getting to the age where I need to 'settle down,' " Ray told me. "But none of the girls she tries to fix me up with ... appeal to me. I'm afraid none of the girls she ever would fix me up with would appeal to me. I have ... mm ... unusual tastes."

"So how do you know Thad and Will? From work?"

"No!" he Laughed. "We met on the internet. In a chat room for ... our ‘special interests.’ I have to be very careful. In my position ... if my family ever knew what kind of girl I'm interested in.... I needed a place like this, very private, selective, with absolute discretion. Thad told me about this place. I don't know what it cost you to join, but for a single man, it is ... not cheap."

He got a faraway look in his eye and I felt for him, in his position. Feeling like a pervert, afraid of being found out, feeling lonely, wanting to fit in somewhere.

"This is only the second time I've been here,” Ray continued. ”The first time I was such a geek! I just watched. The whole place freaked me out. I didn't think places like this really existed: I thought they were a fantasy from porn novels. I don't know if I could do ... what Thad and Will.... Oh! I don’t mean...! I'm not judging, it's just I don't think I could ... in public, you know."

I put my hand on his. I felt protective of him, as if I wanted to ease his anxiety and loneliness.

"There are private rooms. We could...." To my surprise I felt my cock stir in its bonds, even though I'd just come a few minutes before. Somehow having sex with Ray and getting him over his shyness and isolation seemed as if it would be a noble act, a good deed. Although I was pretty sure neither the Boy or Girl Scouts had a merit badge for that!

"No!" he answered quickly. "Thank you, but I just don't think I'm ready for that. Can we just talk some more?"

"Sure! But how about a dance? Nothing death-defying about that, is there?"

"No, I guess not. Do you like to dance?"

"Ray," I said, looking him in the eye and squeezing his hand, "I would love to dance with you!" Somehow his nervousness made me bold and confident. It was up to me to help him get over his stage fright and accept himself. So even though I wasn't the greatest dancer myself, I was going to show him he could enjoy himself here.

I reminded myself that the more feminine I was, the more powerful and less self-conscious he would feel. I let him take my hand and help me up from my seat. I let him take my arm and I molded myself to his body and flowed with his steps. I willed myself to be light, pliable, and responsive.

And it was like magic! Soon we were gliding about the dance floor as if on a cloud. I smiled at Ray and looked him in the eye as if he were the only man in the place. The better we danced, the more I felt flushed with success and the broader my smile. The happier I seemed, the more Ray relaxed and the better we danced.

As soon as the first number ended, I hugged him with glee.

"That was wonderful!" I exclaimed and kissed him on the cheek. He began to blush and he looked so cute with my lipstick on his cheek! There was no question whether we would dance the next number and then another. Being in his arms and moving to his rhythm was exciting! I could feel my cock stiffen in its confines and I began to feel a congestion in my groin. 'This must be what it is like for a girl to feel her pussy lips swelling!' I thought.

I suspected Ray was getting aroused as well. When a slow number started I boldly said to him, "Hold me closer, Ray. I want to feel your arms around me." Without much hesitation I felt him pull me close and enfold me with his muscular arms. He was sturdy. I pressed my groin against his gently and I could feel a good-sized erection straining against his zipper.

"Janine," he gasped. "Don't...," he started, but then he stopped. I could tell that he thought he should tell me to stop, but he didn't really want me to stop. I took pity on him and moved a little away, but I pressed my fake boobs against his chest. I sensed he enjoyed that too. In the moment I so wished I had real tits. I'd have loved to feel my nipples pressed against his delts.

"OK, that's enough!" said a man who had been standing off to the edge of the dance floor the whole time we'd been dancing. He put a hand on Ray's shoulder and Ray turned to look at him.

"You can't keep hogging the fresh meat all to yourself." The man grabbed one of my hands and began pulling me off the dance floor. I pulled my hand away and looked at him in shock.

"Look, sister, are you here to dance or fuck?" he asked me. "This is a sex club, not a dance club!" I got the sneaking suspicion that he'd had a drink or two too many, in addition to being a jerk to begin with.

"She's here to do whatever she wants," said Ray, stepping between me and the interloper. "And she doesn't want to do anything with you!"

