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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. 




In Book 4, Nikki and Bob introduce Tonya and Johnny to an exclusive sex club for cuckold couples, the Cuck ‘n’ Bull. There they are introduced to urethral sounding and prostate milking. Johnny sees Bob seduce men at the Cuck ‘n’ Bull as his female alter ego, Babette.  Tonya wants Johnny to explore cross-dressing with the help of a couple whose business is teaching men to feminize themselves. 




Finally Johnny appears at the Cuck ‘n’ Bull as “Janine,” his female persona. There he meets Ray, a man whose only sexual interest is in “b-girls,” men who are presenting as women. Something sparks between ”Janine” and Ray that has Johnny questioning whether he could fall in love with a man! We rejoin Johnny the morning after meeting Ray.



-Day 93 Sunday-

"Am I queer?" I asked Tonya when she finally awoke the next morning.

"No, I think you're a not-particularly-manly heterosexual, with a small penis, who learned to love cock. At most maybe you're a late-blooming bisexual. No one who sucks pussy like you do could be 100% queer!" She reached between my legs and began to stroke across my anus, still slick from Thad's and Will's penetration of “Janine” at the Cuck ‘n’ Bull last night. Twisting the top off the jar of lube, she slipped a greasy finger into my rectum. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the tickling sensation as my cock began to swell.

Soon one finger became two and a minute later I felt a dildo poking at my hungry hole! With a groan I felt the phallus stretch my pucker and fill my passage. My cock strained to full hardness and began to leak pre-cum. I sighed as Tonya began to stroke in and out rhythmically.

"Maybe a little bit queer," Tonya said, half to herself. "You do like cock up your ass quite a bit! Would you like a cock to suck?" She pushed another dildo against my lips and I swallowed it readily. I sucked as if I were a baby on a pacifier.

"Pretend that's Ray, baby. Do you want to suck his meat? Do you want to taste it? Do you want him to shoot in your mouth? Do you want to taste his jism?"

The cock in my ass prodded my prostate over and over, sending shock waves through my body. I sucked hungrily on the cock in my mouth in a rising frenzy that answered Tonya's questions. I willed the dildo in my mouth to be real, to be warm flesh attached to a man enjoying the same delirious pleasure that I was!

I remembered the feeling of Thad's cock in my mouth last night, its throbbing, its heat, its smell. And then the glorious crescendo of its discharge, its cream splashing against my throat, filling my mouth with its sweetness, feeding me its power. I wanted to do that for Ray! I'd wanted to do that last night. I sucked harder on the dildo, trying to suck life into it.

"You want it to be Ray, don't you, baby? Ray in your mouth, Ray's cum in your tummy, Ray's cock fucking your ass!"

I wished that fervently!

"Pray for it, baby. Pray to your cock gods to make it true. Make your cock harder and harder to show your passion!"

And I did. My cock strained and pulsed and throbbed on my belly, stretching and filling itself with desire.

"No, you're not a bit queer, baby!" Tonya teased. "Your cock isn't rock-hard with lust for another man! You're not dying to be a man's cock-whore!" she said as she continued to fuck my ass steadily. "Make your ass a pussy, baby. Get your ass nice and ready for Ray, or for any man who wants to fuck it. Make your ass hungry for cock, ready for cock! Any time of the day, and day of the week! Any man who wants it can have it. It wants cock so bad, needs so badly to be filled, to be taken, over and over and over!"

My balls swelled with need, but I could not come just from being fucked, not after coming twice last night. My cock thrust helplessly against the air, desperate for the few strokes that would bring it release.

"Isn't that right, baby? You need cock, don't you? You did it first for Tonya, but now you can't live without it, can you?" She fucked me on and on.

"Yes! Yes! I need cock! I want cock! I love cock!" I cried.

"That's right. That's a good girl! Good girls love cock! That's why you're not queer, baby. Because you're not man enough to be queer. To be a queer, you'd have to be a man who loves men. But you're not really a man. You're too much of a sissy. You're a girl. You're a girl born with a penis. You're a very special, precious girl with a very cute little penis, but a girl deep down. A girl who loves cock and who is falling in love with a man who loves girls with penises, who loves her and her cute little penis! A big, strong, handsome man with a big, hard cock that can make this sissy girl very happy!"

I was floating now, as my arousal and my frustration settled into a trance, an altered state where my swollen cock and my molten ass did not strain for orgasm. I just skimmed along, surfing on a standing wave of my arousal. My cock still throbbed, Tonya still fucked my ass, I still sucked the dildo, but I wasn't going anywhere. I just floated in a pool of incredible pleasure.

"I'm a girl," I whispered. "I'm a girl who loves cock. I'm Janine. I'm not Johnny. I'm not queer. I'm Janine, a girl. Of course I love cock. Girls do. Of course I want to be pretty, to wear dresses, to have tits. I want to be a pretty girl and fall in love with a handsome man!"

"That's right! A handsome man with a nice cock."

"Oh, yes!  With a nice, big, hard cock!" I agreed and I squeezed the dildo in my ass with my sphincter. I started to hunch toward the front of the bed, fucking myself on the dildo even as Tonya pumped it into my tunnel.

"Yes! Wonderful!" Tonya said with satisfaction, as if she’d accomplished an objective. She continued to fuck my ass, cooing to me. "Janine loves cock. Janine is a girl who loves to filled with cock." But after a minute she stopped, leaving the dildo buried deep in me, twisting and rocking it. Then she slowly slipped it out. I trembled at a fever pitch of lust. She pulled the other dildo from my mouth. My cock had oozed a gleaming pool of pre-cum onto my stomach. Tonya put a hand on my shoulder.

"We've neglected one of girl's favorite things, Janine: your tits! I girl loves to have her titties played with!" She bent down and took a nipple in her mouth, suckling on it. Her other hand took my other nipple and pinched it gently, cupping my chest into a mini-breast.

My body was so electric with arousal that her attentions felt marvelous! I writhed and moaned while she played my nipples like a musical instrument. She sucked and licked and squeezed and pinched my chest and nipples as if they were real breasts. The more she worked them, the more sensitive they became, until I was moaning and groaning continuously and my cock was leaking and dripping pre-cum like water.

"We'll have to get you tits sooner or later, Janine! It just won't do to be a girl without tits! A girl with tits and a penis, now that's a treat. A girl with no tits is only half a girl. Ray will want some nice titties to play with. And I guarantee you'll want some nice tits to fill your bras and nighties.

"It's a big step. I'll take some getting used to at first, but once you do, you'll fall in love with them. You'll wonder how you lived without them!"

She tweaked and pulled my nipples into cones, then licked and flicked the tips. I imagined what it would feel like, to have two heavy breasts hanging off my chest. What would it be like to feel Ray cup them, to feel his mouth on them? To feel a bra cup hold them, to encase them in beautiful lace? Would I do it to please a Ray, to please a man, to be the girl he would love me to be?

Tonya saw the smile cross my face as I imagined this and she guessed what I was thinking.

"He'll love your titties, Janine! And once you've got them, they'll be no going back then. You'll have to come out of the closet. Walk into work and tell them you're a girl, that you're Janine, and you're going to dressing as a girl from now on. Why not? People are doing it all the time now.“

I'd crossed some kind of Rubicon, because all that didn't seem unthinkable anymore. I wasn't a queer. I was a girl. If I were a girl, I could love Ray. I wouldn't be a pervert. I wouldn't be a failure. I just wasn't a man. I wasn't a weakling: I was just a girl. I wasn't Johnny: I was Janine.

"Change your birth certificate and Social Security card. Make it all legal. In fact, if you did that, you'd be a girl legally. You could even marry Ray—or any man you wanted!"

"But I'm married to you!"

"But if you wanted to, you could. I'd still love you, whether we were married or not. If you fell in love with a man and he wanted to marry you, would I stand in the way of your happiness? When I wanted to fuck other men, needed to fuck real men, wanted to have their babies, did you stand in my way? No, because you love me and you want me to be happy."

Tonya gave each of my nipples a soulful kiss. My cock was still engorged and my whole pelvis felt congested.

"Turn over, baby. It's milking time. It won't do for a real girl to go around all day with balls full of sperm. Got to get rid of that nasty boy-stuff and get your mind on dresses and hairdo's and make-up. And boys! And their nasty boy-stuff!"

Groaning, I turned over and got on my hands and knees, my dick hanging down like a cow's udder. Tonya stuck two fingers into my well-stretched rectum and easily found my swollen prostate and bugling seminal vesicles. As soon as she put a bowl under my cock, she used the prostate massage wand and was easily squeezing out a halting stream of pearly cum. It was clearer and less milky than usual, since I'd spewed my jism twice in the last 12 hours, but there was still a puddle of it. My glands were learning that there was no point in fighting that pressure and they gave up their contents more and more easily. It almost felt as if someone had pulled the plug on a bathtub.

"That's a good girl!" Tonya congratulated me. "Now drink it up. Good girls love the taste of cum. Yum, yum!" she said as she tipped the bowl into my mouth. "Say, 'I'm a good girl and I love the taste of cum."

"I'm a good girl and I love the taste of cum!" I repeated.

"Now wash it down with my pee! You may be a girl, but you're still my girl. And I've got a full bladder for you."

I rolled over. Almost immediately hot, strong piss began to hiss out of her pee hole. Her pussy stank of ripe pussy juice and stale cum from last night's encounters. Those smells, mixed with the smell of her urine, were a powerful intoxicant for me! I gladly swallowed all of her morning urine and savored the warmth as it filled my stomach. I kissed and licked the last drops away and laved Tonya's pussy lips with my tongue. She then turned herself around to present her anus to me.

"Mmmm," Tonya hummed as she felt my tongue sweep across her rosebud. I breathed in the musky smell there, a heady mixture of cum, lube, pussy juice, and earthy scents. Of its own volition my tongue dove into her wrinkled orifice.

"Mmmm! That feels so nice! Oh, I love it when you lick me there! It's wonderfully naughty! It makes me feel so ... pampered and superior." I knew just what she meant. Because pressing my face into her ass and my tongue up her butt made me feel wonderfully inferior and subservient, her devoted slave.

"Can you still taste cum in my ass, baby?" Tonya asked.

"Mm-hmm," I answered.

"Too bad you'll never get to feel what it's like to have a cock in your ass and another in your cunt. It's not like double the pleasure. It's like pleasure squared! Your body is saying, 'No! Don't!' But your brain is saying, 'Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!' " She hunched her ass on my tongue.

"I'm beginning to think I like a cock up my butt even more than in my cunt. It's so dirty. And the men, they so get off on it. The forbidden, you know. And, well, I know this isn't nice, but I sort of get off on the fact that it's something, you know, that my husband never had. So it's like cuckolding him again every time I do it."

It was odd to hear her talking about her "husband" as if that weren't me. Maybe it wasn't me anymore. I was Janine now., her girlfriend. I played along.

"Yes, I hear your husband's quite the sissy."

"Yeah! He's totally into cock now. He probably wouldn't even be interested in my ass or my pussy now if I let him. But what would be the point anyway with that shrinky-dink of his? I'd hardly even feel it either place. Hey, Janine, help me shave my legs, would you?"

I went into the shower with her and she let me shampoo her hair and soap her breasts. When we were both naked like this was when I was closest to being a man again, with no frilly clothes or make-up, only my hairless body, pierced ears, and long nails to betray my transformation. My pesky penis insisted on sticking out and getting in the way, but Tonya ignored it and let me serve her as if I were a handmaiden. I admired her body and its curves, envying her lush breasts and curvaceous bottom.

"What are you going to do about Marty, now that you are smitten with Ray?" Tonya asked.

Marty! I'd almost forgotten about him completely! Fickleness, thy name is woman! I'd become an airhead whose only thought was the latest cock she was after!

"Well, I sort of promised him a ... you know ... a fuck!"

"An ass fuck, actually, although he doesn't realize that's all you can offer. I'm sure Ray wouldn't mind. After all, he watched you take Thad and Will up the old dirt road. It's not as if you were engaged or anything. Who knows when Ray will call? He can't expect a popular girl like you to sit at home waiting for him, can he? And after all, men like a little competition! It gets their juices flowing."

"I didn't like it when we were dating!"

"I rest my case. I said, 'Men like it.' Maybe it would be a good thing if Ray did call and found out you were 'busy'!"

Tonya made a good point. It wasn't as if I were cheating on Ray. I had a right to a personal life! He'd only danced with me, after all ... and stood by and watched while his two friends fucked me! Who did he think he was? I'd see Marty if I wanted!

"I'll drop by the store and see if Marty's working today!" I declared. "Maybe I could see him tonight!" I guess as a girl I was a slut: even if Ray had touched my heart, now I wanted Marty's cock to touch my butthole! As excited as I was about my debut at the Club, now I was excited about my next conquest!

"I have another surprise for you, Janine," Tonya said hesitantly. "If you were still my husband Johnny, I think you might be angry at my extravagance, but I saw this at Natalie's and I just couldn't resist. I hope it's your size." And what she brought out of the closet was a French maid's outfit, complete with frilly apron, ruffled knickers, and impossibly high heels. "Try it on!"

It was a very sexy outfit, with a very short skirt, ruffled underskirt, garters, a choker, and stockings. I put it on, afraid I'd look ridiculous in it.

"Oh! It's darling!" Tonya cried. "Now run along and make me some breakfast! Then I have all kinds of chores for you to do—vacuuming, dusting, mopping, and, of course, waiting on me! I can't wait for Brian to see you!"

I liked how my legs looked in the high-high heels, but I felt as if I'd be liable to break my ankle. My first few steps were scary.

"Oh, baby, your cute little mincing steps are so cue and sexy! Remember to wiggle your little tushie! With those ruffles your ass will look so fuckable—who could resist?"

"You'd sexually harass the help?" I protested.

"Count on it!"

I waddled into the kitchen feeling as if I were stilt-walking in a ballerina tutu. As I tried to make breakfast I had to focus on not setting my skirt on fire, the way it poofed out. But by the time breakfast was ready, I felt sure enough on my feet to carry the plates in.

"Here is Madame's breakfast and here is Madame's toast and juice," I said, sinking down prettily to set the plates down. "Would Madame like some more coffee?"

"Yes, Janine, that would be lovely," Tonya replied. "Then you may have a seat and join me." When I returned she started interviewing me as if I were a new employee.

"So, Janine," she said, pronouncing the name with a French accent: "Zhah-neen." "A pretty girl like you must have a boyfriend, no?"

"Oh, Madame, I don't know how to anzer zat," I replied in my own French accent. "Zhere is a boy who I like very much, but we have only talked at a club. He has nevair taken me out yet."

"And do you have no other suitors?"

"Well, zhere is a boy from ze neighborhood, but it is zhoost a flirtation. I amuse myself weeth heem, but it is nozhing serieux."

"Oh, I am afraid you will break many hearts, Janine! Now after you do the dishes, I want to see you running the vacuum and dusting. I'll be reading in the living room and I'll want more coffee from time to time. And, of course, there may be some ... personal service I will need."

"Of course, Madame. Janine will be happy to serve. Will zhere be anyzing elze right now?"

"No, you may clear and be about your duties."

Now, normally Johnny would have resented doing dishes and chores while his wife lounged around reading the Sunday paper. But having the maid's uniform and playing at Mistress and sub made it almost a treat. I made quite a show of using my feather duster around the living room.

"Janine, you hussy! You have the cutest little butt, mincing around like a flaming faggot in your high heels!"

"Madame!" I replied in mock indignation.

"Time for your personal service, Janine. I have to make peepee. I want to pee in your mouth!"

"Madame! You cannot be zerious!? You would use my innocent bouche as votre toilette?!?"

"Yes, Janine, I can't wait to defile your innocent mouth. I require you to lie here and open wide and watch my piss shoot from my pussy into your mouth."

"But how can Madame take advantage of a poor girl who has no place to go and use her for her perverted games?"

"Very easily. Now get down now and open your mouth or I'll throw you out on the street right now!"

"You are a cruel mistress, Madame," I said, wiping away fake tears. I put down my feather duster and lay down. Tonya parted her robe and squatted over my face.

"Kiss my pussy first, Janine."

"I am not a lesbienne, Madame!"

"No matter. I am your Mistress! You serve me! Kiss my cunt!" I kissed her pee hole. "Now open wide, you little slut!" I opened my mouth and `Tonya's urine streamed hotly into my mouth. It was mildly flavored, since she had been drinking orange juice and coffee, not like the strong morning urine I had tasted earlier. My cock hardened in my panties.

"Now lick me clean," she ordered, I licked her pussy with broad swipes of my tongue.

"Madame, I am zo ashamed! I have been defiled. I have your dirty piss in my tummy!"

"Yes, you have been defiled, Janine! That is to teach you your place. Yom are my servant and I will use you as I please! Now continue your chores!"

Shortly before lunch, Brian straggled in. I met him at the door and he guffawed at me.

"Oh! This is priceless! Perfect! I didn't think people really did this! I heartily approve!"

"Brian," Tonya told him, "Johnny is no more. To you and I this is Janine. She is our friend, but also our servant. You may order her and use her however you like, just as I will. She is to obey you just as she would me. We may use or abuse her little penis if we like, but otherwise she is to be treated as a girl.

"There has been a development," Tonya continued. "Janine has a suitor, a man she met last night at the Club. I believe he has feelings for her—romantic, not just lustful. And those feelings may be reciprocated!"

"Oh ho! I knew he was queer deep down!"

"No, I think there you are mistaken. Remember, this is Janine we are talking about, not Johnny. Just because she has a little penis, why shouldn't a girl fall in love with a man?"

"Well, you've got me there. I've seen her penis and it wouldn't be much use to a woman. Her ass and her mouth, on the other hand," he said, patting my backside, "have some definite charms!"

"Exactly my point!"

"So is this going all the way—24/7? At work, with the family? Is she coming out of the closet?"

"That remains to be seen. We haven't discussed that far yet."

"And boobs? Is she gonna get boobs?"

"I told you, Janine! The boys want boobs! We've discussed it."

"Oh yeah! You need to go for it!" Brian enthused. "That's an after-market add-on you need to get! It will really increase the resale value!" He looked at me appraisingly in a way that made me tingle, as if he were thinking, 'Hell, with boobs, I'd definitely do her!' I sort of liked that. Would other men look at me like that if I got real boobs?

"Would Monsieur like some assistance with his bath?" I suggested, playing the servant role. I saw a look of surprise, followed by a look of dawning realization.

"Is that OK with you, Tonya?" he asked.

"Perfectly," she answered. "Use her however you like. I mean that. What’s the point of having a servant otherwise? I'm happy reading."

I followed Brian to the bathroom and took his clothes and folded them as he handed them to me.

"My cock's had a workout," he informed me. "Maybe you should clean it. With your mouth."

"Monsieur! That would be very improper! Who knows where your ... zing has been?"

"Oh, I can tell you where it's been. In mouths and cunts and asses. But you will lick it clean. That's an order!"

"But I am an innocent country girl! I know nuhzing of zuch zings!"

"Well, high time you learned!" Our byplay had started to arouse him, I saw. As he grasped his penis and held it out to me, it was already half-hard. "On your knees!"

I knelt down and the aroma of his cock told me he was not boasting. It reeked of cum and pussy and lube. My own cock began to stiffen as the fragrance filled my nose. I gratefully wrapped my lips around his burgeoning organ. The taste of cum and pussy made my mouth water.

“Oh yeah!" Brian sighed. I was proud of how quickly his erection swelled to hardness, even after the night he must have had. Once again I fell in love with the feeling of hot man-flesh filling my mouth. Sweet forbidden fruit. My tongue rediscovered the ridges and groove of the succulent head. I teased the pee slit with the tip of my tongue. I squeezed the shaft with my mouth and licked up the sensitive underside. Then I began to stroke it in and out of my mouth.

"Monsieur has a magnificent organ," I complimented him. "It is a pleazhure to zervice such a penis. I apologize for my earlier behavior. Forgive me.. I am unused to zuch duties."

He put his hands on the back of my head and pushed his cock back into my mouth and held it there.

"That's OK, Janine. No offense taken. You're doing very well for a beginner. You're sure you haven't done this before?"

"Pair-haps we zhould move to the zhow-wair?" I suggested and Brian reluctantly agreed. I wasn't going to be cheated of a taste of his cum, but I didn't want to drain his libido and end our play too soon.

He walked into the bathroom, his rampant erection bouncing in front of him. Hard-ons are for fucking, not traveling! I ran the water hot and took a washcloth and soap in my hand. Standing outside the tub, I wet him down and then began to wash him. I appreciated his muscular physique better than I had before as I ran the soapy cloth in lazy circles over his pecs and his washboard stomach. He was all man. He kept his lewd hard-on as I washed his back.

I even got turned on by his hard ass as I swiped the cloth over it. I hesitated to delve between his ass cheeks, but then I remembered: I'm a servant. It's my duty to get him all clean. I soaped up my hand and put my bare finger between his cheeks and reached for his anus. He did not flinch, so I soaped my hand up again. I wrapped the washcloth around his cock with my other hand and began to soap up his shaft while my soapy hand dove again to his pucker. While I continued to stroke his penis I scrubbed his anal area well and pressed his taint. To my surprise, rather than object, he groaned and I felt his cock throb!

I dared not penetrate his opening, especially with my long nails, but my hand lingered, stroking back and forth around his hole, as if I were just making sure he was squeaky clean.

I moved to getting his cock similarly spic-and-span. I soaped it up and took it in my sudsy hand and stroked it. With my other hand I cradled his balls in the washcloth. I saw his pupils dilate with arousal as my slippery hand provided excellent stimulation.

I kept my hand holding his cock as I soaped up his legs. My task gave me more opportunity just to appreciate his physique as an objective observer. His thighs were solid and his calves were sculpted. I looked at the cock in my hand and imagined those legs pistoning that cock into my backside and I shivered. God, I had become a cock slut. 'Cool off, sister,' I told myself. 'You might be dancing the anal tango with Marty later.' But part of me said, 'Yeah, but Marty's not built like this! This is a body who can fuck!' Another part of my brain said, 'But it will be Marty's first time!' And another shiver went down my spine.

I let go of Brian's cock and he groaned. I quickly rinsed him off with the telephone shower-head. Then I sat him down on a towel on the edge of the tub and lathered up his hair. I massaged his scalp and then rinsed him off.

I'd forgotten how sensual it was to towel someone dry. Here I was inches away from this naked god in my French maid's outfit. I pushed the towel between his ass cheeks and grasped his cock and balls in the towel. Then I took some body lotion and spread it all over his skin and smoothed it in. Then I held up his fluffy bathrobe, leaving it open, his still-erect penis jutting out. We walked into the bedroom.

"Monsieur is a very handsome man. If you do not conzider it prezumptuous, I would very much like to feeneesh the zerveese zat I had started?"

"Yes, Janine, you may," Brian replied. He lay down on the bed and opened his robe. His cock stood up like a flagpole. I knelt and bowed my head to take him into my mouth. Disappointingly he smelled of soap and lotion rather than cum and pussy this time, but the intimacy of bathing him had had my cock hard the whole time. I sighed to feel his hard sex in my mouth.

"Oh, Monsieur, your cock is magneefeesent!" I gushed. I grasped the base with one hand and began to suck him eagerly. I wanted to feel his spasm and taste his creamy cum.

After all the foreplay he couldn't last long, even after the previous night of debauchery. Soon he was thrusting up from the bed, seeking my hot mouth. I hummed with pleasure at the throbbing of his stiff manhood. 'Manhood,' I thought to myself, 'I want his manhood. I want his manhood in my mouth and in my tummy!"