"Maybe you can't get it up—that's why you'd rather talk—'blah, blah, blah'—and dance than fuck!" he said with a sneer, "Well let me show her what a real man can do." He reached to grab my arm again and Ray grabbed him by the wrist.

"Don't you touch me, you fag!" the man roared and pulled back his other hand and swung at Ray's head.

Before I knew what happened, the man was flying forward onto the floor. Ray had blocked his punch aside and the pulled the punching arm past him, throwing the attacker off balance. As he stumbled past, Ray stuck a foot out to trip him onto his face.

By the time the enraged man struggled to his feet, two of the club's security guards were there. Quickly two waiters vouched that Ray and I had been innocent victims and the sprawled man had started it. The beefy guards whisked the malefactor away, surely never to be admitted to this club ever again.

"I'm so sorry, Janine!" Ray said, really distressed by the scene. "Are you OK?"

His pain really touched me.

"I'm OK! Thanks to you! It's OK!" I said, grabbing his hand fervently as he put an arm around me protectively. "It's not your fault. You didn't do anything wrong!" I said, putting my own arms around him. I could feel that we were both a little shaky from the adrenaline rush of the confrontation. "In fact, you were magnificent!" I gushed. "You saved me! You're my hero!" I said, and I gave him a chaste kiss on the lips to signify my gratitude.

"Well, I just couldn't let him treat you like that! Who the hell does he think he is? I thought they'd have screened people better than that for this club!"

"Ray," I said, pulling him closer. "Don't let that jerk spoil the evening! I was having a wonderful time dancing with you." I brushed a lock of hair off his forehead and cupped his cheek. "Let's keep having a wonderful time. Let's sit down and get a drink. Let's talk some more. Let's dance some more."

"It's OK with you if we don't ... you know ... what he said?" Ray asked with concern. What the jerk had said about "wasting" time on anything but sex must have stung.

"Ha!" I laughed. "What do you think I am, a nympho? Ray," I said, squeezing his hands again, "I'm enjoying your company! I'm enjoying getting to know you." I lowered my voice and put my lips near his ear. "I'd like to get to know you a lot better, but it doesn't have to be tonight or tomorrow. Let's take our time."

A look of great relief flooded across his face. "That'd be great!" he said. He looked so cute right then, I'd have creamed my jeans if I were a real girl! I was loving how much my acceptance meant to him. A warm, melty feeling went up my spine and I shivered. The hair on the back of my neck stood up.

"I'd better sit down," I said, feeling as if I might not be able to stand up. Ray cradled me and led me back to our table.

The table was deserted when we got back. I suspected that Will and Thad were double-teaming Babette as they had me, those dogs! Tonya and Nikki must have gotten some better offers too. It gave Ray and I a little time to relax before they would begin to straggle back. But news of fisticuffs travels fast and Tonya came back with an alarmed air.

"Are you OK, Janine?" she asked.

"I'm fine," I said. I beamed at Ray and put a hand on his chest muscles. "Ray saved me! He's my knight in shining armor!" Ray looked happy but embarrassed by the attention.

"Just some drunk jerk," he said. "How's a guy like that get in here?"

"You're in business," Tonya observed. "You know that having money and power doesn't prevent you from being an ass! In fact, it might make it more likely!"

"Well, I'm gonna find out who recommended him for membership," Ray declared. "I'll get my money back if they are going to admit guys like that."

"Don't say that!" I cried. "If you'd never joined this club, I'd never have met you!" I surprised myself at my impulsive utterance.

Ray looked at me with surprise too. We'd only known each other an hour and I was praising my lucky stars that I'd met him?

"I mean," I stammered, "there's lots of nice guys like you here too. Don't write off the whole club because of one jerk!"

"And don't forget that Janine's partly to blame too," Tonya said. We looked quizzically at her. "If she weren't so hot, that never would have happened! I knew it was only a matter of time before men were fighting over her!" she declared.

We all laughed and Tonya went on to praise Ray and thank him for coming to my rescue. He blushed charmingly at the unaccustomed accolades.

"My company does some business overseas. They sent us to some self-defense training. Nothing fancy, just how to protect yourself against a mugger, things like that. That's the first time I ever had to use it!"

He seemed proud of himself but also embarrassed at the accolades. I found his modesty charming. There was something boyish about him that brought out a motherly instinct in me. I was feeling a warm glow toward Ray that didn't all come from my Cosmopolitan!

"Dance with me again!" I urged Ray impulsively. he seemed a little surprised at my enthusiasm, but he jumped up and gave me his hand to help me up. I relaxed into his embrace and we danced a nice fox trot.

"I just needed to feel your arms around me again," I told him. "My big, strong man!" I sighed. Ray was surprised but pleased at my affectionate words. They seemed to give him the confidence to relax and enjoy himself.

To my joy, the next number was a slow one. This time when I moved in close, Ray did not shy away. I inched forward until we were dancing groin to groin. My encased willie was fully revived now, swelling the pouch despite its awkward backward-facing position. I could clearly feel the lump of Ray's answering erection tenting the front of his pants. We danced like that, our two penises pressing against each other through our clothing. It felt heavenly to me, a simmering slow burn that felt intimate yet safe. Ray closed his eyes and his face flushed with arousal.

"This feels so nice. I could do this for hours," I drawled. "But is it ... frustrating for you? Do you want to ... go somewhere else?" I offered.

"No, it's fine," he replied dreamily. "Perfect, actually. I wouldn't change a thing."

"I would. Just one thing," I said as the song ended. I pulled his head forward and pulled his lips to mine. I willed him to kiss me deeply, opening my mouth slightly to invite him in. I felt him respond and he kissed me hard and deep. We kissed like that for several delightful moments, our arms wrapped around each other. I felt a rush go through me. We broke the kiss.

"Wow, Janine!" Ray said and looked into my eyes. "You are some girl!" We started to walk back to the table, but he stopped. "I want to see you again. Not here. Would it be OK if I called you? Would Tonya mind? Or is she only OK with you coming here?"

My heart leapt with inexplicable joy at his announcement. I think my broad smile told him what I wanted.

"Oh, Ray, I’d like that!" I stammered. "I don't know what Tonya would think. But let's ask her!" I said excitedly.

"Well, you two seem to be getting along famously! I'm so glad you didn't let that boor spoil the evening," Tonya said.

"Yes," I said, squeezing Ray's hand and giving him a peck on the cheek. "In fact, Ray's asked if he could see me again sometime. Not here. For a date. He wants to know if it would be OK with you."

"Oh!" Tonya lit up. "I think that's marvelous! Whatever you two want to do, it's fine with me. Far be it from me to stand in the way of Janine's love life!" she said with a wink. "In fact, I think tonight's gone so well, I think Janine's going to have a lot more free time in the evenings.” She bent close to me and whispered in my ear, ””I don't think Natalie and Burke have much more to teach you!"

I was surprised how much her approval and the prospect of seeing Ray for a "date" excited me! I was positively giddy!

"Well, it's been a lovely evening, but I think it's time we headed home," Tonya declared. I felt a little disappointment, but I did have to admit that all the excitement was making me a little tired. I wrote my number down for Ray, gave him a kiss, and we were off.

"Leave them wanting more, darling," Tonya explained as we headed toward the door. "The evening has been such a success, let's not wait for something to spoil it. Leave on a high note," she advised.

"Where's Brian?"

"He's had an invitation to go home with one of the wives and her cuckold. He's been such a dear, I didn't mind. I've had plenty of sex tonight. Plus, I want to celebrate with you! Janine's public debut! How was it? Did you enjoy yourself? Is Janine a success?"

"Oh, Tonya!" I said, lying back against the car seat. "I don't know what to think or feel. It's as if I'm walking on air! All those men, all the attention! It's so unexpected, but so exciting! I feel drunk!"

"It is exciting, isn't it?" Tonya agreed, in a conspiratorial tone. "When they flit around you, like moths around a flame? When they look at you with that look of lust? When you see their cocks swelling and you know it's because of you?" Then she hesitated. "But ... with Ray ... it's different, isn't it?"

I looked at her, amazed.

"How ... how could you tell?"

"Oh, a girl knows! I could see how you were looking at each other, how you touched each other, that gleam in your eye. He really likes you! And you ... you really like him, don't you?"

"I ... I guess ... I think I do! I feel things. It's all so strange, so new. I never thought I could feel ... that ... for a man. I don't know what is so different about him. He's handsome and he's nice, a gentleman. And he was so brave, taking care of that guy like that. But he also seems a shy and a little ... I don't know ... wary. Like he's unsure, a little scared just to be himself. It makes me want to protect him, take care of him, comfort him. It’s not sexual. I want to hold him and tell him it'll be OK."