'Come for Janine, Monsieur! Janine wants your seed!" That was enough to push him over the edge.

"Fuck! Jesus, fuck!" he cried and his hot cum was spurting to the back of my throat. After so many orgasms last night, it was thin and had an acidic taste. But I sucked on it like mother's milk.

"Magnifique, Monsieur!" I said and then milked the last few droplets from his spent penis. "Merci, merci, Monsieur. Janine is happy to serve a master zuch as you."

Brian closed his eyes for a moment and then said, "That will be all, Janine. I will dress myself."

"Very good, Monsieur," I replied.

I walked toward the bedroom door only to be startled by Tonya standing there.

"Marvelous!" she said and hugged me. "Janine, I know the French accent is phony, but I can tell the lust is not! Let me taste it!" she said and sealed her lips to mine, sinking her tongue to taste the remnants of Brian's semen.

"We've got to get you a steady boyfriend or you'll be stealing mine! Ray might have some along in the nick of time!" she said and laughed. And I laughed. Not because it was ridiculous, but because it was probably true!

"You're a very lucky woman," I said to Tonya. "Brian is a stud. His cock could keep a girl happy." I looked at her pregnant tummy and put a hand on it. "His and your babies will be strong and beautiful."

Tonya put her hand on my face.

"I am a very lucky woman. And not just because I have Brian!" She kissed me. Our lipsticks slid over each other sensually.

"You should change," Tonya suggested. "You can't seduce Marty in this outfit. And we should give you a 'douche' to get you ready for your 'date.' "

I dropped in on Marty at the mini-mart.

“Janine! I’m so glad to see you! I was hoping every day that you’d drop in,” Marty said, excited.

“I missed you, too. I’ve been thinking about the next time we get together and it’s been making me...,” I dropped my voice into a whisper, “…horny!” I said into his ear. I saw him swallow hard.

“Um, me too!” Marty confessed and I had no doubt it was true. I wondered if he were springing a boner right now.

“If you can get away, tonight could be the night!” I said to him. His eyes got wide.

“S-sure! I get off at 6.”

“And then you get off again at 7!” I jibed.

“Shhh!” Marty shushed me. “Somebody might hear!”

“OK, OK. I’m just excited! Can you blame me?”

“Gosh, no! But we have to be cool here at work.”

“Cool like we were in the office?”

Mary looked around, desperately hoping no one could overhear.

“Well, I’m sorry, we don’t carry that brand,” he said as two customers walked up. “Would you like to put in a request for us to stock it?”

“Well, I realize it is not the most popular style," I played along. “But I think I will like the way it fits. You know, really snug. So you can feel it gripping you. Tight.”

“I can only imagine,” Marty replied, his voice cracking. “I’ve…I’ve never tried it myself.”

“If you did I think you would really like it,” I said.

“I’ll have to try it … soon.”

“OK, so I’ll be back at 6 pm,” I whispered to him.

“Where are we going?”

“You leave that to me.” I winked at him, turned and flounced out of the store, wiggling my sexy, soon-to-be-penetrated ass at him.

I hadn’t really planned out where we would go or what supplies I would need. I went back home and did a search on the computer for low-priced motels in our vicinity.  I called one and made a reservation for a room with two double beds. I didn’t need a queen or a king: it would be too far to reach the rails to tie Marty’s arms and legs to!

Then I pulled out some luggage straps we had and some long silk scarves for his wrists and eyes. I was getting excited! Of course I needed a jar of lube and maybe some candles for a romantic atmosphere.

Since I had hours to wait, Tonya decided I should practice my womanly skills. She showed me about shaping and painting my nails and putting on and taking off false eyelashes. Then I practiced walking in several different styles of shoes. I started to get a little overwhelmed by the idea of having to buy a whole wardrobe: panties, bras, stockings, casual outfits, dressy outfits, sports clothes, etc.

“Don’t worry, Janine,” Tonya reassured me. “We don’t have to get it all at once! We can get you a few basic outfits that you can stick with and then we’ll build it up over time.”

“But I want to look good no matter where I am and what I am doing! I don’t want to look awkward or overdressed or underdressed!”

“Yes, I know, but really I would focus on your hair and your make-up and your walk. People pay a lot more attention to that than to your clothes, no matter what the fashion magazines want you to think. Speaking of which, why don’t you look through some of my magazines and see what kind of styles appeal to you? Of course, Victoria’s Secret has to be our first stop. A girl has to have nice lingerie to feel good, the sexier the better!”

I was a little nervous as 6 pm rolled around. I had never tied anybody up before and I wasn’t sure if I could do it right. On the other hand, Marty would be happy to go along with anything that ended up with his cock in my rump! And I was looking forward to that too.

I was wearing sort of school girl outfit Tonya and I had picked: a blouse and a plaid skirt.

“A little innocence to balance out the ‘we’re gonna have bondage anal sex’ vibe,” Tonya had said.

I went in and let Marty know I was there and he was happy but circumspect until we got out of the store and out of view of the front windows. Then he picked me up and hugged me!

“Whoa, boy!” I said. “You’re a little frisky! What’s that all about?”

Bless his heart he was a little embarrassed at himself.

“You know why!” he said, having a hard time not breaking out into a grin.

“Well, I’m glad you’re excited! Shows a girl you appreciate her.” I reached down and fondled his restrained boner. “I’m excited too! I’m gonna make you feel so good, baby!”

We got into my car.

“Where we going?” Marty asked.

“I got us a room at the Riviera Motel,” I revealed. “I want us to have privacy so we can relax. Not worry about your folks coming in or my roommate bothering us.”

“Or your boyfriend!” Marty reminded me.

“Yes. I haven’t heard from him today yet," I said, thinking about Ray and his promise to call. I half-expected he'd call today already. “He’s probably busy with some business. He’s an executive. Runs his dad’s company.”

“So he’s a big wheel, eh? Not an assistant manager in a Mini-Mart.”

“Oh, don’t be that way, Marty! You’re a great guy with a heart of gold, a real gentleman. Don’t sell yourself short. My boyfriend can be awfully busy: that’s probably why he can’t be with me tonight. That can be hard on a girl, so being a big wheel can have its drawbacks.”

“So I’m your back-up plan?”

“Well, if you don’t want to….”

“No! I didn’t say that! I’m sorry! I’m being a jerk! You’re being super-nice to me and I’m complaining that you can’t be my full-time girlfriend.”

“Oh, Marty!” I said, “I’m sorry if I got your hopes up! I was being the jerk there! I just saw a sweet boy and I couldn't resist! That wasn’t fair to you. Can we do this? Can we be ‘friends with benefits,’ or is that going to be too hard for you?”

“No, I’m not complaining!” Marty said, now panicked that he’s queered the deal. “Janine, I’d never have a shot at a girl as hot as you in a million years! I really like you, but I have no claim on you. I’m happy for whatever time you have for me!”

“And I’m happy to be with you tonight, Marty,” I said and I realized I meant it. I was happy to be with Marty. Not that I wouldn’t drop him in a second if Ray called, but….

I realized that I wasn’t thinking at all about being a guy dressed up as a girl. I was thinking about Marty and his feelings and our relationship. A relationship between a guy and a girl. A girl with a penis, but a girl nonetheless. That made me feel sort of good. I could do this. And my ass said, ‘So go ahead and do it! I want some cock!’

“What is it?” Marty said, noticing my distraction.

“I was just thinking how glad I am that I am here with you, Marty!” I said and I pulled him into a deep soulful kiss.

“Oh, man, let’s get that room!” Marty said.

“OK, you wait here in the lounge and I’ll check us in,” I told him. I didn’t want him watching me sign in over my shoulder. I went to the desk and told the male clerk my name.

“I have a reservation under the name of John _____,” the clerk said. “I’ll need a credit card for any extra room charges and a photo ID.” I handed over my credit card and driver’s license. The clerk looked at them than at me. “These ID’s are for Mr. ____, madam. I’ll need your ID or Mr. ____ will need to come over and sign for the room.”

“You are looking at Mr. ____, sonny!” I said urgently under my breath. He looked at me quizzically and looked back and forth from me to the driver’s license. He shook his head, unable to believe what he’d been told. “Look,” I hissed under my breath, “do I need to whip out my cock to prove it? Yes, I am dressed as a woman, but my money’s good.” I opened my clutch purse and pulled out a $20. “My date and I would appreciate it if our privacy were honored. We’d be very appreciative,” I said, sliding the $20 across to him.

“No problem!” he said. “Just sign right here. Two double beds, no smoking. Room 221. Here’s your keys and the Internet password.”

“We’ll be far too busy to use the Internet!” I said and winked at him.

“Yes, uh, ma’am,” he said uncertainly.

I walked off and realized that I’d been given a backhanded compliment. I’d been so convincing as a girl that he had trouble believing I wasn’t! But I could see that there could be issues if I went out in public as Janine but tried to transact business as John. At some point I’d have to decide if this double life were more trouble than going all the way!

As we walked to the room with my bag full of straps and ties, I was far away in my mind. Did I want to be a girl full time? Was I ready to walk into work in a dress and make-up? Was I ready to face my family and risk being disowned and shunned?

But I had no time to contemplate those questions: I had to be a girl for the next couple hours!

We got into the room and I set my mysterious bag down.

“How are we gonna do this?” Marty asked.

“We’re gonna start with a lot of kissing!” I said, pulling him down to the couch. I gave him a kiss, but held my hand up when he started to kiss me hard.

“Marty, I want you to know that I want this to be really special for you tonight. I know this is going to seem a little strange and kinky, but I want it to be wonderful too. Because I think you are a really special guy.”

“Oh, gosh, Janine, I don’t mind that we have to do things a little differently. I know it’s because you want to be faithful to your guy. I’m just glad that you figured out this little ‘loophole’ so we could, you know, ‘be together’ that way.”

“’Loophole?’ Is that what you call it? You gonna do my loophole?” I gibed and we laughed.

“I just want to make love to you, Janine,” Marty said.

“Oh, you say the most romantic things, you devil!” I said, and I pulled his mouth down onto my lips.

‘Kissing feels good, whether it’s a guy or a gal,’ I thought to myself, ‘once you get past the idea of it.’ I gave myself up to Marty’s kisses. My cock was swollen but held in check by the gaff. It had almost become comforting to feel the pouch cradling my penis, holding it securely against my taint, making it into a mock vulva. I reached over and stroked Marty’s chest, finding his nipples and rubbing them. He groaned.

“Is it OK if I … do that to you?” he asked, having been put off before. I was touched by his politeness and uncertainty. I was glad Tonya and I had chosen the falsies with the imitation nipples and we had taped them to my chest in anticipation of this very test.

“Yeah, my period’s over. But I’m pretty sensitive there, so don’t maul them, OK? And just through my blouse. Be gentle,” I asked.

“Sure thing,” Marty said, and he tentatively stroked one fake boob. Of course I could barely feel it, but I gave him some ooh’s and ah’s as encouragement, especially when he stroked the erect nipple that was poking at him through my bra.

I lowered my hand to the lump in the front of his pants and I was rewarded with hearing him catch his breath. Then he dropped his hand to my crotch, which felt wonderful and was much less likely to lead to any embarrassing discoveries. After a few minutes of groping I was ready for the main event.

“OK, I think we’re ready for the main event, Marty. I’ve got to get you ready.”

“Are you sure you have to tie me up? I promise I won’t do anything.”

“Oh, doll baby, I know you don’t intend to do anything, but I know enough about men that once they get excited, the best intentions can go out the window. I promise you, baby, I’m gonna make it wonderful. It might spoil you for regular sex! You’re gonna have to find a girlfriend who will tie you up!”

“OK, I’ll do whatever you say.”

“That’s a good boy. And good boys get dessert!” I opened my bag and pulled out a sleep mask and a silk scarf. “First I’m gonna blindfold you and then I’m gonna take your clothes off very slowly, piece by piece!” I put the sleep mask on him and tied it down with the scarf, just to be extra sure that he couldn’t peek. Then I started to unbutton his shirt slowly and ran my hand inside it. I stroked his chest and felt his muscles ripple. I found his nipple and gently rolled it between my thumb and finger.

“Oh, baby, you’re driving me wild! I could come in my pants already!” Marty complained. I worried the same for me, for I was startled at how turned on I was getting just toying with his body. I thought I only liked cocks! But maybe I was starting to like men! I’d certainly enjoyed Brian’s body earlier today. Maybe it was the contrast: now that I was the soft one, I enjoyed their hardness.

Ignoring Marty’s warning I pulled open his shirt and kissed his nipples and began to suck gently on them.

“Oh, fuck! Nobody’s ever done that to me before! That’s wild! Oh, fuck!” he groaned. I continued a few moments while I also rubbed his straining hard-on through his pants. “Shit, you better tie me up now, because I don’t know how much more of this I can take!”

“Didn’t you just say a minute ago that we didn’t even need the restraints? That you were going to be a good boy?”

“I didn’t know what a temptress you were!”

“Oh, yes, you did, you naughty boy! You knew I was a dirty girl who was offering to let you ... you know what! And you were a dirty boy who can't wait to you-know-what! So you’ll take whatever I dish out!”

I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. I pulled his pants down and had him step out of them, so that he was only wearing his boxer briefs now. There was already a large wet spot where he was leaking pre-cum.

“Looks like you are already enjoying yourself, baby!” I said, wiping my finger in the wet spot and dragging my wet fingertip over his nipple. I circled around behind him and cupped his cute little ass cheeks through his briefs. I circled back around front and I stepped so my crotch was rubbing his erection through the fabric.

“No touching me,” I warned him. “You’re already tied up as far as I’m concerned.” He looked a little scared about what I was going to do. I was enjoying my power over him. I reached around him and grabbed his ass in my hands. Then I slipped both hands into his pants and took his bare ass cheeks and ground my ‘pussy’ against his front.

“Oh, you’d love to fuck my pussy, wouldn’t you? It’s just a few millimeters away from your cock now. But if you’re good, you’ll get something even better! My ass! Oh, I can hardly wait to feel your cock in me, Marty! You’re gonna fill me so good!”

Marty moaned with his feverish arousal. I pulled his briefs down and his poor cock sprung out. It wasn’t Brian’s cock, or Thad’s, or Will’s, or certainly not Mitch’s. It was angry, but it wasn’t the woman-pleasing pole those men possessed. Well, I knew that going in. Remember, Marty was just an experiment. But my man was going to have to have more going for him than what Marty was packing.

I couldn’t wait to find out how Ray’s cock measured up, although the very fact of his having been admitted to the Cuck and Bull Club was a minimum guarantee, not to mention what I’d already felt while dancing with him. I thought back to Tonya and I sympathized. I could never settle for this cock or much less my own cock once I’d known the satisfaction of being filled with a real man’s cock. I wondered how Tonya had stuck out for as long as she did.

I wrapped one hand around Marty’s cock and for a moment I thought he’d buckle at the knees, but he stayed upright. With my other hand I stroked his ass sensuously. I thought to myself, ‘You know women complain about not enough foreplay, but they’re always talking about the man warming them up. They hardly ever take any pains to get the man going, except maybe some oral attention.' But I took some time to stroke the muscular globes of Marty’s ass.

“Oh that feels nice! I’ve never had a girl do that either.”

“How about this?” I said, rubbing a fingertip between his cheeks and across his rosebud. I stroked his cock and rubbed his anus in rhythm.

“No,” he said a little nervously. “I’ve never had anyone touch me there outside of a doctor’s office.” I didn’t stop, but gave him some time to get used to the idea.

“How do you like it?”

“I don't know! It’s … it’s … it’s … sort of hot!”

“You have no idea, baby! But I think it's time for the bed,” I changed the subject. I led him blind to the bed and got him lying on his back. I double-checked his blindfold. “I’m not gonna tie you tightly, just enough so you don’t take any liberties with my boyfriend’s property.” I tied the luggage straps around the bed frame and then I tied his wrists and ankles with scarves, so they’d be softer on his skin. Then I lay down next to him to reassure him with tenderness that I wasn’t going to take advantage of his helplessness.

“Marty,” I said, snuggling up to his side and stroking him, “this means so much to me that you trust me this much! And I promise I’m going to make it worth it!”

“I trust you, Janine. I know we haven’t known each other long, but you’ve been nicer to me than any girl I’ve ever known. You’d never do anything to hurt me, I know. I can feel that.”

“No, I never would, baby.”

He looked delicious, spread-eagled out like that, with his cock straining up into the air, drooling pre-cum, and bobbing.

“This bad boy looks like he’s ready for something!” I said. “But first I’ve got to taste him!"

I didn't really think that Marty would break our contract, but I wish I'd learned a little more about knots in my youth. I was afraid that my knots were probably more true to my adopted gender than to any Boy Scout.

"Are those OK, Marty?" I asked.

"I'll be more comfortable when we're 'doing it'! My poor cock's about to burst! You've got me going so!"

"You boys, always so impatient! Girls know that getting there is half the fun!"

I took his jutting cock into my hand. Penises are not a very impressive-looking body part, but the real magic was the wonderful feelings they could produce. What did they say? "How convenient that men come equipped with a control stick." It wasn't a big cock, but it was cute. Just holding it sent a thrill through me.

Why did hetero men make such a taboo about touching another man's cock? And, God forbid, sucking it was an abomination, right? But there was nothing repulsive about it. It was pleasant to hold it. An erect cock has a pleasing warmth and firmness. To feel it pulse with blood and vibrate with arousal was exciting. And as a possessor of a cock, another man would know how much pleasure it would bring just to slide the skin up and down.

Why should a man refuse to give his fellow such pleasure, much less recoil from it as if it were a poisonous snake? He'd help an injured man off the football field; he'd help rub out a muscle cramp; he'd even suck the poison out of a snake bite. Why wouldn't he suck the cum out of a horny friend's penis?

My mouth watered at the prospect of sucking Marty's manhood again. It wasn't an impressive specimen, but it was still pleasant to suck on it. It fit nicely in my mouth. I mean, I like Burger King Whoppers, but White Castle sliders are good too! Why should anyone excoriate me for enjoying it? If another man wants to waste his time drinking in bars or running marathons, why should I condemn him, just because I don't enjoy that? If I enjoy sucking dicks, why should they condemn me? Just because a guy's favorite ice cream is chocolate, can't he like strawberry too?

I loved the soft hardness of an erect penis, the squishy firmness of the skin over the steely hardness of the center. I loved the silky slickness of the shaft when it was covered with saliva. My lips thrilled at the feeling as they slid up and down, caressing the sensitive nerve endings. And the oozing pre-cum, the straining erectness, and every twitch and moan were a testimony to Marty's desire for me and the pleasure I was bringing him!

Homophobia could only be evolution, I thought. I guess that Nature didn't want men wasting their time smoking dick instead of getting women pregnant. If you spent all of your time sucking dick, you'd never have any offspring and your genes would die out. But what would be the harm of going both ways? Having sex with a girl who is on the pill won't get you any offspring either, so what's wrong with butt-fucking your buddy now and then?

Of course, I wasn't doing it now and then lately! I had gone all the way over! And if I kept letting other guys knock up my wife, I was never going to have any kids of my own. But thinking of Tonya and her pregnancy didn't make me feel sad. I thought of her growing a handsome strong son or a beautiful healthy daughter and I felt happy for her. And proud of myself, maybe even a little noble. I had stepped aside, retired from the genetic rat race for Tonya's sake. I was a gracious loser who acknowledged that the better man had won, and congratulated the victor on his performance!

But meanwhile, I was having a lot of fun! A lot of sex! More than I'd ever had as a faithfully married hetero!

That brought me back to the present and the delight of sucking the succulent cock I had in my mouth.

"Janine, if you don't stop that, I'm never going to make it to ... you know...." Marty warned me.

"But I like sucking your cock so much!" I whined. "And knowing I have you helpless is turning me on!" To show him I took my mouth off his penis and watched it wave in the air for a few moments.

"Are you gonna put it in now? Please! Please will you?" His desperation pushed a button in me. I felt a naughty thrill.

"Only if you beg me, Marty. And you'd better beg me good. After all, I already have a boyfriend. Maybe I shouldn't really be doing this. Maybe I should save my back door for him."

"No! Please, Janine! Please, please, I want to feel you around me! I want to fuck you so bad!"

"Even if you have to fuck my ass? Even if I won't let you have my cunt? You still want to do it?"

"Oh, yes! Oh, baby, I so want to! Please let me! You will feel so good! it'll be heaven!"

"I don't know. What if it hurts?"

"I'll be gentle! We'll take it slow. If it hurts, I swear, we'll stop."

"I know, Marty. I know you wouldn't ever want to hurt me. That's something I love about you. You're a gentleman." I stroked his face, reassuring him.

I noticed his erection was subsiding a little bit. I was actually glad, so he wouldn't come too quickly. I took him in my hand again. After a few strokes, I said, "I think this bad boy is ready."

"Oh yeah!" Marty shouted.

I took off my skirt and panties and unhooked my gaff. Then I pulled it up in front of me and retied it behind my back, hugging the pouch to my belly. It felt nice and snug and protected. I was going to enjoy this! Then I opened the lube and began to slather it on Marty's cock.

"Oh, man!" he groaned at the welcome slickness. That would do him while I lubed myself up.

"I'm greasing up my ass for you, Marty," I told him. "I've got one finger in me. Mm, that feels sort of nice! Now I'm going to put two fingers in. Unh! Ow! That's tight. Unh! Two fingers is really stretching my poor hole. How am I going to take your big cock up there?"

"I'm not that big!" Marty protested. I nodded my head and chuckled to myself. That wasn't something you heard every day: A guy trying to convince a girl that his cock was nice and small!

"Be patient, big boy. I've got to give myself a chance to relax down there and stretch wide enough to take you. Gosh, that's tight," I lied, because my ass was already used to taking bigger pricks and dildos pretty regularly. I'd have to deliberately tighten up to conceal from Marty how experienced I actually was!

I took his cock in my greasy hand and stroked it. Oh, I was looking forward to this! It was going to be so worth it, just to know how good it would feel for Marty to have my rectum around his manhood!

I swung one leg over Marty's stomach and pressed my chest to his, holding his rampant cock in one hand behind me. I kissed him one more time.

"Oh, Marty," I gushed, "I want to make you so happy! I want to give myself to you in the most intimate way I can!"

I leaned back, touching the tip of his cock to my rosebud. I clenched it tight to simulate a virgin's anal opening.

"That's my ass, Marty. Oh, God, your cockhead feels so big! How will I ever get your whole cock in there?" I lowered myself just a half-inch, mashing his glans against my resisting sphincter. "Oh, baby, I want to let you in, but it doesn't want to!" I pushed down a little more and I strained to open up a little bit.

"Oh, I think it's starting to ... unh! ... ouch! Ouch!" I pretended. I pushed it in a little more. "Oh, shit! You feel so big!"

"You can do it, Janine! Oh, God, I have to feel you! Just relax, baby! Take it slow!" Oh, what a doll he was!

"I want to, for you, baby! Unh! Ow, ow, ow.... It stretched me so much!" I had his cockhead halfway in and I clenched myself spasmodically, feigning reluctant muscles, where really I wanted to feel him in me as bad as he wanted it.

"Oh, Jesus! You are so tight. You're squishing me!" Marty cried.

I backed off a half-inch and Marty panicked that I was giving up.

"Don't give up, baby!" he pleaded.