Tonya smiled at me in the glow of the dashboard lights. Her face had a wistful look of love and almost sadness.

"Oh, baby!" she said, her voice trembling. "That's how I felt when I met you! You know what that sounds like?"

I knew what she was going to say, but I was afraid to say it, or even to hear her say it. My heart fluttered and my stomach did flip-flops.

"What?" I said finally.

"That sounds like love!" she said hesitantly.

My heart raced and my head rushed with anxiety and confusion. How could that be? I'd only met Ray tonight. We'd spent less than two hours together. And he was a man. I couldn't be falling in love with a man! I'm not gay. And I was married. I loved Tonya. Even if I couldn't be her man, I was still her husband. I was a man dressed as a woman, acting a part. I couldn't fall in love with a man!

"It's OK, baby!" Tonya exclaimed. "In fact, it's wonderful! Love is the most wonderful thing in the world! I love you! You love me! If you love Ray too, that doesn't take anything away from us! It's exciting. It's a miracle, really!"

"But, but ... I'm a man. He's a man. But he wants me to be a woman."

"Oh, it's all so confusing, isn't it? It's OK, baby. Love is always confusing! That's a great thing about it. Love always surprises us. Love won't stay in a box. It is always bursting our boxes. A Montague loves a Capulet. A Catholic loves a Protestant. A rich girl loves a poor boy. A black man loves a white girl. A girl loves a girl. A boy loves a boy. Love won't stay where we tell it to!"

'I love Ray,' I tried out in my head. No! How could I? I barely knew him! 'I feel some love for Ray'? 'I have loving feelings for Ray'? 'I'm starting to fall in love with Ray'? 'I could fall in love with Ray'?

Tonya sensed From my silence that there were wheels turning in my head.

"Oh, poor baby!" she sympathized. "It is so confusing, isn't it? Don't judge it! Don't analyze it. Just feel it. Feel what your heart is telling you, not your head!

"Do you think I wasn't confused when I fell in love with you? You weren't a stud. Our sex didn't rock my world. After the kind of sex I'd had before you, how could I fall in love with a tenderhearted guy with a little penis? But I did and I still am! I love you! I love you even in a dress with some guy's dick up your ass! In fact, it makes me a little hot, to tell you the truth," she admitted.

"Don't get hung up on the labels, baby. Ray is a person first. You are a person. What's wrong with two people falling in love? If he's falling in love with you, he's falling in love with the person you are—not your dress or your make-up. Those excite him, yes, but that's just a bonus. Icing on the cake.

"Yes, he wants you to be the woman, but he knows you have a penis. That doesn't turn him off—it turns him on! And the fact that he has a penis—well, we know that turns you on! For whatever reason, another man's penis turns you on like all get out."

"But ... but ... what will happen to you and me? Where could a relationship like that go? Would he want me to dress as a woman all the time? Change my name? Change my birth certificate? Get ... the Operation?"

"Oh, baby! Isn't it exciting? Who knows? Maybe he'll want to marry you and live with you in a little house with a picket fence and have you bear him 2.2 children! Maybe you'll walk down the aisle in a white wedding gown with a long train and I'll give you away to him! Maybe you'll decide to get a set of double-D tits that he can play with, so you don't have to wear those falsies! That's the great thing: anything is possible! Take off your blinders. Throw away the rule book. Follow your heart. Loves makes everything possible!

"Now you're scaring me!" I protested. Tonya's words and images had my head spinning and my stomach full of butterflies. None of that was going to happen. Couldn't happen. Could it? I didn't want any of that, did I?

"Don't worry! Everything is going to work out," Tonya assured me. "He isn't going to want you to have a sex change, at least. Guys like him, they want the girl to have a penis. That's what gets them going: a girl with a penis! The combination is what blows their mind." She reached out and took my hand.

"Now look at what I've done! I've gone and spoiled your mood. I didn't mean to do that. I want you to be as excited as I am! Johnny, um, Janine ... this was a triumph! You were magnificent! You had all those men panting after you! I mean, they were literally fighting over you! And one—I think one of them, you captured his heart! And, my girl, I think maybe he's started to capture your heart too! You may be on the brink of a great adventure! Let's go inside and celebrate!"