"I'm not gonna give up. I'm just trying to work it in slowly, little by little." I squeezed his cock, but I sat down an inch, getting his whole cockhead past my outer sphincter.

"Oh! Oh!" he gasped. "It's starting to go in! Oh, shit, that's so tight! So warm!"

"Unh!" I said and I pushed him in another inch. His cockhead was all the way in!

"Jesus, motherfuck!" was Marty's inarticulate but blasphemous comment.

"Ow! Marty, just hold it there! Give me a minute!"

"Oh, God, that feels awesome!"

Oh, yeah, it did feel good. If Nature doesn't want men to butt-fuck, why make it feel so damn good? I relaxed and let another inch go in. Even a small cock could feel pretty good in a tight ass!

"Oh! Oh!" Marty gasped as I worked his cock in, inch by inch. Finally I sat on his groin, his cock buried. I squeezed down, massaging his penis with my rectum.

"Oh, baby!" he marveled. "Oh, Janine! That's feels so.... Oh! Your ass ... feels ... so ... fucking ... good! Is it ... is it OK for you?" Gotta love that boy!

"Oh, you feel so big back there! Give me a little time to get used to it." I scrunched a little side to side, not stroking, but giving him a little friction. I hugged him close and said, "Do you like that, baby?"

"Oh, God, it feels so good! It feels marvelous!"

"It's gonna feel even better in a minute," I promised. I began to rock forward and back, slowly fucking myself on his cock.

"Oh, you're so tight! It feels like you're gonna squeeze my cock off!"

The slickness of my sphincter sliding up and down Marty's shaft felt so exciting! His slimmer cock just tickled my prostate, but that only made me impatient to fuck him faster. I held myself back to conceal the fact that I was not a rookie at this.

"Oh, I love having your cock in me, Marty!" I told him sincerely. "You're in me, baby, in my most private place. I want you there!" I began gradually to fuck him faster and harder.

"God, that feels so good! I don't know how long I can last!"

"I'm starting to relax back there!" I told him. "It's feeling better and better! God, I can't believe I'm fucking you with my ass!" I began to let the tension go and really open up to his thrusts. "Fuck me, baby. fuck my hot ass with your big cock! Come in my ass, baby!"

Marty needed no further invitation. He began to buck up into me harder and harder. I loved feeling his excitement. It was as if I could feel every vein and every heartbeat in his cock. My own cock throbbed in sympathy. I marveled again at how delightful it felt to have a cock in my ass. I loved the feeling of it sliding in and out, goosing me so lewdly over and over. I longed for it to be stretching me a little wider and touching me deeper, but I still liked it more than any straight man would ever expect.

I didn’t want it over too soon, so I forced myself to go slow and steady for a while. But I knew that as excited as Marty would be, I couldn’t stretch it out too long without taking away from the pleasure of his spend. So I gradually ramped it up faster and harder.

"That's it, baby. Give Janine your cum now! I want to feel your hot man-cum in me!"

That was enough for Marty. He started to grunt and I swore I could feel his cock swell, and then his cock was pulsing, and his seed was pouring into my rectum. Every pulse filled my heart with joy because I knew how much delight he was feeling. He was groaning almost in pain!

"Baby! Baby! Baby!" I cried out in ecstasy at his climax. "Oh, baby!" I felt happy to bring him such pleasure.

He panted under me, catching his breath.

"Oh! Oh! Oh!" he groaned, as my ass gripped his now-sensitive organ.

"Oh, Marty, you were great!" I said, hugging and kissing him with his subsiding cock still filling my bowels.

"Oh, God, Janine! I've never ... come ... so ... hard!" he gasped.

"Oh, baby, I'm so happy. I want to make you feel so good!"

"Well, you did! Oh my! Whew! God!"

I scrunched my ass, pulling on his cock lightly.

"Oh, wow, baby, easy!" he begged. "I'm ... uh ... tender, and your ass is so tight!

Very gently I rocked forward and let his penis slide out of my anus.

"Oh, God!" he groaned. I tried to pucker up, but I could feel his jism start to leak out of me. I cupped my hand under me and squirted some onto my palm. I savored the smell and then sucked his semen off my hand. I squeezed a little more out and then reached for the tissues. My ass felt all warm and tingly and marvelously used. I savored the sweet feeling of having been opened up, stretched, entered, violated.

Marty pulled on his straps and then relaxed and lay back.

"How was it for you, baby? Did you...?"

"Sure I did," I lied. "While you were fucking me I played with my clit. You were probably so far gone you didn't even know."

"Oh, God, Janine, I didn't even know what planet I was on!"

"So, yeah, I enjoyed myself," I said more truthfully. "But I'm a girl, you know. What gets us off is pleasing our man!" I stroked his cheek and chest. "And I loved feeling you inside me! It's so intimate. It's like you own me. And I like that." Marty beamed at that.

"You make me feel so special! I hope your boyfriend knows how lucky he is."

"I hope so too, Marty," I replied, my stomach fluttering at the thought that maybe Ray would never call me for that date. But why ask, if he wasn't going to? I couldn't have made it much clearer that I wanted him to. Maybe he just didn't want to seem too eager or to make me feel pressured. Maybe he thought "Janine" only came out on weekends.

Ray still had three days to call for a Saturday night date, according to The Rules. How soon did The Rules say he should call to check in after a date? Heck, we hadn't even really had a date yet, and it had been less than 24 hours. Why was I thinking of him when I was with Marty? With Marty's sperm in my butt! That was infatuation, wasn't it?

Well, I needed to get back to Love the One You're With! Marty was pretty tempting, all helpless and tied up like that. It put naughty thoughts in my head.

I took his greasy deflated tool in my hand. There was a little glob of cum on his tummy. I bent down and licked that off. Then I spied a droplet of jism on his pee slit and I licked that off and sucked the top half of his limp cock into my mouth.

"Oh, baby? Isn't that nasty? I mean, it's been ... you-know-where. And covered with that lube...."

"I don't mind. I cleaned myself out pretty well earlier. The lube doesn't taste good, true, but it's worth it to suck your cock some more." I squeezed his cock from base to tip, getting a little more cum out.

"Uh! That feels good, baby, but you drained me! I don't know if I can get it up again this soon."

"No hurry. We've got the room for as long as we want. And besides, I've got some tricks I haven't shown you yet."

"You’ve been nothing but surprises so far! Now you've got me worried!"

"They’ve been nice surprises, haven't they?"

"Well, I'm not so sure about being tied up and blindfolded!"

”It's been worth it so far, hasn't it?"

"Yeah, but...."

"But you're nervous about being helpless in the clutches of a certified sex maniac?"

"Uh, well, I guess ... I wouldn't call you a maniac...." He laughed. I kept one hand on his dick and sealed my lips around one nipple. I could take my sweet time now that I didn't have to worry about him coming too soon.

From my own experience I knew that most men had no idea how sensual their nipples could be. "Tits" were supposed to be a female thing. However, at least they weren’t closely associated with gay sex as much as they were simply overlooked. But I knew that nipple play was on the passive-receptive continuum that could bring out submissive feelings. Especially in a man who was already tied to a bed!

So I went at Marty's nipple gently but insistently. After I could tell that he was enjoying it, I let go of his cock and began to toy with his other nipple. I grabbed his chest and pulled it up into a mini-tit and then brought my mouth to suckle on that one, while I massaged the chest around the first one. I went slowly, knowing that as the blood came there, his nerves would become increasingly sensitive, making his nipples even more erogenous.

"Babe! What are you doing to me?"

"Relax! Lie back and let it happen. Let me take care of you."

"I ... I don't know. I guess it's sort of nice. Nobody's ever done anything like that to me!"

"Oh, you don't like new things? Like getting a blow job in your office or butt fucking?" I said, letting go of him completely.

"No! No! I didn't say that! It's just ... different."

"Can I keep doing it? Do you want me to?"

"Sure, if you want to. It's sort of sexy."

"You better believe it's sexy! It's making me wet, baby!" Which was true, just not the kind of wet he expected. Wet from pre-cum.

I kept switching from one nipple to the other. I could tell that, despite himself, Marty was getting into it. His cock was beginning to stiffen. His hips began to grind.

"I think Marty likes this!" I teased, taking his cock in my hand. Pairing nipple play with a hand job would make an erotic connection.  Groan from Marty indicated his agreement.

I sat back and stroked his cock in earnest, while I lightly stroked his chest and nipples. I surveyed his naked body. He was a little on the skinny side, no weight lifter. He wasn't the Adonis I had admired earlier while bathing Brian. But I couldn't help but feel a twinge of arousal as I watched my long pink nails roam over his chest and stomach. Having a naked aroused man at my mercy was intoxicating!

Only intoxication could explain what I did next. I switched hands and bent over Marty's cock and took it in my mouth. But my right hand strayed underneath his ball sac an found the strip of flesh between his balls and anus. He twitched at the contact. I began to press insistently on his taint. I felt him stiffen and then shudder.

"Oh, fuck!" he grunted and then moaned as I continued. "Jesus! What the ... unh! Oh, God!" he stammered.

"Like it, baby?" That's like a man's G-spot. Well, not exactly, but close."

"What's a G-spot?"

"Really? Well, I guess you don't read Cosmo. It's a spot girls, er, us girls have inside their—our—vaginas that is really sensitive and really gets us going. Men have something similar if you press on their prostate gland. Pushing on your taint presses your prostate."

"How do you know all this stuff?"

"Baby, it's in Cosmo almost every month! Don't you see it in the magazine rack at the Mini-Mart? 'Ten Things That Will Blow You Boyfriend's Mind in Bed!' "

I resumed my dual assault on Marty's cock with my mouth and his taint with my hand. His cock was hard now and starting to leak pre-cum again. If he hadn't already shot his wad, I bet he'd have already come by now.

"Does that feel good, baby?" I asked.

"You know it does!"

His acquiescence so far emboldened my further. I was drunk with my power over him. And, of course, the fact that I hadn't come myself yet may have put my brain in a fevered state.

I widened the circles I was making in massaging his taint and I got closer and closer to his anus. I reached over to the open jar of lube and greased my finger. At first I only oiled up his taint, but then I reached up and swiped my finger over his pucker.

"What are you doing, Janine?” Marty asked nervously.

"I'm just trying out what feels good. Haven't I been doing a good job so far?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess."

I greased my finger more and I began to circle his rosebud. I made sure to keeping giving his cock plenty of attention too.

"Janine, I don't think you should be...," he began to protest.

"Shush!" I said. "Lots of guys like having their ass played with!" I pressed more insistently on his anus, but I did not penetrate. I could feel his ring starting to relax a little bit.

"God, that feels so weird," Marty muttered.

I distracted him by tickling the sensitive spot just below his pee slit. I could feel his cock jump at that. I licked his pee slit and he moaned. I dipped just the tip of my finger into the "O" of his relaxing anus and stretched it in a circular motion.

"Unh!" Marty grunted and I suspected he was liking that. I grabbed up another big dollop of lube and pressed it right onto his hole. Then I took a deep breath and began to slip my finger into his ass!

"Hey! Hey! Don't!"

I ignored him and kept pushing in while I sucked hard on his penis. After I got most of my finger into him, I started gently finger-fucking him.

"Hey! Stop that!" he said, bucking, but I didn't stop.

"You just fucked my ass and you can't handle my little finger?" I charged. "Relax! You might actually like it!"

"No, that's not right! Quit it!"

"Does it hurt? Am I hurting you?"

"No, it just ... feels weird. It's not supposed to...."

"Not supposed to feel good? But what if it does? Just relax and try it." I took my finger out and got another glob of grease.

"OK, that's enough of that!" Marty said with relief, thinking I had relented.

"Oh, no, baby! I haven't even touched your prostate yet! That was just to get you warmed up." I slipped my finger back in and Marty grunted. I wondered if I'd piqued his curiosity about this mysterious prostate gland. I reached up an felt his P-spot. I hooked my finger over it and stroked it hard.

"Oh, fuck!" Marty cried, not in pain, but surprise. I pressed my advantage, raking my fingertip over his prostate.

"What the fuck?!" he exclaimed. "That's ... unh! Unh! Unh! Ohhh! Ohhh!" His grunts sounded more excited that distressed. His pelvis was rocking and he raised his legs and spread his knees, giving me better access.

"Feels good, baby?"

"Unh! Unh! Uh ... it ... feels ... unh! Uh! Oh shit! Oh!"

"Want me to stop now?" I asked slyly.

"Fuck no! Oh, God, that feels so.... Shit!"

My own cock throbbed, recalling the delicious feeling of a good prostate massage. Marty's cock was looking angry now and I figured he couldn't take much more of this. Then I started to taste cum in my mouth and I realized that I was milking him at the same time I was masturbating him! I took a chance and slipped a second finger into him.

"Oh, ouch, Jesus!' he half-complained, but with a little more lube I was able to press his gland with two fingers.

"Oh, shit! Shit!" he said and I knew he was coming. "Aauurrgghh!" he cried. Oh, fuck shit!" His delicious spurt hit the back of my throat. My lips cradled his cock and savored the jerks and shudders that signaled his climax. My own cock protested its imprisonment. 'When's our turn?' it complained.

Marty was panting, trying to catch his breath.

"Fuck!" he said with an exhausted huff. "Unhhh!" he Groaned. "You're a witch! An evil witch!"

I responded to that by giving him a few strokes with my finger up his butt to remind him that he'd let me finger-fuck him. Marty squirmed around my finger in a way that made me think he wasn't disliking that.

"Relax, baby! Just let yourself enjoy it! It's OK. I love doing that for you! That really felt good, huh?"

"It was ... unh!" he said as I fingered him a few more times and then slipped my fingers out. "...wild! Um ... I can't believe I came again so soon! And so ... hard...."

”It's OK, Marty! It just proves what a sexy thing you are," I said, as I wiped the lube off my fingers. I kissed him and he returned my kiss ardently. Butt-sex really has a way of bringing people closer!

"Um ... can I get untied and get this blindfold off now?" he asked sheepishly.

"Not until I'm decent," I told him. I hurriedly dressed, retying the gaff between my legs. I didn't want to try his patience. I took a second to fix my lipstick: a lot of it was on Marty's cock!

I untied his ankles first. I took a moment to stroke his chest and then ran my hand down his arm to untie one wrist and then the other. He rolled onto his side with a groan and I realized that he was stiff from being in one position so long. I undid his sleep mask and he blinked at me.

"You just lie there, baby. You're stiff, you poor dear. Let Janine take care of you." I took advantage of his nakedness and exhaustion to practice appreciating the male form. If I were going to be a girl, I supposed I was going to have to relate to male bodies, not just cocks. I ran my hands over Marty's back, rubbing out the soreness in his muscles. I realized that I'd never seen any more of Ray's body than his face and hands. I hoped he wasn't some hairy beast under his clothing.

Marty wasn't muscular like Brian, although he had a nice rounded butt. I took extra care to stroke and grab his ass cheeks. They fascinated me. I guess I'm an ass man. Is there such a thing as an ass girl?

"Man, that feels nice," Marty murmured. I used the excuse of massaging his ass to pull his ass cheeks apart and spy the slightly loosened pucker of his anus.

I got a washcloth from the bathroom.

"Here, let me clean you up," I said, and I worked the cloth between his cheeks and across his rosebud. I gave it a good massage under the guise of getting it clean. Marty didn't object, so I took another leap. I leaned down and kissed his "brown eye."

"What are you doing?" he protested.

"Hush, or I'll tie you up again. I want to try something else!" I don't think I would have gotten away with it, except that he was so drained from two orgasms and a massage. I bent down and kissed his asshole again and then dipped my tongue into it.

Marty squirmed, but he didn't stop me. I quickly took advantage by stabbing my tongue as far in as I could. Marty grunted, but I think the sensation surprised him enough to make him hesitate. I didn't waste my chance. I moaned in pleasure at the sensation of his sphincter squeezing my tongue and I drove it in and licked and pulled his anal ring this way and that. Marty continued to grunt and gently squirm. I was afraid to press my luck too far. I gave his anus a few more licks and a couple of soul kisses and then I wiped the washcloth across it once more for good measure.

"Unh!" Marty grunted. "That was ... weird ... but nice. I can't believe you did that! I mean, that's my...."

"Well, you put your dick way farther up mine than that! I like how it feels around my tongue." I pushed him over on his side. His dick was half-hard!

"You liked that, you dirty boy!" I grabbed his cock and squeezed it. "I think we discovered some new tricks tonight!"

Marty pulled me on top of him.

"Janine, nobody's even been as nice to me as you have! I feel ... free with you." I can't believe you did the things you did—or that I let you! But ... I guess I feel ... safe with you for some reason. I know you won't put me down or make fun of me. That ... that feels so good." He looked so sincere that I started to feel bad about leading him on.

"Marty, I'm glad to make you feel good. I would never want to do anything to make you feel bad. But don't get too hung up on me. Don't go falling love! You know I have a boyfriend. I can't be your girlfriend. I can only be your ... special friend."

"You boyfriend is a lucky guy, Janine. You're a great girl!"

His praise made my tummy do a little dance. I was a girl to him. I was happy to have pulled that off, even as my conscience pricked me a tiny bit for misleading him, But he was getting some good sex out of it! Shit—he was getting great sex!

It wasn't too hard for me to make excuses to Marty that I had to leave: I think I’d tuckered him out! I thought I detected a smirk on the desk clerk's face as I dropped off my keycard, confirming in his mind that this was strictly a quickie assignation. I just prayed that he and Marty would never cross paths, or if they did, that he would keep his mouth shut!

As I drove home, my rectum tingled pleasantly. It had been more of a tickle than the kind of workout that Brian or Thad would have given it. I suspected I was feeling the vague yearning for something more that Tonya had felt those years she was being faithful to me. It had been "OK," but not the really satisfying fuck that a girl craves.

A woman feels pulled two ways. On the one hand, it is definitely nice to be wanted, to feel a man's lust for you, and to know you've pleased him. A girl will always have that need to be needed. But then there is that more selfish craving to be satisfied, to feel really fulfilled, to "get mine." Of course, part of that feeling was because I hadn't had an orgasm, but another part was that Marty wasn't hung like Brian or Thad. I was dying to find out what Ray had for me!

So a tiny restless feeling inserted itself in the back of my mind, despite the overall triumph the evening had been.

Tonya listened with interest and pleasure as I told her the story of the tryst. She cocked an eyebrow quizzically when I told her of invading Marty's back door.

"What are you trying to do, baby? Turn another guy gay like you?"

"I don't know. I didn't have a plan. I just ... well, it excited me, you know. The forbidden fruit."

"Maybe you're trying to prove you're not gay? That any man would enjoy being fucked up the ass like you do? "I'm not gay—I'm just experimenting'?"

"No! It's not a 'program.' I'm just ... fooling around."

"Good, because if you were, it'd make me start to wonder if you really are gay after all. But enough stories," she said, pulling me up from the chair. "We need to do something about the fact that you haven't come today."

My cock stiffened at the prospect of being released from the gaff and getting some attention. But to my surprise, Tonya told me to get in the milking position.

"I know what you need, Janine. You've told me Marty's cock isn't much bigger than your clitty. I didn't get fucked by your little thing for years without knowing how you're feeling now. It's like eating low-fat potato chips. You're full, but not satisfied." She got out the "Brian" dildo and greased it up.

"You'd love for me to pull your little cockette until you spurted, but that's not how a girl comes. A girl comes from being fucked. Fucked by a nice big cock." She slathered some lube up my hole and began to work the dildo into me.

"I saw how you looked at Brian today. You'd rather he was fucking you right now. But you'll have to settle for his substitute. I have plans for him later. I'm gonna have to keep an eye on you. I hope Ray does call, because I know you're a horny thing and you'd drain Brian if you could,"

I sighed as the dildo spread my anus. My sphincters clung tightly to the thick phallus, like fat rubber bands. A deep feeling of satisfaction and relief spread across my body as the cock pushed in and filled my rectum. Tonya paused.

"I know what you want, Janine. You want to feel full. You want to feel stretched. You don't want it to be too easy. It's got to be big enough, long enough, so you can feel it, so you know it's there. You want to be taken, invaded even, used. You want to be forced, so that then you can surrender." My heart quickened at her words, because it was so true. She knew. She understood. We were sisters in this need.

"But it can't just fill you. It has to move," she said, as she began to stroke the dildo in and out. "You need to feel it claiming you, claiming your very core, taking you over and over and over. As if with every thrust it were saying, 'Mine! Mine! Mine!' Over and over! And that is what you really, really want: to be possessed, to belong to him. To be his cherished prize."

Tonya's description aroused me to a fever pitch. God, yes! I did! I wanted a man to possess me!

"And not just any man. Who wants to be the possession of a weakling? What the honor in that? No, you want to belong to a strong, dominating man. Then his honor becomes your honor."

I thrilled at the thought that "Brian's cock" was now sliding through the remains of Marty's cum. His cock was reclaiming my ass, using Marty's cum as lubricant. Tonya was right: a cock like Marty's or Steve's could only be a placeholder for a man like Brian, or Thad, or Ray. Their cocks would take their rightful prize and their cum would overpower weaker men's.

My cock was painfully engorged and I had a feeling of congestion in my balls and groin. I longed to ejaculate. I felt so close. I began to thrust back against Tonya's strokes, straining for release.

"That's right, baby! Fuck yourself! You like being fucked so much!" She watched my increasingly frantic gyrations with amusement. I knew I was humiliating myself, but I didn't care.

"Whoa, baby," she finally commanded me. "Stay still and I'll help you," she promised. I groaned in impatience, but I obeyed her. I felt her angle the dildo and begin to press down on my tortured prostate. It felt so good and so bad at the same time. I felt the familiar but distressing sensation of something inching down my dangling penis, as if I were leaking urine.

"C'mon, baby, give it up," Tonya coaxed. "Give me you goo. It's not good for a girl like you. We've got to get it out of you."

She continued to scrape the end of the dildo over my prostate. I looked at my reddened and forlorn penis. With a groan I saw semen begin to drool from it. Then there was a trickle and then a steady gush with each prod.

"That's a good girl! You're getting so much better at being milked. You'll feel so much better without all that scum backed up." I groaned again as the trickle slowed to a drip and my essence lay in a puddle on the plate. It looked whiter than last time, a testimony to all the built-up excitement throughout that day.

Tonya squeezed a few more drops out of my cock.

"Pretty soon you'll learn to just think of this thing as a spigot, a drain pipe. Your mouth and your ass are your sex organs. And speaking of your mouth, here's one of the things it's good for," she said, holding the plate under my nose. I licked up the pool of jism, while Tonya lazily eased the dildo in and out of me. The semen tasted strong, testimony to how aroused I'd been all day.

As soon as I'd finished my "snack," Tonya slipped the phallus out of me. I could feel every inch of my rectum tingle. My anus quivered, questing for something to grab onto. My cock began to subside. The congested feeling in my pelvis had faded, but I still had a restless, unsatisfied feeling.

"God, I love doing that!" Tonya exclaimed. "A little too much. I guess I'm just a dominant bitch! I love to see a big cock in your ass and your little peepee straining, and I love seeing your cum dribble out like that!" She reached into her panties and pulled out a finger coated in pussy juice. "I know cum is more your thing now, but if you lick me now, I'll bring you some cum later!"

I knelt down and buried my face in her pussy. After all the cock I'd gobbled lately, it almost felt strange to be eating out a pussy. After a couple minutes she pushed my head aside and got up.

"I need me some cock," she said throatily. She moved with an urgency that underlined her words, and just like that I was alone. I looked wistfully in the direction Tonya had gone. Her pussy juice was still wet and fragrant on my face. But my wistfulness was not for her to stay—it was envy for where she was going!

With a creeping flutter in my stomach, I realized that my hunger was for the real cock that would soon be plumbing her core. And it wasn’t even just for that cock that I was longing. I was hungry to be enfolded in the muscular body and strong arms that would be possessing her! I swallowed hard and closed my eyes and felt the truth of it. I felt the weakness and submissiveness in me and the yearning for a strong man to take me in hand!

I took off my bra and looked at the breast forms cemented to my chest with adhesive. I cupped my hands over them and hefted them. What would it be like to have my own breasts? What would they feel like? I swung my torso back and forth, feeling their weight pull my chest this way and that.

What would Thad or Ray think of that? Would they be even more turned on? Then I'd definitely not be a man anymore. A freak: "chicks with dicks." Not just kinky, but a new kind of animal. Would I become a monstrosity or an exotic delicacy?

With care I removed the falsies and massaged the skin underneath them. It felt good to have my nipples free again. I gathered each pec into a "mini-tit" with my hands and tweaked the sensitive tip. God, that felt good! I recalled how Burke had suckled them at the studio and how luscious that had felt! What if I had real tits, a nice C-cup? What would it feel like to have Brian or Ray take one of those in his mouth or hand?

I thought again of admiring Brian's chiseled body in the shower today, the solidity of his muscular chest. What would it be like to press the softness of a breast against that masculine hardness? I closed my eyes and pictured it and sighed. I felt a stirring in my belly and lower as I imagined myself as the yin of that primal yin-yang magnetism. My nipples tingled at the prospect.

I changed into a nightie and took off my make-up. I dumped out my purse and spied my cell phone. To my surprise, I saw that I'd missed a call!

I picked up the phone and checked the settings. Of course: I'd put it on vibrate while I was with Marty and hadn't known it went off! With anxiety I opened up the missed calls. It was Ray's number!

I swore to myself. Fuck, fuck, fuck! When had he called? Shit! Seven o'clock, hours ago. Probably about when Marty was filling my ass with cum! Was there a message? I quickly opened my voice mail. Yes! A message! My fingers fumbled to punch in my password.

"Hello, Janine. Sorry I missed you. I hope you won't think it too forward of me to call you so soon, but I'd really like to see you. Call me back when you can. Call as late as you want: I don't mind. Well, OK. Hope to hear from you soon. Bye."

My heart leaped. He really wanted to see me! Listening just to his voice on the phone, I realized it hadn't registered before what a sexy voice he had. Deep, strong.

Now that I was no longer worried that he wouldn't call, now I was nervous that he had! What would I say? What would I sound like to him on the phone? Without all the make-up and clothing and jewelry, would he say, "What am I doing? That's a guy's voice! This is a guy."? 'Get hold of yourself,' I thought. 'He knows you're really a guy (or used to be). That's his thing. He likes you. Call him already.'

I looked at the time on my phone. Late. But not too late. I wouldn't be waking him up. I looked at myself in my nightie. He could be in bed! Does he sleep in PJ's? Undies? Naked?

My hands were shaking as I hit the call back button on my phone.

"Hello?" he answered.

"Hi! It's Janine. Calling you back," I said. 'Brilliant!' I thought.

"Oh! Janine! Oh! Great! I'm glad you called. So you got my message."

At first I couldn't figure out why he sounded flustered. Maybe he had been asleep. But then it hit me: caller ID! His phone said that "John" was calling him!

"I'm sorry I didn't get your call earlier. My phone was in my purse. (Wow, I didn't expect I'd ever be saying that!). I didn’t see that you'd called until I emptied my purse out. I hope it's not too late to call?"

"No, no, not at all. I'm glad you did. Um, I really enjoyed meeting you last night."

"I did too! I mean, meeting you," I stumbled. He chuckled.

"Well, like I said last night, I'd like to see you again. Get to know you better, in a ... different ... environment. More 'normal.' I mean, you know, go out to dinner and talk."

"That sounds wonderful!" I said. I could almost feel him smile through the phone.

"Great! What about ... um ... Wednesday night? Would that be all right? We could go out to a nice restaurant. Maybe a place that also has some dancing?"

"That sounds nice. Wednesday should be fine."

"How about if I pick you up around 7?"

"That will be fine. You'll need my address."

"You don't need to ... um ... ask Tonya or anything?" he asked hesitantly.

"No! It's not like that between us. She's ... supportive ... supportive of ... whatever I want to do. We ... um ... support each other." I gave him our address.

"OK, good. Good. I ... I really want to ... get to know you, Janine. But I don't want to come between you and Tonya and whatever you two have."

"No, no, you won't! I assure you. It's OK." It felt good to be able to say that. To know that Tonya would be OK with this. I was sure of that. She'd be excited for me. I didn't need to worry if she would approve. It might be hard to explain "whatever you two have," but it was solid, whatever it was. Despite everything that had changed, we were still in each other's corner.

"Ray, I'm glad you called. I'll really be looking forward to Wednesday."

"Great! I'll see you then."

"Ray," I said.

"What?"

"Dream of me tonight?"

"OK!"

"And change my caller ID in your cell phone to Janine, OK?"

"Uh, sure. Sure, I will right now. Good night then."

"Good night. Pleasant dreams." I hung up the phone.

I did a twirl around the room. I had a date! My cock and my ass pulsed. "Not that kind of date," I told them. Dinner and dancing.

I had a date with a man!  A man I was already thinking of as a boyfriend! And I was excited! As excited as any girl would be who had a date with a handsome rich man who seemed to really like her. What had happened to me?

But I couldn't help it. I was excited! I had a suitor. I was desired. I'd made a conquest!

I grabbed my chest again. Now I wished I really did have boobs! For Ray. To please him. To fill a bra, to fill out a dress, to be the girl he wanted on his arm. I looked in the mirror. My face would have to do. My face and hair and nails and dress and jewelry.

"What would I wear? I'd have to go buy something. It'd have to be special. But not too flashy. Elegant, but not over the top. Tonya would help me. And Natalie. She and Burke would be thrilled! Something pink. Pink and feminine.

"What's going on in here?" Tonya said, standing in my doorway, a hand clamped to her crotch. "I come to give you a snack and I find you twirling like a ballerina!"

"Ray called! I missed his call earlier. My phone was on vibrate! We're going out Wednesday night! Dinner, maybe dancing. I'll need a new dress!"

"Yes, yes! Oh, Janine, how exciting! But right now I need your help with something," she said, looking down to her groin.

"Of course, of course. Oh, I just got so excited, but you need some help, don't you? Which hole?"

"Cunt this time. So it's leaking! Hurry up!"

I got on my back on the bed and Tonya threw a leg across my head and expertly lowered her pussy onto my face. I was immediately greeted with the strong taste of Brian's sperm.

'Mmmm!' I thought to myself. I no longer felt any bit of revulsion at the idea of cleaning up a man's deposit. I relished the taste, the smell, even the slimy consistency. My tongue instinctively reached into Tonya's vault to slurp out all I could get. Her hot pussy lips wrapped themselves around my cheeks and her thighs cradled my head. I sank into a state of bliss. I had a date with a man and my wife was excited about it. I had my face plastered to her pregnant pussy, gobbling up her boyfriend's semen. All was right with the world!


-Day 94 Monday-

After my weekend, putting on male clothing for work was going to seem more unnatural than wearing women's clothing had. The weekend had been scary but so exciting! I looked up at myself in the mirror without my make-up and I looked so plain compared to Janine's sexy cuteness. Janine was a temptress who had excited lust and admiration. John was a loser whose wife wouldn't fuck him and whose wife was pregnant by her new boyfriend.

I looked at the make-up on the dresser and back to my face. I little bit of mascara wouldn't be too obvious. It's just make me look a little sexier, not so drab. I brushed on just a touch. I batted my eyes. That was better.

I looked at the eyeliner. Just a teeny weenie line would make my eyelashes look longer and my eyes more mysterious. I drew the thinnest line I could. I was a little nervous. You could sort of tell. Maybe no one would notice. It felt dangerous but also exciting!

I looked at my earrings. I picked the small hoops and put one in each ear. I'd already worn them to work before and taken my ribbing. I looked at myself and I swallowed hard. I looked a little too pretty, like a "metrosexual." But I felt happier, as if I were no longer turning my back on Janine. Now I was Janine masquerading as John, rather than vice versa.

I pulled on stockings and a garter belt, frilly panties, and a satiny camisole. Now I looked like a girl with short hair. Then I pulled my work clothes on over my feminine finery.

"Oh, Johnny!" Tonya exclaimed when she saw me at breakfast. "Are you coming out then at work?"

"Is it that obvious?" I said anxiously. "I tried to be as subtle as I could. I just looked so ... dorky without anything. I wanted to feel just a little feminine, a little pretty. Just for me, not for anyone else. Should I take it off?"

"Maybe no one else will notice. I may be sensitized. But so what if they do? You're not breaking any laws. What's the worst they can do? Make some wisecracks? They've already done that. I say, 'Be yourself,' and let them adjust."

Tonya's encouragement made me feel a little better. But as I walked to leave, she said, "Don't wiggle your ass so much, baby, or you'll have those guys hitting on you! You're going to have to learn how a man walks all over again, or you'll have to decide to be Janine full-time!"

Oh my, this double life was going to wear me out! I wanted to walk like a girl for Ray and Burke and Thad. But I'd better not walk like that at work! Was I going to slide back on my feminization lessons by going to work every day as a man?

I almost tripped over my own feet walking to the car, trying to remember how to walk like a man! It wasn't natural to have to think how to walk! It felt as I were doing something left-handed. I'd have to get better at "code-switching" if I were going to lead this double-life.

I was as nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof when I got to work. Of course there would have to be a whole group of guys in the coffee room when I went to get my morning cup. My nervousness probably made them hone in on me.

"There's something different about you today, Johnny," said Jim. "Is it just the faggy earrings?"

"Watch out, Jim!" joked Justin. "Johnny will sue you for sexual harassment."

"No, wait! Are you wearing eye make-up?" Jim asked.

"Um, what if I am? Isn't a guy allowed to want to look good?" I said defensively.

"No, a guy isn't allowed to try to look good by wearing eye make-up!" Jim declared. "But fags are."

"Did you forget to take it off after you saw your boyfriend?" Justin teased.

Without thinking I started to answer.

"No, I took that off last night...."

The whole group burst into gales of laughter at that.

"Good one, Johnny!" Justin chuckled. He gave me a little attaboy punch in the shoulder. Their mirth gave me an idea. I'd handle this the way I had Steve before. The best defense is a good offense.

"No, this is just my office make-up. My boyfriend likes me wear a lot more than this!" That broke them up again.

"He's the jealous type," I said. "But if you're really interested, I'm sure we could find some time when he's busy," I continued, stoking Jim's arm.

"No, thanks!" Jim said, jumping away. "I'm 100% certified heterosexual!"

"Don't knock it if you haven't tried it, Jim!" I protested, licking my lips. The other guys were loving Jim's discomfiture. I joined their laughter.

The laughter had broken the tension. They couldn't believe anybody who really was gay or bisexual would be joking about it so openly. So they wandered off, no doubt thinking that I was just a weird guy who was dabbling in a trendy look that they would not be caught dead emulating.

I relaxed a lot after that, figuring that my quick thinking had gotten me over the hump. I did notice some other staff members, men and women, looking at me pretty hard, probably trying to decide if I were wearing make-up, or how much I had on. But no one else said anything.

However, I got nervous again when I saw Jim talking to Steve. They were looking at me and whispering to each other. After that I saw Jim looking at me pretty strangely and I thought I saw him shaking his head. It'd be like Steve to shoot his mouth off. It'd be too juicy a secret for a low-life like him to resist, unless he were ashamed of his own role.

My suspicions were confirmed when Steve came to my desk just before lunch.

"You prettied yourself up today. I suppose that means you want to make good on that offer you made before. Well, I'm ready to take you up on it. I'll see you in the storeroom," Steve said.

'God, what did I start by wearing some eye liner?' I thought. If he really meant to fuck my ass, I was going to have to make some preparations. Men! They don't know what us girls have to go through for them! I'd need an enema, lube, and a condom. I couldn't know where his dick had been. I ducked out at lunchtime and went to a drugstore. I was glad to be checked out by a bored clerk who barely looked at my purchases as she ran them through the barcode reader: a condom, lube, and Fleet's enema adds up to "butt-fuck."

I opened the storeroom door at the appointed time and Steve and Jim were there waiting! This didn't feel like fun anymore. It wasn't my idea to bring anyone else in. But there wasn't much I could do about it now.

"Are you wearing your pretty things under those clothes, Johnny? Why don't you show Jim?" Steve ordered. Sheepishly I removed my shirt and pants.

"Jesus Christ!" Jim exclaimed. "He is a faggot! I guessed right!"

"Who'da thunk it, eh?" Steve replied. "Have you seen his wife? She's a knockout! How'd she end up married to a fairy?"

"Is that what you came here for, to dump on me?" I broke in.

"No, we're here for one of your sweet blow jobs, hot stuff, and your sweet ass!" he began to unbuckle his pants and brought out his partially erect penis and began to stroke it to hardness. ”Show Jim what you can do." Steve told Jim, "He gives a really nice blow job. Way better than my wife."

It was nice to hear praise, no matter how seedy the source. I thought of Burke and taking lessons in fellatio. But it seemed maybe I was a natural. I hadn't needed much instruction.

I thought of Tonya and Ray and whether my blowing these guys would be being "unfaithful." I decided that Tonya wouldn't mind. She'd say it was good practice. "Give them the best blow job you can," she'd say. "Experiment. Then you'll be even better for Ray or whoever." I decided I'd take that attitude. Good practice. Perfect your craft.

With my mind settled, I was able to take my task 'in hand," so to speak. I took Steve's now-hard cock in hand, at least. I let myself forget how I'd come to be here or what kind of dick this dick was attached to and I just let myself focus on our person-to-penis relationship. There was nothing especially nice about this cock. It was pretty ordinary, but every dog has its day, doesn't it?

I wrapped my hand around the shaft and began to pump it up and down. As always I felt aroused at the warmth, the velvety texture of the sensitive skin, the pleasing sponginess of the outer tissue over the  the rigid shaft underneath. I loved the sensation of the loose skin sliding back and forth over the hardness. I was gratified to feel Steve's prick getting harder and longer as I stroked him.

I looked at his pee slit, where his cum would be spurting from. I watched it open and close with each stroke and I willed a drop of pre-cum to emerge. But it was too soon yet. I felt my mouth water at the prospect.

I'd give Jim a show, I decided. I wouldn't just blow this cock. I would make love to it. I wouldn't let myself be a victim who'd been coerced into a repellent task. I'd show them how much a man could enjoy sucking cock. The best defense is a good offense again. If life gives you lemons, make lemonade. I'm Janine. Janine loves cock. Janine loves making a man feel good through his cock.

I began to kiss Steve's cock, on the head and then down the shaft. That almost seemed natural to do: the feel of a penis is almost like lips. Cock skin is soft and delicate like lips. It's plump and springy like lips are. And it is packed with nerve endings, as lips are. (For that matter, the anus is also very similar to a mouth. It cries out to be kissed and Frenched, just like a mouth does. And an anus can kiss you back! I'd as happily make out with Tonya's ass as her mouth!)

"Jesus, I bet your wife never kisses your cock like that, does she, Steve?” Jim exclaimed. "He loves cock!" But Steve was impatient for more.

"Suck it, bitch!" he ordered me. He really needn't be so rude, except to try to prove his masculinity. I was happy to suck him.

I took his cockhead in my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. This would be no herky-jerky mouth fuck. I'd pleasure his cock right.

Once that penis was in my mouth, the situation and personalities faded away. It was just me and this cock. My own arousal rose as I felt Steve's shaft slide across my tongue and the spongy cock fit nicely against the roof of my mouth. I sighed with a satisfaction that seemed to come out of nowhere. I'd gone from "take it or leave it" to "I want it" in 30 seconds. I felt a hunger grow in me to feel this penis swell and to taste its ejaculate fill my mouth. I wanted to extract its precious seed, to take it to the promised land. My own cock stiffened within my panties.

"Come to Mama," came the thought, unbidden.

Jim was riveted on the tableau he'd never even have imagined at his breakfast table this morning: his previously presumably heterosexual coworker sucking on a man's cock as eagerly as you please.

"He's ... he's popping a boner!" Jim cried. "Sucking cock turns him on! Look at that!” He sounded part disgusted, part amazed, and part impressed.

Steve struggled to rouse himself from his lust fog enough to comment. He cleared his throat. I was pleased that my fellatio skills clearly had taken hold of him.

"That's not the half of it," he croaked. ”Tell him what you offered me. What did you suggest I do?"

I pulled my mouth off his cock.

"Fuck my ass," I mumbled into his crotch.

"What? I don't think Jim heard you."

"...f ... fuck my ass," I said louder.

"Jesus!" Jim swore half under his breath.

"Yeah, Jim, this is just a warm-up. God, that feels good! I love a good blow job, but I'm gonna save myself for the main event. Johnny, we're being rude. We're letting poor Jim feel left out. Wouldn't you like to see what Jim's got for you? I think a faggot like you will be pleasantly surprised."

"I don't know," Jim said, clearly ambivalent. But he didn't say no.

"Jim's got a pussy pleaser there. Would you like to suck on that too? Why don't you ask Jim nicely if he'll let you suck on his cock?"

"I don't know, Steve. I thought I was just along for the ride."

Steve had me curious now. What was Jim bringing to the table?

"Go see if you can talk him into it, Johnny. Make him get out his fuck-stick. He's got a mouthful for you!"

Like a person in a dream, I acted without any deliberate decisions. I turned to Jim and began to walk toward him on my knees. 'This'll ruin my stockings!' I thought. I was riveted on his zipper. What kind of cock was concealed there!

"Ask him. Beg him to let you," Steve urged.

I stopped in from of Jim, who had made no move to escape. I reached put my hand (which looked wrong to me without nails and polish) and I stroked the front of his pants. I felt a lump there! He was already half hard. I stroked it, trying to gauge the dimensions. He didn't have a python in there, but it felt respectable. I did want to see it now!

"Please ... may I see your cock?" I asked as my hands already had started to unbuckle his belt. I unsnapped his pants and began to lower his zipper as I continued to feel his hardness through the fabric. "It feels like a nice one."

"Hah!" Steve chortled. "Straight guys don't call other guys' cocks 'nice'!"

"I'd like to see it." I stroked a thick lump through his briefs. "I'd like to feel it ... and suck it. Could I?"

Jim didn't answer, but he didn't stop me. I was becoming more aroused as I felt the warmth of his member through the thin fabric. Without waiting for permission, I started to peel down his briefs, feeling as if I were a kid unwrapping a Christmas present. Still Jim said nothing. Most guys don't have much practice saying, 'Hey, don't suck my cock!'

Then out popped his penis and it was a beaut! It was maybe 7 inches but thicker than Steve's. It made my ass twitch to think of how nice and full it would feel! It hung out there, half-hard already, pointing my mouth. It looked so inviting that I just had to do something. So I reached out my tongue and just tickled the most sensitive spot, that little strip on the underside, just below the slit.

Jim whimpered and his cock continued to swell, as if it were stretching toward my mouth. As gently as I could, I kissed the tip of his cock, as if his pee slit were a miniature mouth. I kissed it again and a third time, as if I couldn't believe this cock were mine to play with!

I reached out and took the shaft in my hand, feeling its thickness and heft. Jim shuddered almost imperceptibly and closed his eyes. A few strokes with my hand brought his erection to full hardness. My mouth was watering and I licked my lips. I brought the head down and plunged it into my mouth. It was done now: Jim was letting a man suck his cock.

It filled my mouth very nicely. Knowing that Jim had surely never been sucked off by a man before, I felt a responsibility to make it a good one. I licked up the underside of his shaft as I sucked, as I were licking an ice cream cone. I twisted my head this way and that. Jim groaned and I smiled. My own cock throbbed in my panties.

I felt Steve behind me, his hands pulling down my panties. I took my mouth off Jim's cock long enough to say, "Lube, condoms in the bag." I heard the rip of a condom wrapper and then I felt Steve's finger at my ass. Damn, it felt good when he slipped a finger in there! He crammed a lot of lube in me and then two fingers. My ass hardly put up any fight and momentarily he was sawing two fingers in and out.

"Do you want it, Johnny? Do you want me to fuck your ass?" he teased.

"Yes! Please! And ... Jim too. I want to feel his big cock in me!" I felt Jim stiffen, so lingering reservations eating at some corner of his mind that was not drunk with pure horniness.

I felt Steve's cock poised at my pucker and I silently begged him to put it in me now! He pressed forward and I felt the blessed sensation of my rosebud blossoming to accept his relatively modest shaft. He was going slowly, unaware that this tunnel was well accustomed to such invasions and that no caution was needed. I felt his cockhead tickle my prostate and I sighed with pleasure.

"Oh, yeah!" I said breathily. "Fuck me!" He needed little encouragement. My blow job had warmed him up, as well as the anticipation of this all day. I gave him credit, he was pounding me good.

"So tight!" Steve enthused. "So hot and tight! His ass is ... so ... unh! Unh!" He deteriorated into ecstatic incoherence. "Fuck! Fuck! Jesus ... fucking ... Christ!" He was fucking me so hard that I took my mouth off Jim's cock, fearful that I'd bring him off and cheat myself of an encore. I kept my hand on his shaft, to keep him nice and hard.

God, I loved being fucked in the ass! Steve's cock tickled my prostate delightfully. The rhythm of his groin meeting my hips was like a jungle drum, awakening some primitive instinct of surrender. I willed my ass to open up and accept him. His fucking became faster and harder and knew he was on the verge. I squeezed down on my sphincters over and over and he cried out.

"Oh Christ!" he shouted. "Fucking ... fuck ... FUCK!" he yelled and slammed into me, and I knew he was coming. I felt his spasms, 1-2-3-4 spurts. My chest filled with pride, as if his orgasm were a trophy. I felt warm and puddly inside. This was a satisfaction no normal man would ever know, a satisfaction only a woman can know, to be taken and yet to feel the conqueror at the same time. I'd received a man's ultimate prize: his essence, his chance for immortality.

After a moment of exultation and exhaustion, Steve gathered himself and pulled out. I missed feeling the gooey trickle of semen following his cock out, because of the condom. I couldn't stand to turn and see Steve discard the used condom into the waste basket, so I reached out and stopped him from removing the rubber. I slipped it off and held his cum-smeared erection in my hand. He gave a "Whew!" as I bent down and took his messy cock in my mouth, savoring the taste of his sperm. Then to his and Jim's amazement, I poured the cum from the condom over his cock and proceeded to lick it off.

"God, that's disgusting," Steve muttered. "I thought I was a pervert!"

After my treat, I reached into the drug store bag and fished out a condom. I knelt before Jim and took his still-erect cock in my hand. I wrapped my mouth around it and gave it several good sucks to get him nice and hard.

"Please," I said to him. "I want your big cock in me. Please fuck me." Again Jim did not reply, but he closed his eyes as my hand stroked his spit-slick shaft. I ripped open the condom wrapper and stretched the rubber over his penis. I grabbed the tube of lube and generously smeared it over his erection.