Her words rallied my mood, as she could always do. I had been a hit, hadn't I? I went from being afraid I'd be laughed out of there to being the belle of the ball. And Ray—why did my heart skip a beat whenever I thought about the way he looked at me? But did I really want a man to fall in love with me?

"I bought a little something for just this occasion," Tonya said, looking in the refrigerator. "In case everything went well. I never dreamed it would go this well!" She drew out a split of champagne, all shiny with the foil top. "Get us out some glasses while I open this!"

She poured us each a bubbly glass and raised hers in a toast.

"To Janine! May this be the first of many conquests—or maybe the conquest of conquests!" I was heartened by her praise. Ever since this whole journey had started that fateful day I learned that I wasn't satisfying her, I'd come to live only to please her. That she was pleased with me made me happy, made everything all right.

And what had she done but support me, love me, and accept me, no matter the twists and turns and transformations our life had taken? What reason did I have to fear this new chapter, after all we'd been through? She would not abandon me now, even if it might mean that there would be another person in my life, someone else who I lived to please as much as her. She would love, encourage, counsel, laugh, and cry with me through whatever came.

My heart burst with gratitude to have her in my life, to have her love, and my fear faded into the background. I pulled her in a hug and melted into her arms.

"Are you crying? What's wrong?" she said in alarm.

I raised my tear-streaked face.

"Nothing's wrong! I'm just so lucky to have you in my life, to have your love!"

"Oh, baby!" she cried, hugging me to her breasts. "I do love you! How better to find out how much, than to go off the beaten path, to challenge the limits and defy convention. That's when you find out who is really with you. And I'm with you all the way, baby, no matter where you go or how far you go! If you fall in love with Ray, if you two end up loving each other, I'll be so happy for you! I'll support you, I'll help you, I'll be there for you."

I raised my head and my heart was light. I felt so happy that I started to laugh! With tears streaming down my face, smearing my mascara and ruining my foundation, I laughed and we hugged and she laughed and we twirled each other around and we downed the rest of the champagne.

"That Ray, he looks like a deep one. Strong. Rich. And so handsome!" Tonya winked.

I felt proud. "He's a real catch, isn't he?" I said. "Any girl would be proud to be on his arm." I was nervous to admit how much Ray had really beguiled me. I mean, he was a man. "I felt that way after the fight. 'That's my man!' I was thinking. Is that crazy? I just met him. He's a man. I'm a man. How can I be thinking that way? How can I be feeling that way?"

"You can't choose who you love, Janine! You can fight it or ignore it or embrace it, but you can't help but feel it!" She put her hands on my shoulders and looked seriously and lovingly at me, hard. "Don't fight it! Go with it! How many people in your life will you really click with? How long did it take you and me to know there was something special there? Babe, you had me hooked before I even knew about your, um, little problem. And despite that, despite all the times I had to endure your little thing poking at me uselessly and all the frustration, I still loved you!

"The fact that you and Ray are so fascinated with each other after such a short time doesn't mean you are wrong for each other. It tells me you may be made for each other! There is something special there—chemistry, kismet, whatever. And it isn't just that he's a catch. He thinks you're something special, girlfriend! How long before he calls you, do you think?"

The idea of him calling me up for a date excited me.

"I'll have to get a new outfit!" I said.

"That's my girl! Now you're thinking like a girl!" Tonya laughed. "Let's get ready for bed."

We went into my bedroom. I looked in the mirror and my face was a mess from the laughing and crying. Tonya helped me out of my dress and got me into a nightie. She left me to take off my make-up while she changed for bed. She returned in a hot little teddy.

"Baby, I want to sleep with you tonight. Since Brian's away, sharing your bed would be the perfect way to end this perfect night." She kissed me and our lipsticks slid over each other delectably.

"Lie down, baby. I know the way to tie a bow on this night." She pulled up the hem of my nightie. "Rub your little clitty, baby. Go ahead a rub off while you think about your hunk Ray."

I took my limp penis in my hand and began to play with it.

"Think of how you felt as you slow-danced together. He held you close, his strong arms around you. You danced and he held you tight, your tits pressed against his muscular chest, his erection pressed against yours."