Jim acted as if he were a zombie as I bent over and pulled him around by the cock and placed the head at my anus. I leaned back into him an felt the thickness of his penis stretch my protesting muscles. Jim twitched and jabbed into me an inch. I grunted at the pressure against my sphincter and pushed out and back, to force myself open. Jim answered with a forward thrust.

"Oh, Jesus!" Jim groaned. He jerked spastically and began to pump in short strokes, working his way in. I began to groan myself, as I felt the blessed fullness in my rectum. "Oh, God!" Jim cried as I felt his fat cock prod my prostate and his cockhead reach the top. He stopped to enjoy the grip of my ass and then began delicious stroking in and out.

"Shit! God, that's...," Jim gasped.

"I know!" agreed Steve to the unspoken praise. "Nice and tight! Tighter than a virgin's pussy!"

Jim's cock was large enough to make my bowels very happy. And my rectum apparently felt good enough to his cock to make him forget he was fucking another guy's ass, because he started pumping with enthusiasm. He was breathing hard and quietly grunting with each thrust. The stretching and friction sent a message to my brain over and over: 'You are being invaded. You are being opened, forced. A private place has been breached.'

And deep in my sissy cuckold brain, my response was, "Yes! Take me! I'm yours! I surrender! Fuck me!" I moaned with deep satisfaction as Jim's fat prick rubbed my prostate and my ass heated up and loosened. I felt a shudder go through me as my sphincters abandoned all resistance, setting off a wave of warmth that reduced me to a dishrag. I became a willing but helpless fuck-toy, whose whole consciousness was consumed in the motions of Jim's penis.

If it hadn't been for the condom, I guessed that Jim would have shot his wad by now, but the latex gave him an extra soupçon of staying power. Yet he was only human, and having been blown and having watched his friend get blown and fuck his coworker, it couldn't be long before he reached his peak. I wished for him to go on forever, but I started to detect the telltale desperation of his approaching climax.

"Unh! Unh! Unh! Aauurrgghh!!" he cried, as he felt his seed shoot out of his cock at the speed of sound. "Aarrgghh!!" Ow! Unh!" he grunted, as the intensity of his orgasm strained his whole groin. "Oh, fuck! Oh, shit!" he panted.

Feeling his cock throb inside me lit me up inside. A feeling of happiness made me feel as if I could burst. I could not help but grin from ear to ear!

Jim pulled out quickly and it felt as if my ass were as open as the Grand Canyon. I turned to perform the same ablutions as I had on Steve, but Jim had already pulled off the filled condom. I grasped the dangling rubber and he let it go. But when I went to suck his still-impressive erection, he turned away, as if embarrassed about what he'd just done. He wiped his cock off with the tail of his shirt.

"Your cock felt good, Jim," I said. "I'd do that again some time."

Before he could say anything to that, I tipped my head back and upended the condom, letting a copious amount of semen drool from the open end onto my tongue. I swirled it around in my mouth, savoring the acrid taste.

"God, how can you do that?" Jim said in sincere puzzlement. "Even girls don't want to do that!"

"It's not that bad," I confessed. "It's an acquired taste. It's mostly the idea that grosses people out."

"He likes it," Steve interjected. "Look at the chubby he's sporting." And he pointed to the rampant erection jutting from my groin.

"Tonya will take care of that when I get home," I said, not specifying how she'd "take care of" it.

"Does ... does she know you do shit like this?"

"You'll just have to wonder about that. It's our business."

"She's probably out getting some strange of her own," Steve guessed. "I mean, if your hubby was a cross-dressing cock-hound, wouldn't you?"

"Who knows?" I equivocated. "I'll never tell."

Their horniness satisfied, Steve and Jim were in no mood to hang around. I could only wonder what it would be like to face them tomorrow. And whether they would keep it to themselves, or whether I'd be outed to the whole place. But rather than fearing that, I had more of a fatalistic attitude. I'd deal with whatever happened. As long as I didn't actually get beaten up, I could stand teasing or even ostracism. It wasn't as if I were great buddies with any of my coworkers to begin with. We griped about our work or our bosses or talked about the football game, but we weren't social outside of work. In a way, if Steve or Jim let the cat out of the bag, it'd be a relief. It wouldn't be up to me to choose.

When I got home I told Tonya what had happened, while I changed into my female clothing.

"I wondered if the eyeliner was too much! Well, let them wonder. Maybe it's for the best. This switching back and forth has got to be hard on you. Maybe you should try being Janine 24/7. You won't really know if that's what you want until you try it."

I thought of showing up to work in a wig and skirt and high heels and it was scarier than the idea of going to the Cuck 'n' Bull. At the Club, no one knew me and the rules were that anything goes. At work I'd be an object of morbid curiosity, a freak.

"I don't know if I'm ready to do that yet," I said. "Give me some time to get used to the idea."

"You're the one who decided to wear earrings and mascara and eyeliner to work! It sounds to me like you're the one who's impatient. Or Janine is. She's eager to take her place in the world! She doesn't want to put on men's clothes and pretend to be a man!"

"I am a man. I'm not pretending!" I protested.

"Really? Are you sure? Does a man like to suck cock? Does a man enjoy getting fucked up the ass? It doesn't sound to me as if those guys exactly had to twist your arm. In fact, I don't think Jim really signed up for an ass-fuck. I think he came to watch or maybe to get a blow job. It was you who was so horny that you had to beg Jim to fuck you! Is that what a 'man' does? Does a man change into his frillies and put on his make-up as soon as he gets home from work?"

I had no answer for Tonya's accusations. I looked at the woman who was now looking back at me from the mirror and I could not gainsay anything she had said.

Tonya came up behind me and fluffed my wig and took me by the shoulders, making me look into the mirror.

"You are a beautiful woman, Janine. A desirable woman. A sought-after woman. Embrace that! Don't keep tightrope walking as a half-man, half-woman."

"I don't know! It's such a big step! I haven't even been out on a real date yet! At least let me see how that goes!"

"OK, OK! I'm not pressuring you. I just see what makes you happy, and I hate to see you afraid to go for what you really want! Don't hold yourself back out of fear."

Maybe Tonya was right. Things were changing. Who'd have thought same-sex marriages would ever be legal? Transsexuals were still rare, but it wasn't as if you never heard of them either. Maybe, after a period of adjustment, people would accept it. Hell, anymore they'd be afraid not to, for fear of being sued.

"Tonya," I started hesitantly, "I'm a little ... uncomfortable ... down there. I need a little ... relief."

"Uh ho! You're asking me for a milking?"

"Uh, yeah. I guess I am. I got, uh, pretty excited."

"Let's see it. Let's see that excited little peepee of yours."

Of course, just having it talked about so condescendingly made my cockette start to stiffen. My whole groin felt full and uncomfortable.

"Yes, I see the problem," Tonya said, taking my penis lightly in her hand and gently sliding the loose skin back and forth. "He'd like to come, wouldn't he, this bad boy? He barely cares how or by whom. A hand job, a blow job, a fuck even. Just so he can spurt his jism. Oh, he'd like a cunt, wants so badly to make some poor girl pregnant, to saddle her with his puny small-dicked genes, steal her chances of landing a real man. But lacking that he'll settle for any kind of shoot, even if it is into the air, or onto the ground."

I moaned as she continued a maddeningly slow jiggling of my penis, just at the teasing level. My cock strained and swelled and oozed pre-cum, but she kept me on the verge.

"A milking would be so frustrating, to see that milky cum just drip out, to feel that urgency fade without any relief of that primal tension, the need for those delicious spasms. But tonight I have another idea. We mustn't forget our other toys."

She rummaged in a drawer and drew out the pouch with the sounds Maxine had given her.

"You'll stand still, won't you? You'll watch in horror, but you'll let me violate your precious penis with my little metal cocks, won't you? You'll cringe, your mind will scream, 'No!' but you'll submit, won't you?"

I said nothing, my mouth dry. My stomach did flip-flops and my mind sent bolts of adrenaline through me, but my cock twitched and stood out hard as a rock, and pre-cum beaded at its tip, almost like an invitation.

"I'll take that as a 'Yes'! My, these are so cold! I'll warm them up." She ran them under the tap until the water warmed up. "That's better." My eyes were riveted on the sound as I watched her drizzle lubricant down the shaft. My mind did scream 'No!' but my cock throbbed and pulsed with need.

"Doesn't look as if it should fit in there, does it?" Tonya mused. "But it will! Easily, actually," she predicted. "Open up little peepee," she coaxed, as the tip of the sound poised at my pee slit. "Take your medicine!"

Gently she eased the probe into my urethra. There was a slight burning sensation, but my penis only swelled all the harder. I trembled as the bizarre feeling of something penetrating where nothing should go assaulted my nervous system. As the sound descended, alarm bells went off throughout my body. A parasympathetic flush come over me in waves and I shuddered. I felt hot and limp, as if my muscles were powerless to move.

I watched with unbelieving eyes as my poor cock swallowed the entire sound, leaving exposed only the tip by which Tonya held it.

"I'm fucking your cock, Janine. You're a slut who’ll never deny me." I vibrated with tension as she pulled the sound all the way out, only to dribble more lube on it and slowly lower it all the way back in.

"Now I'm going to fuck you," she said, and this time she really did, easing the rod up and down ever so slowly, wanting to prolong my submission.

"You belong to me, don't you? Every part of you. Your ass, your penis. Your mind. I can do with you what I want," she lectured, as she drew the sound out so slowly and then worked it back in at the same pace. "I can dress you up in dresses, put make-up on you, let men fuck you." She bent down to watch the sound ooze into my slit, fascinated, making it look as if she were talking to my cock. "I can give away your husbandly rights, make you put another man's cock in my pussy, have you urge him to put his baby in my womb." Then, as if talking to herself, "I can't take my eyes off it! It's so ... decadent! I'm so glad Maxine showed me how to do this!"

She began to grip my cock, oh so gently, and I shuddered at the double stimulation of her hand on the outside and the sound on the inside. I moaned and Tonya began to jiggle the sound gently.

"Come on now. Come for me. Come from having your cock raped!" I felt myself jerk and tremble. My cock pulsed and there was an awful backed-up feeling in my cock and balls. Then my pee slit seemed to swell around the sound and cum began to ooze from around the rod. Tonya began to ease the sound out and cum continued to flow with weak little pulses, like a half-orgasm, not quite the dribbling of milking, more like a ruined orgasm. Tonya caught the dripping cum in her palm.

"That's it. Give it to Tonya. Give me your little boy jism." I shuddered and a couple of more pulses of cum flowed into her hand. She held it up to my lipsticked mouth, and I licked it out of her hand without protest, as if that were as natural as could be.

My penis felt ravaged and irritated. It seemed poetic in a way, that my inadequate penis should come only by allowing itself to be abused in this way.

"That should hold you for a while," Tonya said. I felt crestfallen, as if I'd let myself down by submitting to this treatment. Tonya sensed my funk.

'I know, baby. You feel ashamed of yourself. You ask yourself why you do it, why you put up with it. But you can't help it. It's too late to say, 'I'm putting a stop to this! I'm going to be a man!’ That ship has sailed. Your only choices now are about what kind of emasculated wimp you are going to be. Are you going to be a garden-variety cuckold who beats his meat while he watches his wife fuck a real man? Or a pain junkie who begs his wife to spank him? Or a clown who wears women's panties and hose in secret at home to get off? Or are you going to grab for some self-respect by becoming a half-decent woman?"

She put one hand to my cheek, a cheek covered with foundation and blusher.

"What would I like? Would I like to see you with a pair of perky C-cup breasts hanging off your chest? Would I like to see you walk into your work in make-up, a skirt, and heels? Would I like to see you fall in love with Ray, or some other man?

"Oh, I would! Because that would prove you are really mine, my creature, to do with whatever my fancy prompts me. I would say, 'I did that! He did that for me'. Would you have dreamed any of this just months ago? No! Oh, the weakness was there, the passivity, the eagerness to please. But I took that clay and I molded it, led it, pushed it to be what you are now.

"And now I think it's too late to stop.. The avalanche is thundering downhill. You're hooked. Even if part of you is horrified, ashamed, the larger part of you needs it now, hungers for it, will bring you back and push you on.

"Even now, with your balls empty, your cock sore, and your ass reamed, if I brought Brian in here now, would you want to suck his cock? You would, wouldn't you? You'd look at it and it would call to you. Your mouth would water. You'd want to bow down to a superior man. You'd imagine how sweet it would feel in your mouth."

I pictured the scenario and I knew she was right.

"And you think about your date with Ray on Wednesday and your stomach is giddy with nervous excitement! You start to think about what you'll wear, how you'll do your make-up, how you'll walk, how you'll gesture to be the perfect girl for him. And you'll get nervous, wanting to do it just right, to be the girl of his dreams. To ... to do what? To win his heart! Not to win his cock, but to win his love! Because you're already a girl, in your own mind, in your spirit."

Was she right? I looked her in the eyes and I searched my mind and my emotions. What did I want? Was this just a kinky masquerade? When I thought about Ray, what did I feel? I felt happy, excited, nervous, scared! Scared of what? Scared of not being girl enough for him!

"You're right," I admitted. "I do, I want to be perfect for him. I want to be pretty and feminine. I want to look right, walk right, move right! I have to practice! I have to do everything right!"

"That's my girl!" Tonya gushed. "I'll help you. You are 90% of the way there, but if you practice, you'll be more confident and you'll be more natural. We need to find the right thing for you to wear. And maybe a new wig, a new hairdo, something that will knock his socks off! Or his pants off!"

I spent the rest of the evening practicing walking in heels, sitting, standing, and gesturing. I took videos of myself and e-mailed them to Burke and Natalie. Tonya had an appointment for us on Tuesday night.

"Half shopping and half coaching, I told them!" she said.


-Day 95 Tuesday-

The next day I pulled on my male clothes over my panties, camisole, and stockings, and it felt harder and harder to do it. I sat and looked at myself in the mirror. The blah male face that looked back at me was more jarring than seeing myself with make-up on. That face was the loser Johnny, not the daring, exciting, naughty Janine. Dare I put just a little mascara and eyeliner on? How about a teeny-tiny bit of blush? What harm would a lip moisturizer do? It wasn't really lipstick. I was like an alcoholic who takes a morning drink, "just to take the edge off." I felt so much better after I'd made these little improvements. I'd just put the studs in my ears instead of the hoops.

I walked into the kitchen to make breakfast.

"Well, I'd fuck you, but you better not roll your hips that way at work!" Tonya exclaimed. I realized that I'd unconsciously adopted my Janine walk from the night before.

"Well, you can't fuck me!" I told her. "I'm saving myself," I intoned.

"Yeah, saving yourself for any guy with an 8-inch cock, you mean!"

"Well, a girl has to have standards!" I replied.

"But aren't you supposed to be a guy for the next 8 hours?"

"Not until 8 am!!! I'm not on the clock yet!"

"And I understand you can be had at 5:01 pm!" Tonya gibed. "You're going to turn that office into a bunch of clock watchers!"

"No, no monkey business today. I have places to go, things to do after work!"

"Yes, you do!" Tonya said and she took me in her arms and kissed me. I missed the squishing of lipstick on lipstick, but the evident affection made up for it. She leaned back and looked at me.

"I detect mascara and eyeliner again! And ... a little bit of blusher?"

"I just couldn't go in like that, so plain!"

"Oh, poor baby. I can see the train coming down the tracks. It's getting harder and harder to hide the girl inside. Not long now before you walk into HR and tell them to change your gender on their records!"

I felt so torn. It almost hurt to put on Johnny's clothes now. It would be a relief not to have to. But to face them all and say, "I'm Janine now," it made my stomach clench.

"Not there yet," I said seriously.

"Not quite. Not quite," Tonya said archly. "But soon."

It might be sooner than I thought. When I got to work, I found on my desk a vase with flowers, a Woman's Day, a box of maxi-pads, and a bottle of Midol.

"Very funny," I said to no one.

"Who are the flowers from?" asked one of the girls, Martina.

"No card," I told her.

"Oh, a secret admirer! I wonder who she—or he—is!" I looked at her with a shocked look and she burst out laughing. "Either way—or both!—is OK with me," she continued, "Whatever floats your boat!" She lowered her voice to a conspiratorial tone.

"We've noticed you're dressing a little differently and acting a little differently, and I want you to know that, whatever is going on with you, most of us don't mind one way or the other. The guys around here are mostly boring morons. Something a little different, a little exotic, would be a breath of fresh air. We like you, John, so we're on your side—whatever side that is!"

"Uh, thanks, Martina," I said, and I was really touched by her concern. I felt a warm feeling go up my spine. "I have ... have been going through some ... changes ... uh ... personally. Um, mostly good—good changes—nothing terrible. But ... but, you know, taking some adjustment. I thought ... thought I was keeping it pretty much together, but people have noticed me being ... different?"

"Well, you know, when a guy who didn't show any ga-..., uh ... I mean, um ... ’artistic’ tendencies shows up with hoop earrings and then eye make-up and is checking out the other guys, well, yeah, people notice. And have you had your eyebrows shaped? But no matter! Don't worry! People are a lot more liberal these days. It's no big deal. Different strokes for different folks. Your ...uh ... personal life is none of our business."

I felt like a deer in the headlights. People had noticed me eying guys! I was the butt of office gossip! It felt like one of those dreams where you're in high school in your underwear. I felt my face go all hot.

"Well, uh, thanks for your support. And thanks for telling me. I thought I was being, uh, subtle."

Martina put her hand over my hand.

"It's gonna be OK, John. I like the eye make-up. Makes you look a little hot! You just be yourself and let everybody else adjust. Let your freak flag fly!"

"That really means a lot. I've got some ... decisions to make. It helps to know that I've got friends here."

"Oh, you do. You're the nicest guy of all the men here. All the girls here like you." She stopped and said half to herself, "I suppose that should have been our first clue...."

"It might not be what you think,” I said mysteriously. She looked at me with a quizzical, 'Well, what else could it be?' look and shook her head in puzzlement.

"Well, enough therapy," Martina said light-heartedly. "Deposit your 5 cents here. The doctor is out. Back to work."

"That was worth way more than 5 cents! I'll make an appointment when I need more, Martina. I think I'm going to be needing it soon. You may have given me the courage to do something I've been needing to do!"

"Oh, no, I've created a monster! Don't blame it on me! I didn't tell you to come out—er—I mean, to do anything!"

"Yes, you did! You told me to be myself! Now I just have to figure out what that is!" She laughed and left.

Despite the shock of Martina's news, her little pep talk gave me a shot of confidence. If everybody was already talking about me, I may as well relax and do what I like. I figured that if they'd already decided I was a fag, I may as well play the part. I brought the Woman's Day into the lunchroom and made a show of reading it despite the razzing I got.

"There's a lot of interesting articles in here," I protested. "Like this Chicken Marsala recipe looks good! I can't wait to try it out."

"And it's low in calories," Eric joked. "A girl has to watch her weight, doesn't she, Joan?" he said to me.

"Well, you don't want to let your tummy go! If I made this recipe, do you want to come over Saturday night, Eric?" I said and I batted my eyes at him.

"I'd have thought sausage would be more your cup of tea!" he replied.

"Are you offering?" I asked. "You might not have enough to satisfy my appetite!" That broke up the other guys and so I felt I'd won that round. I caught Jim by himself just outside the break room.

"On the other hand, you've got more than a meal!" I told him. He blushed and hurried away without responding.

Tonya smiled broadly and seemed very self-satisfied when I told her what had gone on at work.

"But no time to dwell on that. We have to get to Burke and Natalie's. You have a big date tomorrow! We have to get you ready!"

Of course the main order of business was to find me a dress, shoes, and purse for the special occasion. Natalie and Tonya decided on a stretchy sheath dress with crisscross straps across a demure décolletage. It was cobalt blue, which, of course, demanded matching heels and purse. Natalie chose eye shadow to go with the eye-catching color of the dress, and helped me choose a dramatic but not over-the-top eyeliner and highlights.

Then Burke and Natalie worked with me on my walk, sitting and standing, my eye contact, my gestures, and my dancing. They were harder on me than they had been before, as if this were my final exam. I started to get nervous.

"It's just a date for dinner!" I said, trying to convince myself.

"It's his first time alone with you," Natalie explained. "If you win his heart tomorrow, all the rest will be downhill from there! If he once accepts you as Janine, then that will be fixed in his mind. Everything will be filtered through his belief that you are a girl. Then a slip here and there will just be cute."

'Win his heart' echoed through my head. I felt a flutter in my tummy and throb in my cock! Was that what I was about? Not just a kink, not a masquerade. Was I in the process of trying to make a man fall in love with me? And maybe letting myself fall in love with him?

I looked at Tonya with a qualm. What about her? Wasn't I supposed to love her? If I fell for Ray, what would become of my feelings for her?

Tonya could practically read my mind.

"Don't worry, baby. I know you have enough love in your heart for both of us! Have I loved you any less since Brian came into our lives? Will I love you less when this baby is born?" she said, one hand on her tummy. "What wife has devoted any more time, energy, and attention to her husband that I have to you these last three months? If anything, Brian should be jealous of you lately! If Ray joins our life, it will enrich us, not deprive me."

"You are lucky, Janine," Natalie said. "I can't tell you how many wives are dragged in here reluctantly, skeptically, half-heartedly, if not with straight-out hostility. To have a wife who is supportive—no, enthusiastic—about her husband's transformation, like Tonya: you don't know how fortunate you are."

I wondered how many men would feel lucky. 'Your wife wants you to wear a dress and fuck men, you lucky dog!' I did feel that Tonya loved me, despite everything. Did the fact that she also enjoyed her power over me cancel that? Or was that just the kind of love we had?

Our session was almost over and I was surprised that there had been no sex: no kissing, no fellatio, no milking, no fucking.

"You've got that part down," Burke explained when I asked. "You're a natural at those. In fact, probably best to follow your instincts there. Let your passion take over when it gets to that. It's the package: the wrappings, the appearances that we're polishing tonight."

By the time we got home, I was so horny that I practically begged Tonya to milk me. I shed my clothes and got on all fours on the bed, presenting my ass to her for penetration. My anus was practically twitching to be entered. My cock hung below my belly like a cow's teat. I sighed when two fingers opened me and sought my prostate, followed by The Rake. I moaned when Tonya's fingers grasped my cock to aim it at the dish she'd placed to catch my drippings.

In almost no time, white cum began to bubble from out of my dangling member and drool onto the plate, so unlike a manly ejaculation. Almost every stroke squeezed out another glob of seed. After the drippings ebbed, Tonya held the dish under my nose and I lapped it up like a cat. I had learned to accept the strange taste, never meant to be eaten, but I wished it were Ray's, or Brian's, or Burke’s strong semen coating my tongue.


-Day 96 Wednesday-

The next day I could barely stand to put on John's clothing over the feminine underthings I had donned. I was so wanting to be the girl who would charm Ray tonight. Being John for 8 hours would be torture. I rebelled by putting on a little more eyeliner and blush and I put on the faintest hint of lip gloss after I'd put on my earrings. After two days of practicing my womanly walk, I almost could not remember what my "normal" walk was. Tonya laughed as she watched me walk across the living room.

"Oh, baby, you're going to light up their 'gaydar' like a Christmas tree! Ray better make his move, because you'll be turning some other men's heads if he doesn't get there first!"

I was nonplussed at how flaming she thought I was. I looked at myself and, if anything, I was put off by how masculine I still looked. Apparently I was losing touch with how other people saw me. But at the same time, her judgment that I'd be attractive to a lot of men excited me! I think she saw the small smile that played around the corners of my mouth.

"Oh, yeah, you like that you're hot stuff! You'll stiffen a few cocks today."

I was an idiot, but the idea of big hard cocks concealed by work slacks made me horny. I felt my own cockette begin to swell.

"Get out!" I protested, but it was just for show. Inwardly I was pleased as Tonya's assessment.

Of course, once again Tonya was right. Tonya was always right! Walking down the hall at work, I overheard an outside contractor.

"Who's the fruit?" he asked my coworker. I stopped and listened around the corner.

"Oh, that's John. I used to think he was straight, but I guess with gay rights and stuff, he's come out of the closet. He's married, so I don't know if that's a cover or if he swings both ways. I was surprised when he came in with his ears pierced, but lately he's been swishing around here like a flamer. I guess it just goes to show that you never can tell. I mean, they don't wear signs! It's got me wondering if there's other guys around here that are gay and we never guessed."

God, I guess Martina wasn't kidding. 'Did you hear? John's gay! Yeah, that John!' It shook me up a little. I guess I really had changed so much that I didn't even know myself anymore.

Of course they assumed I was just an effeminate gay guy coming out of the closet. No one ever would imagine that I might be transsexual or a transvestite.

What I'd overheard my coworker say did get me thinking. In an office this large, odds were that there must be a gay guy. (Did I almost say "another gay guy"?) That had not even occurred to me. Of course, if he was closeted, he wouldn't be advertising it. I'd never had any kind of inkling.

What would I even look for? Would they be checking me out? There weren't any effeminate guys. I'd always wondered about body builders: spending hours at a gym surrounded by half-dressed men showing off their muscles, admiring themselves in the mirrors.

Thinking about that and looking at my male coworkers with new eyes kept my mind thankfully off my impending date most of the day. But by the late afternoon I was getting so nervous that I made an excuse to leave early, just before 4:30. After all, I needed to shower, shave all over, get my make-up, nails and hair just perfect. That takes a long time. Men just don't understand what us gals go through! Men just shower and shave and they're ready!

By the time Tonya got home, I'd done most of my shaving and she helped me with the areas I found hardest to see or reach. Of course I didn't expect that we'd end up in bed tonight, but it doesn't hurt to be ready for anything!

I paid extra attention to making myself up the way Natalie had shown me the night before, applying the eyeliner, shadow, blush, highlighter, and false eyelashes. Then I did my hair and nails.

When I put on the dress Natalie and Tonya had picked out, I looked in the mirror and was thrilled! With the padded gaff and falsies, I looked pretty scrumptious! I admired myself from the back and twitched my now-shapely behind.

"Oh, yeah, that's what he'll be checking out!" Tonya laughed. "He can't help but be thinking about the prize hidden between those cheeks!" I twitched my ass as the mirror again and we laughed. My "prize" had ideas of its own!

Finally I had nothing to do but wait and get nervous. I was a half-hour early getting ready.

"Eat something, so you won't make a pig of yourself," Tonya suggested.

"But I'll smear my lipstick!"

"So? You can fix it. At least have a roll and butter. You'll be having drinks and probably wine with dinner too. You don't want to drink on an empty stomach and get smashed. Nobody wants a sloppy drunk for a date."

That idea scared me, so I gave in and had a roll and some peanuts, then I quickly brushed my teeth again and refreshed my lipstick.

At the exact hour, the doorbell rang. Tonya answered it and Brian stood at her side and they greeted Ray warmly. The whole scene felt unreal, as if I were an ingénue waiting for her prom date, and Brian and Tonya were my parents, checking out the suitability of my suitor!

Ray looked very handsome in a blazer and repp stripe tie, very clean-shaven. I was flush with the idea that this hunk had chosen little ol' me to be his date tonight! At the same time I wondered what attracted him to a girl with a penis, when he could have had his pick of, er, the regular girls. He was under no illusions about who or what I was, and yet here he was.

I scuttled up to him in my high heels and hugged him hello and gave him a peck on the cheek. I startled momentarily at the lipstick print I left behind. I reached up with my manicured nails and smoothed the smudge away. I felt a thrill at the feel of his strong arms around me and at the casual intimacy of touching his face.

"Um, uh, nice to see you again, Tonya and Brian," Ray stammered out. He was nervous too! "Janine! You look like a million bucks!" he said, stepping away to take a good look at me. I twirled around coquettishly.

"Oh, do I? I just threw something on!"

"Liar!" Tonya scolded. "She's been dolling herself up for two hours. But I agree with you—she looks 'mahvelous'!"

"Do you have time for a drink, or do you have early reservations?" Brian asked.

"Oh, I didn't think of that!" Ray said, smacking his forehead. "I didn't know if you and Tonya would be here. We just have time to make our reservations."

"He wants to get Janine all to himself as soon as he can!" Tonya charged. "And I don't blame him! Well, off you two! Don't you do anything I wouldn't do—which doesn't rule much out!"

We all laughed at that and I felt more relaxed. If Ray were as nervous as I was, then he wanted the night to be a success as much as I did. I offered him my arm.

"Shall we?" I said, and I felt a tingle as Ray threaded his arm through mine and covered my hand with his.

"Indeed, my dear," he said in a warm baritone.

As we walked to the car, I suppressed my instinct to ask where we were going. That was a masculine "business" question. Natalie taught me that women's questions focus on the interpersonal, on emotions.

"I'm so glad you called! I'm looking forward to our having time together, just the two of us, to get to know one another." I squeezed his hand.

"Me too !" Ray responded. "I picked a quiet restaurant where we can talk, but they have a dance floor too, for ballroom dancing." My dancing skills were going to be tested again—but on the other hand, it would give me an excuse to be in Ray's arms. The thought send a tickle up my spine!

The restaurant was a moderately upscale Italian one with white tablecloths. Ray asked for a table away from the piano in a quiet corner booth. This was a real Italian restaurant, where pasta was just a first course before the meat course, and there was an antipasto course before that.

Ray asked if I preferred red or white wine and he seemed pleased that I preferred red, because he did too. He ordered a medium-priced light-bodied red and I was glad that he wasn't a great wine snob. He went through the first sip rigmarole, but he didn't make a production of it.

After our glasses were poured, I offered a toast.

"To new friends becoming good friends!" I suggested and he clinked my glass.

"And good friends becoming ... who knows?" he said and winked at me. But he looked at me with a hunger that raised my temperature! I covered my being flustered by taking a gulp of the wine. It was fruity and delicious.

"Oh, I like this!" and looked at him with what I hoped was an admiring glance. "Butter him up!" Natalie had counseled. "No man can resist that."

After we ordered and the appetizers arrived, we discussed our backgrounds: where we grew up, what our families were like. Ray was easy to talk to: he really listened, asked interesting questions, and offered comments about whether his experiences were similar or different. As he talked about his family I would tell he was devoted to them but really conflicted about his mother, who was the domineering grande dame type.

"She was tickled to learn that I had a date tonight.”

"You tell your mother every time you have a date?"

"Not generally, no. I don't have many dates, to tell the truth. There aren't many girls who interest me," he said, with a twinkle that implied, ‘unlike you!’ "But she asked me to run an errand for her tonight and I was happy to tell her that I couldn't! You should be honored, because one does not tell Mama ‘No’ with impunity. So I have braved her displeasure to be with you tonight!"

"Well, I'm both honored and frightened! What if she holds it against me? And, pray tell, what punishment awaits you?"

"Oh, I'm not sure she'll be that vindictive. She's worried I'll end up a confirmed bachelor, so she was glad that I had a date."

"Whew!" I said, with a mock wipe of my brow.

"And how about your end? What does Tonya think about your going out on a date? I mean, going to the Club is one thing. It's just an 'encounter.' But a date could lead to more. To a 'relationship,' " he said, making air quotes with his fingers. "How would she feel about that? Is she prepared for you to have a boyfriend?"

"Don't get ahead of yourself, buster!" I chided him. "I'm hardly your girlfriend yet! I've known you for a whole 3 hours!"

"A man can have hopes and dreams, can't he?" Ray asked with a self-satisfied grin. "I need to know: am I going to have to fight Tonya for your hand?"

A thrill went up my spine at the thought of Ray contending for "my hand," just as his defending my "honor" at the Club had warmed my heart! I reached out and put my hand in his.

"I like the idea of you having my hand," I gushed impulsively and then blushed. I rushed on to cover up my forwardness. "I guess Tonya and I have an 'open' relationship. It sounds so 60's, but that is the best way to describe it. We're devoted to each other and, so far, what we feel for other people hasn't changed that."

"Do the two of you still...?"

"No," I said, shaking my head. "Not for months. I've, um, given up that ... privilege."

"I shouldn't have even asked. None of my business," Ray backpedaled.

"No, it's OK. To tell you the truth, it feels good to be able to talk to someone about it. Tonya is literally the only person I've been able to talk to about any of this—the cuckolding, the sex, the crossdressing. Other people have been there, but I don't talk to them about it, about how I feel, what I think. Only Tonya. That's probably not healthy. It feels pent up, like I've got this big secret."

"You don't have to tell me anything you don't want to. As you say, we hardly know one another."

I reached across the table with my other hand and squeezed his hand fervently.

"But I want you to know me," I said. "And the kind of man I'd like to know me would say exactly that: he'd let me open up at my own pace, however much or little I felt comfortable with. And that makes me want to open up to you, because I believe you'd be careful with me and with what I've told you." Ray returned the squeeze and held my eyes with his. That gaze told me more than any words could. He cleared his throat.

"Well, then, can you tell me where you stand with Brian? Do you and he...? I mean, is there a relationship there? Does he go both ... er, I mean...?"

"Oh, no!" I rushed to say and I chuckled. "I mean, yes and no. Yes, he has..., and I do..., well, there's sex, but it's ... it's just sex. Like with Thad or Will. Brian is ... he's 100% hetero. But you know men. They'll stick their cocks anywhere!"

" 'Men?' You mean, like me?"

I realized how that sounded.

"No! I mean, I didn't mean you! I meant, you know, most men. I mean, to Brian, it's just sex. He just wants to get his rocks off. He's not attracted to me."

"Well, then he's not 100% a normal male, because you're quite pretty and I think any normal male would be attracted to you. I know I am."

"Well, yes, I guess he is ... um ... attracted, but just for sex," I thrashed around, digging myself ever deeper. "He doesn't want to have a relationship with me. It's not as if he flips a coin and heads he sleeps with Tonya and tails he sleeps with me. I mean, to him Tonya's the main event and I'm just a sideshow."

Ray smiled and I got the feeling he was perversely enjoying my discomfiture.

"And what about you? Are you attracted to Brian? Would you like a relationship with him?"

"No! He's Tonya's boyfriend! I mean, he's handsome and he's got a nice body and a nice ... uh ... body...."

"You said that!"

"I mean, I'm not a girl who kisses and tells. I mean, he's sexy, but he's not my type. I never..., I mean, he's a jock type. He drives a delivery truck. He's a nice enough guy, but...."

"...to you, he's just a nice cock."

"Yeah! I mean, no! Well...."

"...well, yeah!" Ray laughed and I knew he was enjoying watching me flounder.

"You're mean!" I protested. "You're just trying to get me all flustered!"

He grabbed my hands and chuckled.

"You're cute when you're flustered! I can't help myself!"

"You nasty, naughty boy! You're putting words in my mouth and trying to make me say dirty things I don't mean!"

"Oh, I'd love to hear you say dirty things! And I'd like to put more than words in your pretty mouth!"

"Ray!!" I said in half-mock indignation. "I don't know what kind of a girl you think I am!"

"But I do! I know exactly what kind of girl you are. And I think that's exactly my kind of girl!"

I blushed, but my cock went "Zing!" straining against my gaff. I was genuinely surprised by Ray's bald double-entendre. He'd been all suave and almost straight-laced up until now. But why should I be surprised? I'd met him at a sex club. He'd already watched me suck and fuck his friends!

"So do you and Tonya ... share ... Brian?" Ray asked.

"Well, Ray, if I didn't know better, I'd think you're a little bit jealous! But, to answer your question, no, or maybe only a little bit, once in a while. But mostly he's just her boyfriend. I guess she, uh, lends him to me once in a while. To let me, um, explore...."

"And he's not interested in you? He doesn't swing both ways?"

"Oh no, for him I think it's really just a macho thing, in a funny way. It proves his dominance. He's the top dog. He has my ... wife"—it sounded strange to hear myself say that, with me wearing dangling earrings and a dress—"and he can ... use me ... for his pleasure too."

"And you ... do you like that? Like the submissive part? Submitting to a man?"

I felt my face get hot and my mouth go dry. These questions were getting into some pretty deep territory. I barely knew this man and he was asking me things I'd barely admitted to myself, much less said aloud to anyone else. It felt as if I were walking out on the high diving board. My stomach was full of butterflies. I looked at Ray and all I could see in his eyes was curiosity and caring. He didn't want to rip my armor off. He just wanted to understand me. Maybe I could....

"Yes," I said quietly and gravely. I nodded my head just barely, slowly. I felt a heaviness in my chest as the truth of what I was saying sunk in. "Yes, I do. It's almost better than the sex part. The ... the ... surrender. Feeling ... taken. Feeling possessed by a man's strength. His masculine power. His cock ... it's his ... power."

The words came seeping out of me, hesitantly, gropingly, but with every word I felt the truth of them and the power of those feelings, those experiences. Ray looked at me intently and nodded gently, accepting what I had said.

"It's—I know this is blasphemous, so watch out for lightning bolts—it's almost a religious experience. As if I'm a human sacrifice. I'm worshipping his power. Cocks are, like, the conduit of a great masculine power. I worship that power by submitting to it, with my ... mouth ..., or my ... ass."

I shook my head as I realized something else.

"I love submitting to Tonya too, to her feminine power. She ... she was the first one to ... fuck ... fuck me, you know, with a dildo. I loved it. I loved surrendering to her. But surrendering to a ... real ... cock, surrendering to a man, like you said...." I shook my head as it really sunk in. "That ... that's mind-blowing."

"You can't deny it," Ray broke in. "It draws you. Like a magnet."

I nodded my head and swallowed.

"Yup," I said and shook my head again. "It's really taken hold. At first I thought it was just an experiment. But ... but it ... it feels good. Feels right."

We were silent for a moment and I started to worry that I'd said too much. Maybe Ray didn't want to be my Dom. Maybe he didn't want to think about the gay aspect of all this. Maybe he was just looking for a "girlfriend."

"But this," I rushed in, spreading my arms to encompass the whole restaurant, "being here tonight. This is not about looking for a 'master." This is about my being attracted to a charming, handsome man and hoping he finds me charming and attractive as well!"

That broke the tension and Ray laughed.

"I'll drink to that!" he said and raised his glass. We clinked glasses and took off a draught. He leaned forward and whispered in my ear, "But that surrender part sounds good too!"

By the time the dessert course came, we were stuffed, but Ray insisted we could handle sharing a tiramisu. He playfully decided to feed me my bites and that I should feed him. Given the messy character of that dessert, this led to inevitable frosting and filling on our faces and lips. Ray leaned over and kissed frosting off the corner of my mouth, which led to a brief but ardent kiss, restrained only by our awareness that we were in a nice restaurant in public.

Ray was eager to dance after dessert. Although my dancing isn't good enough for me not to have to think pretty hard on my steps, after having a table between us it felt good to be in his arms again. My revelation to him about my desire to submit to a man was still humming in my brain. I suspected it was in Ray's too, as he seemed more forceful in the way he held me and how he guided me around the dance floor. I gratefully settled into the feminine role of being the passive responded to his initiative. "Surrender" was such a nice, relaxing place to be!

We returned to the table and Ray ordered after-dinner sherries for us. I was unsure where I wanted to conversation to go. He had been so bold to launch into questions about my deepest secrets, things I'd not yet answered even for myself. I decided it wouldn't be fair if he didn't crawl out on this limb with me.

"So I've revealed some of my deep, dark secrets. What about you? How do you end up dining and dancing with my kind of girl?"

Ray got a faraway look in his eye.

"I wish I knew. Who knows why something turns them on?" He looked at me and spread his hands, as if to say, "Like how'd you end up in that dress?" But he was polite enough to leave it unspoken.

"That's the most wonderful thing about the internet. People joke about it, but all those porn websites wouldn't exist if there weren't lots of people interested in them. There's a website—or actually lots of websites for anything. Gay, lesbian, transsexual, S&M, bondage, anal, lesbian S&M anal ... whatever. Wherever you go, it is obvious that there's lots of other people who are turned on by the very same things that you are. So many that you begin to realize: 'I can't be that strange.' In some odd way, it must be 'normal' for people to have a lot of sexual turn-ons that, um, seem unusual to others."

"That’s how you met Thad and Will."

"Yeah, from a chat room. I chatted with them for months before I got the nerve to meet them in person. Then they talked me into trying the Club."

"Wow, that was jumping in the deep end! But that is pretty much how we ended up there too. Nikki and Bobbie, er, Babette, have been members for a little while. We met them and they invited us."

"I've never been really comfortable with women. I mean, I'd be attracted, but never really comfortable. I thought for a while that I just hadn't met the right one. My mother—my mother is a very difficult woman. We have a complicated relationship. I guess 'dysfunctional' would be closer to the truth. It may have affected how I feel about women in general. Well, to be honest, she's a castrating bitch, pardon my French."

"My good luck!" I said mischievously and Ray smiled and seemed to relax. We all build up these fears: if I reveal my warts, everyone will be repulsed. But maybe our warts are beauty marks. When others accept what we find hard to accept in ourselves, it can be a big relief!

"Well, let’s hope!. But when I first stumbled across transsexual porn sites, I was so turned on! At first I was a little disturbed by that. I told myself it was just the kinkiness of it, the novelty, and that eventually I'd get bored of it. But I didn't. I was drawn to it. I started reading stories, started having fantasies, started imagining, 'Would I really want to do this, in real life? Would the reality be as powerful as the fantasy?'

"Then Thad and Will and others in the chat room told me that absolutely, the reality is as good or better than the fantasy. They told me about the Club and told me I could safely explore the reality there. It took me a lot to get over my fear, that it was too much of a risk, that my fantasy could turn into a nightmare. I mean, you saw me. I just watched, I didn't join in."

"And was it ... well so far, so far as it went ... was it as good as you hoped?"

He looked up at me.

"It was better than I hoped," he said seriously. "It was like a fantasyland, but so much more powerful because it was all real! You were real, Tonya was real! You are a living breathing person right in front of me, not a photo or a movie, a person like me with feelings, hopes, and fears.

"But it wasn't just about sex for me. It was about ... connecting, relating. I felt so welcomed by you, by Tonya, by Nikki. Treated as a person, not a freak, not a 'john,' not a dildo.

"And you! You were real. Not a fantasy. A warm, friendly, and ... nervous and uncertain! ... person just like me. But you are a real person I can have a relationship with. A friend, or a lover—who knows? I was so happy that I couldn't stop smiling!"

"Oh, Ray, that's beautiful!"

"Oh, don't get me started on beautiful! You were beautiful! I was afraid that when I met someone in real life they'd be a man in a dress with a big jaw and a 5 o'clock shadow. But you! And Babette! And a lot of the other girls. You were beautiful. I couldn't believe you were really ... er ... I mean ... that you had a ... that you started out as...," he stumbled around.

"I don't know how to talk about it either. At the Club they say 'b-girls.' That doesn't sound bad. Although I was always an A-student myself."

"A+ if you ask me!" Ray replied.

"OK, that wasn't fair. I fished for that one!" I said, but actually I was swelling with pride at Ray's compliments.

"How ... how long have you been...?" Ray probed.

"Not long," I equivocated.

"And this is all ... uh ... natural? No hormones? No surgery?"

"No. All ... cosmetic. Make-up, clothing. Mind-set."

"Would you ... I mean, are you ... do you plan to?"

"Hormones? Breast implants? I don't know. Maybe. Some day. Too soon to decide yet."

"But not...?"

"All the way? No, that's ... that's not in the picture for me. I'm too attached to that little thing."

"Oh, good! Cause that's...."

"That's part of the charm, eh? A girl with something extra?"

Ray nodded sheepishly.

"I hope it doesn't need to be a lot extra, because you'll be disappointed."

"No! No, it's fine! It'll be fine!" Ray rushed to say, and blushed a little. We both sat in silence for a moment, a little embarrassed that we'd descended to talking about organ size!

"Janine," Ray started, "I know this is terribly last minute, not really fair, and if it is too soon, feel free to say 'No.' But there's this affair. Saturday. It's really quite a fancy thing, a ball kind of thing. My family is a big donor to this charity. And they have this fundraiser, a fancy dress ball. Champagne, dinner, speeches, awards, dancing. I have to go. It's a command performance for me.

"I know it's very last minute, but if you could, if it's possible, I'd love it if you could come with me, as my date. I know it's not fair to spring this on you, so if it's too much, just say so. But, you know, this time last week I'd never even met you yet. But after tonight, I'd love to take you! I'd be happy and proud to have you there as my date!"

I probably looked like a deer in headlights. My first impulse was to sputter out, 'You've got to be kidding!' A fancy dress ball? I couldn't pull that off! Someone would be sure to spot me. I'd make some mistake, do or say something that would give me away. I couldn't hide my Adam's apple, could I?

"Oh! It's too much,“ Ray rushed in at my dumbfounded hesitation. ”I shouldn't have asked. I can see you're not ready for that. It's OK. Forget about it."

"Just hold on a second!" I stopped him. "Give a girl a minute to think! I haven't said 'no.' It's a lot to take in. I mean, Ray, what about you? Are you sure you want to take that chance? I mean, tonight is the longest I've been out in public at one time! And this is a cozy restaurant with subdued lighting. This affair, that'd be like going on stage." I stopped myself. "I wouldn't actually be on stage, would I? I mean, we're not like guests of honor or anything, are we? Like at the head table?"

" 'We'—I like the sound of that!" Ray said, grabbing my hand and pulling me into a kiss. His lips felt good on mine and electricity crackled from them down to my groin—and to my heart too!

"So you'll consider it?!" he said, sounding so glad, like a kid whose parents just told him they were going to Disney World. "I've suffered through so many of these things by myself or with some girl my mother had fixed me up with. But if you were there...! I might actually enjoy myself for once!"

"But Ray! You really want to introduce me to your family? I mean, what if someone suspects? What if they suss me out? Wouldn't that be worse than going alone?"

"Nobody will know! Janine, you don't know how beautiful, how feminine you are! I can hardly believe it myself. You're just nervous. It's new for you, so you're uncertain. But believe me, no one will see anything but that Ray has bagged himself a beautiful, charming date!"

"Oh, you're besotted!" I protested. "You're too intoxicated by my charms to be objective! Besides, I don't have a fancy dress ball gown! How am I going to find something by Saturday?"

"We can figure something out. I can help pay for it, if that's a problem. You'd be surprised how much rush service you can get if you're willing to pay for it!"

"I've never bought a gown. I don't know what they cost. I'll have to ask Tonya. Maybe we can find something off the rack that won't need alterations."

"So you'll do it?"

I looked at the happy gleam in his eyes and my fears took a back seat. I put my hand to his cheek.

"Oh, I may regret this! But, darling, I'd be happy and proud to be your date!"

"Oh, Janine! You've made me one happy man!" He smiled and I smiled. He took me into his arms and gave me a long hard kiss and a bear hug. Oh, it felt good right then. But I suspected I'd have time to regret my impulsive decision, when I was throwing up with anxiety on Saturday afternoon!