I could recall the excitement of that so vividly and my cock was instantly hard in my hand.

"Look at that hard-on! And you say, 'How can I fall in love with a man?' You're hard for him! You want him! Your little peepee wants to rub up against his big hard cock!"

I groaned at the image and at the marvelous thrill of embarrassing myself, lusting after a man in front of my own wife. Here I was masturbating in front of her to the thought of making love with a man!

"Here's some lube, baby," Tonya offered. "Get it all nice and slick." I slathered lube on my little stiffy and my hand. Oh, God, that felt good. "Stroke it, baby" Tonya cooed. I moaned to myself at the deliciousness of the slippery friction. She lay next to me and began to play with my nipples idly.

"Think of how excited you'll be when he calls you! He'll be nervous, asking this beautiful, exotic, fascinating girl out on their first date! And you'll be so thrilled and excited that he's calling you. He wants you. You turn him on. He's probably jerking off right now, thinking of you, thinking of getting in your pants, touching your girlie cock, of your pretty mouth on his big tool, of his prick buried in your hot ass!

"And you want that too. He's your man and you can't wait to show him that! You want to give yourself to him. You want him to use your mouth. You want to give him pleasure. But more than anything you want him inside of you, to be as close and as intimate as you can get, to have his manhood in your most private, most personal place. You want to feel him inside you, filling you, fulfilling you! And to feel him mark you as his, to lose himself, to feel his essence become part of your essence."

"Oh, God, yes!" I whispered as my cock throbbed and swelled. 'God, I must be queer,' I thought, because all that sounded pretty hot. I imagined how wonderful it would feel as he stroked his cock in and out of me and finally spurted his cum in me.

"Oh, baby, it will be beautiful!" Tonya extolled. "He'll be so manly, with his big, strong body and his big, hard cock! And you'll be so feminine with your lipstick and lace, opening yourself so sweetly up to him. He'll feel so good inside you and your ass'll feel so good around him! It will be beautiful! Won't you love it? Don't you want it? Don't you want him?"

"Oh, God, I do!" I cried. I could see and feel everything she described. My cock throbbed and my ass quivered with want. Tonya’s fingers on my nipple were driving me crazy.

"Say it! Say, 'I want Ray. I want to be Ray's girl. I want to be a girl for Ray."

My hips thrust with arousal and I writhed, I was so turned on. My cock was almost bursting.

"I want ... I want to be Ray's girl. I ... want to be Ray's ... girl. I want to ... be a girl ... for Ray...."

And I felt my sperm rising.

"Come for Ray, baby! Come for Ray!" Tonya urged.

"Ray!" I cried and my cum shot from my cock and sprayed over my chest. Then another jet, then a third. "Oh, God!" I whimpered.

Tonya scooped my cum up with her fingers and pressed them to my lips.

"Eat Ray's cum, Janine," she said. "This is Ray's cum." And I opened my mouth and sucked the cum hungrily off her fingers. She scooped up more and I ate it as if I were starving. "That's a good girl. You love cum! Good girls love cum. Eat up your man's cum. Yum!"

And I did. I ate it up and licked it up as if it were candy. I moaned around her fingers with satisfaction.

"Good girl. Good girl," she said. She toweled off my greasy hand and cock and then pulled down my nightie, spooned up next to me, and pulled the covers over us. "That's a good girl. Now go to sleep and dream about your new man. Pleasant dreams, Janine."

Even though I am taller than her, she felt strong with her arms around me and I felt small and vulnerable. 'That's probably how women feel all the time,' I thought to myself. Smaller, weaker, vulnerable. Needing a man to protect them. Needing to use their beauty and their sex appeal to survive. I felt my satiny nightie and my nails and my lipstick and I felt myself melt into that smallness and weakness. But I thought of Tonya's love, and I thought of Ray and Brian and all my new friends. I felt small and uncertain. I knew I was a weakling. A sissy. But I felt safe. They knew I was a sissy. They liked me being a sissy. They would protect me. And I fell asleep with an exhausted happy smile.

I had no idea where this adventure would end up. Would I fall in love with Ray? Would he fall for me? Would I become a full-time girl? Would I come out to my coworkers, my parents? Oh, it was too much to think about. My life had become too interesting. All I could do was hang on for the ride!

                               

                                End of Book 4
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