Ray quickly reverted to his gentlemanly approach for the rest of the evening. He walked me to my door. Under the porch light I pulled him to me and turned my face up to his. I wanted him to kiss me, to claim my lips. He began gently and then the kiss deepened. I moaned against his mouth and my cock swelled with arousal! He pressed himself against my front and I almost swooned at the image of our two cocks separated only by scraps of fabric!

Ray broke the kiss and softly sucked in a breath, as if gasping for air.

"Oh, Janine!" he whispered. "I'd better go. It's late." He gave me another softer kiss and broke away reluctantly. "I had a wonderful evening. I can't wait for Saturday night. I'll call you with details. Good night." He turned and left.

I watched him get in his car and leave, realizing that I'd let him go without even telling him how much I'd enjoyed myself.

"What's the matter with you, dummy?" I scolded myself. "Not even a 'me too'?"

I let myself in to find Tonya waiting up for me, a robe pulled around her. She opened her robe and spread her legs, displaying a well-fucked cunt, redolent with the aromas of her arousal and Brian's semen.

"I got so excited thinking of you and Ray out on a date!" she explained. "I saved it for you. Here, clean me up and then tell me about your date."

Strangely, I felt welcomed home by Tonya's splayed pussy lips! After the anxiety and newness of my first real date as a b-girl, the familiarity of sucking Brian's cum from her cunt was a comfort. Maybe she had sensed the need to reaffirm our connection as Ray became a new variable in our universe.

I happily buried my face in her fragrant folds. The heat of her center warmed my face and the pungent odor of her satisfaction filled my nose. My tongue dove into her vagina and I surprised myself with my eagerness to taste the tang of Brian's sperm. I wasn't just addicted to being Tonya's cuckold: I was addicted to cock and the taste of a man's seed as well.

"Oh, yeah, baby! That feels so good! Lap it up, baby! You make me so hot with your dresses and your make-up and your boyfriend! It won't be long before his cock is plowing your sweat ass! Unh!" she grunted and her hand was worming its way to find her clit.

"I can see from your lipstick that he's been kissing you! Did you enjoy that? Did you like his manly lips on your girly ones? Did you like his strong arms around you? Did you want to be his?" She was exciting herself with this talk and I could feel her heat and her juices rising. I slipped two fingers in her vagina, feeling the looseness and slipperiness of Brian's recent visit. I stroked her G-spot and she started to come again, bucking against my face.

"Unh! Unh! Unh!" she grunted as her orgasm vibrated through her.

"Oh, Janine!" she sighed as she relaxed into post-orgasmic lassitude. I mused that Ray had pronounced those same words in the same way just minutes before. Maybe that was a good omen.

"Pull your dress up and let me see your little trussed up peepee. I bet it’s been so excited being so close to a real man with a real cock! It's probably been drooling all evening, hasn't it? Look at your panties!" she exclaimed as I lifted my dress and exposed the stain darkening the gusset of my underwear. She motioned for me to remove my gaff and panties.

My cockette quickly rose to attention. Tonya reached out and stroked it.

"Look at it, getting all 'big'!" she mocked, as she continued to pump it lazily. She shook her head. "How did I settle for this for two years? Well, I thought it was my duty, I guess. Look at it! Brian's is almost three times the size of this. No, this is better now. Panties are just right for this. This will make Ray much happier as an ornament on his girlfriend than it ever could make a woman happy."

Her hand was quickly increasing my frustration, the frustration that Ray's presence had distracted me from. I squirmed with discomfort. Tonya removed her hand.

"Tell me about your night. Your penis will tell me which parts really excited you. I watched you two on the front step, so I gather things went well!"

I told her all about the evening, to her delight. The parts where my cock stiffened and oozed were when Ray had quizzed me about our sex life, when he had made double-entendres, and when he had told me I was beautiful. My erection waned as I told her about the benefit on Saturday night and my fears whether I could pass.

Tonya was excited and daunted at the same time.

"Janine, he's got it bad! He wants you more than I even imagined! But three days from now? That's a tall order! We'll have to book you into the beauty salon first thing in the morning. We'll call Natalie. Maybe they'll have something for a fancy dress ball."

Tonya's nervousness made me nervous in turn.

"Should I call it off? Is it too soon?"

"No! He's driving the bus. He's hot for this, or he wouldn't even have dared to suggest it. I just hope his lust hasn't clouded his judgment. It's a high risk / high reward situation. If you pull it off, it would be a triumph! My only question is, are you still excited about him? He didn't do anything to turn you off? You aren't having any qualms, any second thoughts about him?"

"No!" I said, surprising myself at the force of my answer. "No, he was a gentleman. He was funny, charming, attentive. He's handsome, strong. I really like him!"

"Then it's settled. It's kismet. Meant to be. Fate has put him in your way and it is your job to be ready to grab him. You'll be ready. We'll make you ready!"

As Tonya spoke, my cock rose to its meager full length.

"God, Tonya, I need to come so bad!" I told her.

"I know, baby. But's that's up to Ray now. When you've pleased him, that's when you can some. Pleasing a man is the key to your satisfaction now. I can relieve the pressure, but it's up to your man to say when you can come."

She bade me get on all fours and present myself for milking. I moaned when I felt her fingers pressing on my back passage, so horny I was. I bore down to help her fingers penetrate and reach my love button, my prostate. I shuddered as she pressed it and soon semen was bubbling and dripping out of the end of my penis. Tonya pulled on it, encouraging the flow and my cock throbbed with need for more. "Milking" was an apt term, as I was just like a cow, placidly standing there while the farmer stole her milk.

"Think of it," Tony mused as she milked. "Only his second time at the Club. Your first visit to the Club as Janine. His foray into ‘real life’ after months or years of fantasizing. You, so new to crossdressing. And yet you find each other! Instant attraction! It's meant to be, Janine!"

Slowly the flow of my sperm ebbed and my urgency, my madness ebbed with it. Not satisfied, but relieved, at least for the moment. Tonya held the bowl to my mouth and I licked up my deposit. It was strong tasting, no doubt from my evening of arousal. I wondered how Ray's sperm would taste. Like Brian's or completely different?

Suddenly all the wine and sherry and excitement hit me and I was all in. Tonya understood.

"Let's get you to bed," she said, and helped me undress and put on a nightie. It was a letdown to take off my make-up, false eyelashes, and nails. I was Cinderella turning back into a charwoman after the ball. Tonya helped me into bed and pulled up the covers.

"Sweet dreams," she said and kissed me goodnight.

I thought of Cinderella as I drifted off. Would Saturday night be the fairy tale, or would the clock strike midnight?


-Day 97 Thursday-

The next day I woke up horny again. My pesky penis was hard and my thoughts went to cocks.  I still hadn't seen Ray's, although I'd felt it hard in his pants. I still didn't know how big it was, how it was shaped, how it felt, how it smelled, how it tasted. My mouth and ass argued over which wanted it more.

I donned my wig, determined to wring a few more minutes as Janine out of the morning. I slipped on my frilly apron and set to making a nice breakfast for Tonya and Brian. They came out of the bedroom arm in arm. I placed waffles and sausages in front of them.

Tonya filled in Brian on the success of my evening with Ray. Brian, to his credit, gave me a high five, which warmed my heart!

The success of my date with Ray and my nervousness about Saturday's affair had me in a state of apprehensive excitement at work. I was shocked to find that my mind could only think of one thing that might calm or comfort me: more cock!

I thought of the lovely man-thing that Jim had revealed to me on Monday and I couldn't get it out of my head. I thought of going in the john and cranking one off to cool myself off, but I worried that such a masculine activity might set back my feminine mind training. Like an addict, I found myself rationalizing that it would hurt no one, that it was just a harmless tension release: if Ray hadn't made me so darn horny, I'd never even be considering it. I didn't stop to ask myself what would happen if I started needing a cock fix every 6 hours!

I caught Jim in the break room right after lunch. He seemed nervous, not knowing how to relate to me now.

"I've been thinking about your ... friend," I said, looking down at his crotch. "I'd love to make his acquaintance again. I have to leave right after work today, but if you have any time free this afternoon, I could meet you at the same place."

He looked at me like I was crazy, but he didn't say anything.

"It would only take a few minutes. I'd just like to 'talk' to him," I said.

"Uh, yeah, well...," Jim muttered and took off down the hall.

"Well, that didn't go well," I said to myself. The only good thing was that he didn't actually say, "Get away from me, you perv!" Well, nothing ventured, nothing gained. But I was thinking even more about his nice cock after lunch, now wistfully, figuring I'd seen the last of it.

But I guess I underestimated how much guys are always up for sex. Because about 3 pm I got a call on my phone.

"Are you free? I'm in the storeroom," Jim said.

"Be right there," I said quietly. I took my coffee cup, as if I were going for a refill. I guess I was, but not of coffee! I turned down the wrong hall and let myself into the storeroom.

"God, this is crazy," Jim said. "I can't believe I'm doing this."

I figured I'd better get going before he changed his mind. Without a word I started to unbuckle his belt and unsnap his pants.

"Just think of it as one of the perks for being well-endowed," I suggested. "It makes you desirable to anyone who appreciates a fine cock, male or female." I lowered his zipper and palmed the lump in his shorts. I pulled his pants and shorts down in one motion. His penis was only half-hard, probably out of nervousness.

"Oh, yeah," I said to myself. "I've been thinking about this bad boy." I wrapped my hand around it and Jim sucked in his breath. That was still a hurdle for him, to let another guy touch him. But apparently one he could get over.

"You have a beautiful cock. It can give a lot of pleasure and deserves a lot of pleasure in return." Once I felt it in my hand, I had no doubts about whether I wanted to do this or whether it was right or wrong. I loved the feel of it in my hand. I breathed in deeply and savored the masculine smell of his sweat and his flesh. I wanted to kiss it, but I wasn't sure if Jim could abide that. So I wasted no time wrapping my lips around the head, even as my hand slid the still-loose skin up and down. I felt the magical swelling and smiled. Apparently Jim's penis had no qualms about the gender of the hand or mouth that caressed it.

"Mmmm," I murmured as I sank into the pleasure of having my mouth filled with man-meat.

"Jesus!" Jim said to himself, either impressed or horrified at how good it felt. I got busy with my tongue, lapping up the sweaty tastes of his flesh and savoring the shape and texture of his manhood.

Strangely, I thought of Ray, here, with me in the storeroom at work, with another man's cock in my mouth! But it wasn't with guilt that I thought of him, but with anticipation! If sucking on Jim's cock felt this good, what joys awaited me if I ever got Ray's cock in my mouth? What would it feel like? How would it taste? How big was it? How fat? How curved or straight? I wished it could be him here right now, so I pretended it was. I'd give Jim as good a blow job as I planned to give Ray.

Jim closed his eyes and concentrated on the delectable sensations my mouth was providing, rather than on whose mouth it was. I pressed my tongue against the underside of Jim's boner, enjoying the firm squishiness of his swollen tissues. I gripped the ridge of his cockhead with my lips and turned my head back and forth, caressing that sensitive flesh. I made sure his shaft was nice and slick and then I ran my lips up and down each side, my tongue reaching out to feather his aroused nerve endings.

"Oh, God, that feels good!" Jim groaned involuntarily. "Oh God!" he panted, and I smiled with unseemly pride. Could any born-woman ever suck this cock as knowledgeably or enthusiastically? Would his next blow job pale by comparison? Could I be spoiling him?

The idea of Jim pining for my oral talents excited me and redoubled my enthusiasm. I imagined him craving to repeat it, as his wife's or girlfriend's efforts came in a distant second! How could a person who'd never owned a penis know what would feel best on one?

I tasted Jim's pre-cum seeping from his slit and I knew he was fully aroused. His hips began bucking and I felt his knob pressing against the back of my throat, desperately wanting be engulfed completely. My hand would have to suffice, as my mouth could not take his entire length. But my lips and tongue provided delights that no vagina could match. And my mouth could not hunger any less for his seed than the most desperate womb.

A medley of caveman-like grunts told me Jim's peak was at hand. I sucked hard on his meat until I felt the telltale shudder and I pulled back to make room for his spurt. With joy I felt his first jet hit the back of my throat, hot and sweet! An incoherent cry announced Jim's explosion.

"Fuck! Fuck!" he shouted, only slightly more articulate, as a second and a third spasm rippled through his organ. Smaller aftershocks dumped the last gobs of semen into my mouth. I trembled with excitement to have my mouth double-filled with his precious fluid and his meaty cock at the same time. I bathed his spent penis in his own cum and my saliva, gently pressing the last drops out.

I eased his cock out of my mouth and tasted his rich deposit, letting it coat every taste bud before I let it course down my throat and ooze its way to my stomach. I held his shaft gently in my hand and reached my tongue out to kiss the beautiful slit from whence my reward had come. I eagerly lapped my tongue across his cock tip and then laved the head and top of the shaft, wanting every drop of his sperm.

I kept hold of his penis, hugging it with my palm as Jim came back to his senses. I knelt before him, his cock inches from my face. I was reluctant to break the connection. I liked how his cock felt in my hand and I basked in the satisfaction it had given me.

Jim looked down at me, exhausted by his climax and struggled to make sense of his experience.

"Shit! That was the best blow job I ever got! Damn! I wish my...," his voice trailed off, as the sense of what he'd said sunk in. "Maybe it takes one to know how...," he continued. "Shit!" he said again, shaking his head. "That ... that blows my mind! I'd have never.... If Steve hadn't.... I can't believe how good... Shit! This can't ... we can't..., but, damn!

"You ... like ... doing that? I mean, you ... get off on it? But ... your wife ... I mean ... she's so.... I'd never have guessed until ... those earrings ... and then the ... make-up. But I always thought you were.... But all that time you've been...?"

"No, not all that time," I admitted. "I'm ... I never even considered that I would ... y'know. But when I ... tried it ... I ... like you said, it ... blew me away. And now it's like ... I've got to have it!"

"Oh, shit! That's not.... I'm never going to.... This is just a thing, you know. Nothing but a ... side thing."

"Well, we've got to get back before someone misses us. But ... thanks, Jim. It was my pleasure, and I mean that. However much you enjoyed it, I enjoyed it just as much! Your cock is ... you have a nice cock."

"God! That sounds so queer! Don't say that! I'm out of here. Wait a few minutes before you leave. We can't be seen leaving together. Bye."

Jim hurriedly buckled his belt and fled. I shook my head.

"Men!" I said to myself, being unsure whether I was including myself in that term of derision or not. I looked at my watch and was startled that only a few minutes had passed. And yet so much had happened.

Would Jim be back? Right now he would be chastising himself for giving in to temptation, telling himself, "Never again!" But how resolute would he be a few days from now? How many men could resist the offer of no-strings-attached hot and cold running suck jobs? How many men told themselves they were done with that "disgusting" web site, only to click on it 3 days later?

And what about me? Would I be ready to drop to my knees whenever a nice cock was whipped out by Tom, Dick, or Harry? What about Ray? What about Tonya?

'Tonya?!" I chuckled to myself. Why worry about her? She'd be happy to hear how I'd debased myself. Every cock I sucked seemed to be a thrill or a vindication for her, proved she'd been right to steer me toward gay sex—or proved her power to make me into whatever she wanted. She'd be just as happy to see me line up ten well-endowed men and suck them off assembly-line style.

No, it would be Ray who could be the wild card. Assuming that anything became of us. Would he become possessive, or would he be like Tonya, enjoying seeing me be promiscuous? I mean, he'd already seen me suck and fuck two perfect strangers in front of him. But would he stake a claim, turn jealous? And would I remain promiscuous, or could I settle down?

I walked back to my desk wondering if anyone could tell I'd been "up to something." But the rest of my day flew by. As soon as I got home, I changed into a blouse and skirt and put on. My make-up, wig, and nails. I thought to myself that if I went full-time, I'd save a lot of time!

Tonya was kept at work, so she arrived a good hour after me. She was happy to find me all dressed and ready to go.

"Let's get a bite on the way. We're already late for Natalie's as it is," she surprised me.

Natalie was thrilled to learn of my invitation.

"Fancy dress gowns are the best!" she told me. "They can be so feminine and yet still cover up some, er, figure flaws."

I was startled that all the gowns she brought out featured some décolletage

"How am I going to wear that? I don't have any ... you know...."

"Oh, baby, you haven't seen all our tricks, not by a long shot. As long as you aren't a skeleton, we can supply you with some cleavage that would fool anyone! We just need the right neckline...."

She held several dresses up to me and chose one in electric blue with a sort of U-shaped neckline.

"Take your blouse and bra off and I'll show you," she promised. I did as she asked and she grabbed my pecs and pushed them hard toward each other. The muscles and flesh rounded into a swell.

"There's your 'boobs.' Janine."

"But I can't have you go around pushing up my boobs all night!" I joked.

"But actually you can! With the right bra, the right breast forms, and some strategically placed tape, presto! Tits! And then a little body make-up to create a little optical illusion of depth, and you'll have red-blooded males drooling over your "nice rack'!"

That statement sent a little thrill up my spine! The idea of being the recipient of admiring looks and lustful intentions definitely got me in the goodie. It got me starting to think about enjoying my evening out, rather than worrying about surviving it.

"But the guy I'm most concerned with already knows there's no boobs there," I countered.

"Janine, Janine, Janine!" Natalie said, shaking her head, scolding. "You still don't get it. It's all about the illusion. Men are visual animals. Their brain can't overcome that. If it looks fuckable, they'll get aroused. If they get aroused, their cock takes over. Haven't you ever lusted after a nice ass in a pair of tight jeans, only to realize it was a guy when he turned around? You just have to look right and they can't help themselves!

"But it isn't Ray you have to impress. He's already smitten with you. You have to convince everyone else you are a girl for his sake. But a fancy dress ball is easier than if we had to dress you for work. At a fancy affair, we can deck you out with so many feminine clothes and accessories that distract the eye and create that first impression, so no one will have any reason to put you under a microscope."

Natalie put me in a push-up bra with breast forms and padded panties, and then I slipped the dress on. When I looked in the mirror, the glamorous vision swept me away! But Natalie assured me that with shoes, jewelry, a dramatic hairdo, and her magic touch to my chest, I'd be even more ravishing on Saturday night!

I twirled and walked around. The dress was narrow around my thighs and flared, so I had to be careful to take small steps. I tried some dance steps to be sure that I could still move and not fall on my face!

"I love it, Natalie!" I declared at last.

"We'll have to find the right shoes: high enough to be elegant but not so high that you'll be a cripple after two hours." We went through her collection and found a pair studded with rhinestones.

"We'll have to find you some jewelry to match those and draw the men's eyes to your neckline," Natalie insisted. She went to a jewel safe and spun the dial to open it.  She drew out a necklace that was so elaborate that it had to cost a fortune.

"We can't afford that!" I protested. "That's got to cost more than my car's worth!"

"Why do think I have it in a safe, silly? But don't worry—you don't have to buy it. We rent these out for special occasions."

I felt like a princess as Natalie reached around from behind and fastened the piece around my neck. It had a vaguely V-shape that dangled a stone on my breastbone like an arrow: "Boobs down here!" It went perfectly with the dress.

Natalie pulled the hair of my wig into a bun.

"I'm seeing an upswept hairdo, something dramatic. It'll take a lot of extensions, a long day at the salon, but you'll be the belle of the ball!"

That sounded risky to me.

"Wouldn't it be better to fly under the radar?"

" 'You never have a second chance to make a first impression.' I say wow them. Knock their socks off. Make them wonder where you've been all their lives, instead of what gender you are. Send the message 'hot babe' and you'll be halfway home!

"You'll actually have less to do that way. Your job will be to look pretty. If you pull that off, the men won't care what you say! You can just smile and nod and agree with whatever they say and they'll be charmed. The attention of a pretty girl is what most men want more than anything. The main reason they care about money or status is to impress the girls!" She removed the necklace and put it back in the safe. "Come back on Saturday and we'll tape you up and do your body make-up. I want to see you after you've been to the beauty parlor. Take the shoes and practice walking and dancing in them."

Tonya paid for the dress and shoes and put a deposit down on the jewelry rental.

"I'll have Burke take some pictures of you when we're all finished on Saturday. You'll be good advertising for us: 'before' and 'after'!" Natalie's enthusiasm warmed my heart. She seemed really proud of me, like a protégé more than a customer. Impulsively I hugged her and kissed her on the cheek.

"Thank you so much for all your help. I couldn't do it without you."

"You're welcome, dear. But you're a remarkable student. Your success makes us look good too!" She seemed a little choked up and I glimpsed the rewards of the unusual business she was in.

I walked out of there with more confidence than I walked in with. I had begun to believe that I could pull this off!

Tonya seemed to sense how horny all this was making me. She found Brian watching TV and sat down next to him and kissed him.

"Why don't you let Janine warm you up, baby? I need you to fuck me!"

"Wow! What's gotten into you?"

"You've gotten into me, if you’ve forgotten!" she said, patting her pregnant belly. "But I need you to 'get into me' again, so get it up!"

I crawled between Brian's knees eagerly and fished his one-eyed monster out of his pants. Thank God he liked to change into sweatpants after work: it gave me such easy access. My eagerness to wrap my mouth around his hardening penis was remarkable, considering I'd sucked off Jim that day! How could I be this hungry for yet another round?

But I was. I was horny and excited. Sucking another man's cock was now my favorite thing, second only to taking one up my rear. My body felt charged at the very touch of a man's organ, as if my mouth were an electrical outlet and this was the plug that fit it! My heart sang as I felt it slide over my lips and fill my mouth. Even though I knew its precious juice was bound for Tonya's cunt, I was happy just to have my time with it for these few minutes.

I could tell that our shopping trip to femme me up had excited Tonya as well, because it wasn't long before she edged in and took over, wrapping her hand around Brian's shaft. I sat back and watched with envy as she worked the skin back and forth, while she kissed her man hungrily. I could smell her arousal and soon she was leading Brian to their bedroom.

"Practice walking in your new shoes," she croaked huskily, her attention on Brian rather than me. I longed to be following them, but to take Tonya's place, not Brian's!

"Practice walking and you'll have your own man, Janine!" I said to myself. "You won't need to borrow hers if you win Ray." I got out the shoes and practiced walking in the heels. "You can't look as if you are tottering on them," Natalie had said. "That isn't sexy. You have to look as if you've never worn anything else." I practiced not looking down at my feet, just imagining us walking and talking, cocktails in hand, meeting people.

"Delighted to meet you," I pronounced, proffering my hand delicately. "What a beautiful affair!" "No, Ray and I just met recently, but I'm looking forward to getting to know his friends and family." "Oh, he is a fascinating person. Such a broad range of, er, interests!" "He's a successful businessman, but very liberal in some of his views. You don't see that combination every day," I imagined myself saying. "And so handsome!" and I gave a wink to the mirror.

I practiced walking and dancing by myself.

"You're a vision!" Tonya broke in to my fantasy. "I'm starting to feel a little jealous!" she admitted.

"You've had this kind of attention your whole life! Don't begrudge me my moment in the sun! Plus, you don't have to work at it so hard!"

"True, although beauty like ours doesn't come without some effort," she replied. More work for you here," she said, nodding at the gooey fingers she had clamped to her sex. She slouched on the sofa, her ass perching on the edge of the seat to make her sodden vagina easily accessible.

Even disheveled by energetic sex, she still looked like a goddess to me. Her swollen labia and oozing cunt did nothing to alter my appraisal. I approached her gaping pussy reverently, my tongue quickly damming the flood of ambrosia before it could cascade between the cheeks of her luscious ass.

Tonya murmured as my lips and tongue soothed her hard-worked sex. I had no expectations that I could tease another orgasm out of her, but the apparent pleasure she took from my efforts salved my ego. My pecker stiffened at the welcome taste of Brian's semen. I enjoyed his manhood vicariously even as he lolled in the next room.

"Dance for me!" Tonya exhorted me woozily. I raised my face from her pudendum and admired its ruddy color and lascivious gape. I wiped the mixture of her and his juices off my face with my fingers, knowing I would inhale their aromas as I fell asleep.

I practiced my fox trot and my waltz steps as Tonya regarded me dreamily in her post-coital haze.

"I do believe you've become a better dancer since ... well, since you've ... been Janine," Tonya pronounced. "I suppose following suits your nature better than leading does." After a few minutes she said, "A milking, then fifteen minutes on the machine, and then to bed with you, young lady!"

I imagined bed and sleep were more what Tonya felt like than milking her husband, but she bent herself to the task of draining my cock juice.

Before she set up the fucking machine, she suggested I Google Ray's name and see if there were pictures from last year's banquet on the Web. It took only a few mouse clicks to bring up dozens and dozens of publicity photos from last year's event, raising money to fight breast cancer. Tonya quickly downloaded every one that showed Ray, stunningly handsome in a tux. True to his word, it looked as if he had not had a date at last year's function.

Tonya set the computer to a slide show of Ray's photos, while she set the machine to slowly fuck me with the Brian dildo. I stared at the crotch of Ray's tuxedo, imagining what his cock might look like and wishing it were plumbing my depths right now instead of this dildo!

Tonya got a mischievous twinkle in her eye and turned the laptop to fiddle with it. When she turned it back, the pictures of Ray were now interspersed with pictures of me dressed and made up as Janine. Every time I saw myself it came as a small shock. That pretty girl was me! As the dildo warmed my rectum, I imagined I was one of the pretty girls standing next to Ray or being held in his arms on the dance floor. I groaned as the machine slid in and out of me deliciously. I prayed that Ray's cock might be doing that ... soon? Even Saturday night?

Tonya bent down to kiss me on the cheek, no doubt able to smell her own sex juices on my skin.

"Fifteen minutes. Then to bed. And no coming!" she scolded and then slipped out of my room.

Once again I wondered how my life had gotten turned on its head. A few months ago I was a fairly normal, fairly satisfied man with a seemingly normal life. I'd never even had anal sex with my own wife, never swung, never been unfaithful. But now here I was moaning with pleasure as a replica of my wife's lover's cock reamed my rectum, and l was looking forward to seducing a man to do the same thing with his real, and hopefully just as large, dick!

And not only that: I could hardly imagine going back. I could not imagine giving up the delights of being ass-fucked. Having tasted the forbidden fruit, could I ever go back? My anus clenched at the very thought. It itched to be penetrated now, burned to be stretched and filled! And not just my ass. My soul longed to surrender, to be possessed by that masculine power. My mouth thirsted for the taste of a man's cum. My belly hungered to be fed his hot seed. My hands yearned to caress the hard-softness of a thick cock.

O, let it be Ray, I thought to myself. I need a man of my own. Not a borrowed man. Not a succession of anonymous cocks (as pleasant as those could be!). I want a man to want me, not just to fuck for a night, but to make me his. To ... own me!

My brain burned and my body quivered with that thought! My cock stiffened to impossible hardness, even though I'd been milked less than a half hour ago. Was that my real heart's desire? The fake cock continued to stroke in and out of my most private place inexorably, exciting my fevered libido to its breaking point! As I wrestled with the idea of being a man's possession the dildo seemed so cold and plastic as it fucked me. I didn't just want to be fucked. I wanted fucking to be a symbol, a symbol of my desirability, my surrender, my devotion. To a person, a relationship. Up until now it had been my devotion to Tonya, to be whatever she wanted me to be. But now....

At that moment the fucking machine turned off, its timer having wound down. My ass was open and loose around it, glowing with the heat of the friction and the rush of blood to my sphincters. I groaned with frustration and relief mixed, at the unfulfilled need to come and at the need to rest and think. With a groan I moved forward, feeling the beautiful length and thickness of it slipping out of my bowels. My rectum protested the desperately empty feeling as it yawned open, slack and raw. I felt an immediate impulse to replace it, to refill myself, but I resisted, as I knew that it was not a mere object I craved.

I crawled under the covers and curled into a ball, thinking furiously. Was I on the verge of pulling away from Tonya? She had been the center of my universe. Paradoxically my life had revolved around her all the more as she had given herself to other men and I had given myself to them too. But there was a hunger there that my devotion to her and her odd kind of devotion to me had not satisfied. I had desperately turned to filling that emptiness with cocks, with debasing myself, and now with turning myself into a woman. But was it a man I really needed? Was Tonya's love not enough for me?

I felt at the edge of a cliff. I could turn around and walk back, or I could take one more step and everything would be different and maybe I'd never be able to go back....


-Day 98 Friday-

I woke up in a strange mood. Rather than being confused or hesitant, I decided the best thing was to embrace whatever was coming and wherever I was going. I got up early and made breakfast for all of us again, to Tonya's and Brian's delight. I joked with them about whether their evening had been satisfying. I felt rebellious when I went to get ready for work. I put on earrings and eyeliner and mascara, put on my most feminine panties and camisole and then I went into Tonya closet and found a man-style blouse of hers that I could fit into.

Tonya looked at me with alarm when I went into the dining room.

"My God, you look like Prince! Are you coming out today?"

"I don't know. I'm just going to do what I feel like and they will have to adjust."

"Well ... good for you, but I hope you are ready to handle it."

When I got to work, I got very different reactions from the men and the women. The women were apparently delighted at my "new look."

"Aren't you fetching!" Martina said. "I like it!" They gathered around me and chatted with me like we were old friends. A group of them even invited me to accompany them out to lunch, a TGIF routine for a their group.

"Annette can't make it today, so there's room for you!" Sherri told me.

I was gratified that they would include me and how they just talked to me as if I had been joining them forever. It gave me a chance to study up on feminine mannerisms, speech, and psychology. Of course I was completely out of the loop on many of their topics of conversations, which were kids, pregnancies, weddings, and office gossip. I didn't try to talk in a high voice, but I practiced joining in the conversation the way I figured a girl would, rather than a guy. I saw a couple of raised eyebrows and smirks that suggested that the thought, "Oh yeah, he's gay all right!" was going through a lot of minds.

I wasn't as comfortable when I became the topic of conversation.

"So what's the deal with your new look, John?"

'Um, I'm just, uh, experimenting with some things. You know, trying them out."

"What's the deal with you and Tonya? Is that just a marriage of convenience?"

"Um, that's complicated. Let's just say that she's OK with it."

That got a laugh as their imaginations got going with what "it" might include.

"It'd be OK with me if it kept Ron from bugging me for sex!" Sherri said, "As long as he didn't bring home any diseases!"

"Oh, God, I'd never do that!" I blurted out in embarrassment. "We're very careful!"

"Well that's your own private business," Martina assured me, patting me on the thigh. "You don't have to tell us anything you don't want to. Of course if you do want to favor us with some sordid details, we're all ears!" That got another laugh, but I was glad when the waitress distracted the group from that line of conversation.

The men in the shop reacted completely differently. They kept their distance all day. Conversations broke up when I came by. No one said anything to me, but it just seemed as if they didn't know how to take me. Suspecting something had been easier for them to pull off, but having it shoved in their face was another thing.

Near the end of the day I got a summons to come to the office of our division head, Don H____. He is the boss of my boss's boss, so it was unusual for me to see him in anything other than a large meeting. That got my antennae up.

"Come in, John," Don said, suspiciously affable. "Denise, I don't want to be interrupted," he instructed his secretary. That sounded a little ominous. Was I being fired? Had someone seen something or said something about our storeroom trysts?

He had a large office, with a desk and a sofa and chairs. He motioned for me to sit on the sofa and to my surprise he sat at the other end of the sofa. That didn't seem the way you'd fire somebody at least.

"I've been hearing some things about you lately," he started.

Oh boy, here it comes, I thought. Steve or Jim have filed a sexual harassment complaint. Which would be bullshit.

He looked at me, up and down.

"I can see some of what they are talking about," he continued. "That's a different look for you since the last time I saw you. A very different look. Pretty daring for this place. Almost a statement, one might say. Is that eyeliner and mascara? There's something fascinating, almost disturbing, about a man who tweaks the social conventions about what men and women are supposed to act like."

He hesitated and then went on.

"This is just between you and me. I'd never admit it, except I think you might be the kind of person who would understand what I am talking about. Mind you, I'm a happily married man, three kids. You understand: I know you are married too. But I have these ... urges. They don't make any sense to me, I don't understand where they come from, but I've found over the years they are powerful ... almost irresistible. Sexual urges ... toward other men. And over the years I've indulged those urges from time to time, when I just couldn't resist them any longer.

"I'm having those urges now. Since I heard the rumors about you, your new look, your new ... manner, different ... behavior. And now, with you right here, looking like that, those urges are very strong. Almost irresistible." He reached over and took my hand and dragged my hand to the crotch of his pants. "Feel!" he said.

And I felt a hard cock through the fabric. A large hard cock.

"That's for you," he said. "You're causing that!" He moved my hand up and down the lump in his pants. "It's a nice one, I've been told." He looked at me intently. "I want you to ... to suck it," he said with a tone halfway between a command and a plea. He looked expectant, almost desperate.

I didn't know what to say! I moved my hand slightly, appreciating the size and hardness of the organ underneath my hand. Don closed his eyes and exhaled deeply. I felt a little thrill go up my spine. That hard-on was for me! I was causing that. That was my Achilles heel: I wanted to be wanted, wanted to inspire lust. And, well, I liked sucking cocks too.

Wordlessly I began to unbuckle his belt and unfastened his pants. He gave a little hard sigh of relief and anticipation as I began to lower his zipper. The bulge in his briefs ended with a dark spot where he had already oozed some pre-cum. He quickly raised himself up and pushed his pants and briefs down, exposing his erection.

"Oh, God!" he groaned as I closed my hand around his shaft.

'Oh, God!' I thought as a thrill went through me at the illicit delight of feeling a man's prick in my hand. I trembled with excitement, oblivious to the complete inappropriateness of our situation. I was at work, this was a married man, a man I barely knew, a man who had the power to fire me and maybe even blackball me. But I thought of none of that. I salivated to wrap my lips around his hot meat and taste his cum.

I worked his loose skin up and down, masturbating the hard penis in my hand. It was a handsome specimen, circumcised, well proportioned. Don groaned deep in his chest at the welcome feel of my hand wrapped around him. I lowered my head and my tongue reached out to lick at his slit, tasting the acrid pre-cum glistening there and he moaned! His arousal was like music to my ears and my own cock throbbed in my panties in sympathy. Could there be any sin in this, that pleased us both so greatly?

I sucked the head of his cock into my mouth and just held it there, tasting the tangy sweat of his pent-up frustration. I suckled on his cockhead as if it were a teat, just feeling its hard sponginess, its heat, the pulse of its sexual power. God, I loved this!

I plunged his cock into the back of my throat, savoring the fullness. I sucked at it, and I moaned with pleasure at the feel of its thickness and meatiness. I bobbed my head up and down twice, covering it generously in my saliva. The slick smoothness of the shaft sliding over my lips and tongue was heavenly and I drank in every sensation. I licked up and down, tickling the sensitive ridge down the center of the underside of his manly shaft. I grasped the base of his cock and rotated my head around the tip of his cock, stimulating the delicate nerve endings beneath the edge of the cap. How could a woman without a penis ever know how to delightful that would feel?

"Oh, God!" Don encouraged me inarticulately as took him fully into my mouth again and sucked greedily on his manhood. "Oh, God, this is so good!" he continued. "It's been so long! I need it so bad!"

"Mmmm," I agreed. "I ... I like your cock," I said, before taking it deep again. I stroked his whole shaft up and down with my mouth, feeling every curve and every bump slide over my wet lips. My tongue caressed his perfect glans, feeling the ridge of his cap and licking the copious pre-cum from his slit.

"God, that's driving me crazy!" he hissed. "I'm gonna come!"

I don't know if he thought I might not want to take his cum, but his announcement only encouraged me to continue to worship his penis with my hungry mouth. I continued to play with the top half of his cock, on tenterhooks for the first signs of the flood I was eagerly awaiting.

I felt his cock swell and his body tense.

"Aauurrgghh!" he groaned and I clamped my lips around his shaft. I felt a shudder and then hot cum was pumping into my mouth. Spasm after spasm emptied his balls of the semen he'd been storing up. It felt thick and tasted strong, like it had been a while.

"Oh, shit! Shit!" he swore. Religion or excrement, that always seemed to be the way. But I knew from my own experience that those were high praise from the sex-addled brain. No man who'd had a great orgasm could ever say, "That was a delightful bit of fellatio, old chap! Bravo! Capital, just capital!"

I savored the sperm filling my mouth and then let it ooze down my throat and start making its way to my stomach.

Don looked at me with bleary eyes. He looked a little haunted despite the obvious pleasure he'd just experienced. Hesitantly he spoke.

"I've got to ... I want to ... see ... yours ...," he rasped out uncertainly. "I want to ... see ... feel your ... cock!"

My cock certainly liked that idea, although I felt a bit of trepidation about revealing both my own under-endowment and the pretty package I had it wrapped up in. And this was really close to stepping into the arena of gay sex rather than transsexuality. But in for a penny, in for a pound. I began to unbuckle my belt and open my pants.

"Oh, jeez," Don said as he spotted the peach satin and lace panties I was wearing today. "Don't take them off!" he ordered. "I want to see you in them!" He pulled up my shirt, exposing the satiny camisole underneath. "Take your shirt off too! I want to see you ... in them. Please!" he thought to say belatedly. "Please, I'd like to see them ... very much," he said, now sounding more like a plea than a command.

With embarrassment I took off my shirt and pants and stood before him in only my frilly feminine apparel. My cock, of course, reveled in my humiliation and strained against the front of the panties, which were dark already with my pre-cum.

Don's post-orgasmic lassitude was gone now, replaced with the rapt attention that told me that this new twist fit in nicely with his own fantasies.

"Show me," he insisted and I pulled the panties down below my scrotum. My penis jutted out, happy to escape its imprisonment.

"P-play with ... it. Play with ... yourself," he told me. I reluctantly wrapped my fingers around it and began to stroke my shaft. I trembled with the wonderful lewdness of it, doing it here with a near-stranger, something I'd hardly be able to get myself to do in front of my own wife 6 months ago.

"Oh, God!" Don gasped and it one motion he replaced my hand with his. He closed his eyes and concentrated on how it felt in his hand. Then without warning he lowered his head to my cock and took the glans into his mouth. "Oh, shit!" he said to himself and I knew what he was feeling and thinking: 'Why in the hell do I love this so much?'

The smallness of my cock didn't seem to bother him at all and he sucked on it as if his life depended on it. It had been a long time since anyone'd sucked me and I almost swooned with pleasure despite the freakiness of the circumstances! I thanked Tonya for her milking discipline, or I'd have come within seconds!

Don reached behind me with his other hand and grasped my butt cheek. That felt good. Then he pulled my panties the rest of the way off and was pawing my backside with real lust. I startled when I felt his fingers slip between my cheeks and find my puckered hole. I moaned involuntarily. He pressed against my anal opening with two fingers and I thrust into his mouth. To my frustration he let go of my cock long enough to speak.

"You've ... been ... fucked?"

"Mm, hm," I answered.

"You ... do it? Let men fuck your ass?" he said with incredulity mixed with admiration.

"Uh-huh," I nodded.

"Do you ... like it?" he ventured.

"Uh, yeah," I answered.

"Oh, shit! I've never ... done .. had that. Fucked another guy. Oh shit!" he said, obviously intrigued at the prospect.

As Don seemed so happy to suck my little willie, I didn’t have the heart to stop him until I felt on the verge of losing it. Only the thought of disappointing Ray gave me the willpower to stop what promised to be a delightful spending. With all the strength I could muster I pulled my cock out of Don's enthusiastic lips and held a hand against his shoulder.

"Stop!" I begged hoarsely.

"Don't you want to...? Please! I want to taste you ... your cum!"

I shook my head.

"Can't ... can't go there. I'm ... saving it. For someone."

He looked at me surprised.

"You ... have a ... boyfriend?"

"Um ... yeah. I guess ... I hope I do."

"And your wife knows?"

"Uh huh."

"And he ... you ... he fucks your ass?"

"Not yet."

"But other guys have?"

"Uh huh."

He looked at me with hunger.

"Look, I gotta go," I broke into his thought processes. "People are going to wonder what ... we're doing."

"Uh, yeah," he said, running his fingers through his hair, seeming to come back to reality. "OK," he muttered as I put my clothes back on.

"Does your wife...?"

"God, no!" he almost shouted. "No! She'd leave me in a second! She can never know! No one can ever know!"

"Sure, sure," I quickly assured him. "Of course. 'What she doesn't know' and all that. Your business. Totally your business. Um, what am I supposed to tell people this 'meeting' was about?"

"Um, I was sounding you out about your interest in promotion, management. 'Where do you see yourself in five years? Are you happy here?' That kind of stuff. Nothing specific."

"OK," I said and let myself out.

Tonya shook her head as I told her my story.

"What is it? Something in the water there that turns you guys gay?"

"You know what Kinsey said. There's a whole continuum of hetero to homosexual behavior. It's not just one or the other."

"Well, you're sliding over on that continuum like a greased dildo, baby!" she laughed.

"No!" I protested. "I jumped to a different continuum, remember? I'm on your continuum now and I'm about as straight as you are, girl-who-let-Maxine-fuck-her-all-night!"

"Yeah, well you're a slut, Janine! I hope Ray realizes that! He better be willing to share your mouth and your ass with any dick that comes along!"

"Any big dick, you mean!"

"Marty wasn't big and Steve wasn't big."

"They don't count! They were experiments. Are experiments."

"Oh, you're a slut and a heartbreaker too. You play with their dicks, but you're going to break their hearts if you're not careful."

"Hey, I made no promises. I'm a free agent. You're the only one I owe any faithfulness to."

"Spoken like a true slut! Oh, Janine, I raised you right! You know most men are good for only one thing! I'm so proud of my little girl!" She made a show of wiping away an imaginary tear.

Although she spoke mostly in jest, Tonya had struck a chord. I was beginning to think she was right. Becoming a cuckold had released a wanton streak in me, and going tranny had unleashed a hunger for cock that was downright scary. Was I an addict out of control? I sounded like a lot of the stories I'd heard about alcoholics: hiding a bottle in their desk, sneaking out of the office for a snort, risking their jobs, imperiling their relationships to satisfy their cravings. Maybe Tonya could do something to help tame me.

"Could ... could you, um, milk me?" I asked her. "It was all I could do to stop Don. I'm pretty ... backed up, I guess you would say."

"Sure, baby. I think you're right to ask. Tonya will drain that nasty spunk out of you." She led me to my room and I doffed my pants and panties. I awaited her "in the position," on my hands and knees on the bed with just my camisole on. My cock hung below me, stiffening, while my ass stuck out below the lacy fringe of the camisole, undulating with eagerness for my own rape.

"Oh my! Your little asshole is almost begging for it! I can see it twitching. It is relaxing and then squeezing up again." She spread a little lube on my anus and rubbed her finger in tantalizing slow circles. I groaned with a mix of pleasure and frustration. Any touch felt good there, but I wanted to be entered so badly!

"Think of how far you've come, baby! A few months ago you were ashamed of your tight little asshole. It was dirty and private. It could only be touched for medical reasons: for a prostate exam or an enema, and even those were embarrassing. If anyone else had tried to touch it you'd have been scandalized. Now it is the center of your sexuality!" she said as she continued to massage it, only pressing the pad of her finger flat against the yearning muscle. "You long to have it played with now. Feel how it opens up to me!" I felt a shudder as my sphincter relaxed, contrary to all its instincts and programming.

"Isn't it marvelous how adaptable the human organism is? You've been reprogrammed. Bad is good, good is bad." Her finger wormed into my rectum and I groaned with relief. "Boys are girls. Rape is love. Unfaithfulness is fidelity." she said in a hypnotic voice and she massaged my rectum and tickled my prostate. "Surrender is good. Failure is success. Weakness is good," she continued. She Inserted The Rake and started to press hard against my prostate.

"Give it up, Janine! Give up that nasty 'man'-juice. You're not a man, so you don't need this. Doesn't it feel good to give it up? Feel it well up and ooze out. Relax. Let it go. That's a good girl! Oh, it's coming out now. You're getting so good at this! It's almost like flicking a switch now. Milking time, Bessie! Give Farmer Tonya your milk!"

Tonya was right: I could actually feel my tubes opening up and the cum dribbling out. I felt a warm fuzzy feeling ripple through me as I surrendered to Tonya. I was putting myself totally in her hands, even to the depths of my being and she was taking care of me, like a baby. As my discharge waned, she grasped my shaft and squeezed the last drops out onto the plate.

"Here you go, baby," she said in a soothing, motherly voice. "Lap up your milk," she urged me. I opened my mouth and licked up the goo, tasting the unnatural taste, something that was never made to be eaten, a concoction only designed to ease its way through a woman's vaginal secretions and penetrate that priceless egg.

But mine would never do that. It would only ooze or spatter into my hand or tummy or this plate, a testimony to my shortcomings, sealing my DNA into a genetic dead end. Tonya's fertile womb was reserved for other men, men who I would invite to have it. I would be the handmaiden of my own defeat, sucking other men to hardness, licking Tonya's pussy to readiness to receive them, and even sliding their cocks into my wife's treasure with my own hand!

I felt better though with my balls emptied. The frustrations of my new life seemed more bearable then. Tonya urged me to get myself made up and dressed.

"We're going out! We need to give you more practice in public. I want to go out to a dance club for a change. We'll see if we can't get a guy to pick you up!"

"But what about you? You can't drink with the pregnancy."

"Oh, I may poop out after a few dances, but I can't keep Brian on too short of a leash. He wants to have his fun. If I can't keep up, I won't stop him from dancing with other girls. He may even want to go home with one. I'm not jealous as long as he comes back to me eventually. I'll make him dance with you at least a couple of dances. I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you? I've seen how you look at him now!"

I actually blushed at that. I didn't think I had been that obvious. Ever since Tonya had had Brian be my "date" for a night I couldn't look at him the same way. He had been my rival and then my master and now...? A prize? How could I be lusting after him when I was going out with Ray tomorrow night?

"I shouldn't be out too late or drink too much," I changed the subject. "I have a big day tomorrow."

"OK, you and I will beg off early, but I bet Brian will want to kick out the jams. I think domesticity is making him restless. I need to give him some slack. I just have a feeling."

Brian was randy, as Tonya suspected, because he suggested a new club we'd never heard of. It had a young boisterous crowd. I was increasingly nervous at the idea of passing myself off as a female to unsuspecting men here. This wasn't the Cuck ‘n’ Bull and we weren't just out with friends who knew the score. This is the kind of situation that could get you beat up.

"Don't worry, I'll protect you," Brian promised. His beefy biceps did reassure me, but the two drinks I had boom-boom right away did more to ease my fears. Tonya slid her club soda away and pulled Brian onto the dance floor. I enjoyed watching what a hottie she was, shaking her booty to the music.

I was so mesmerized by her that I failed to notice the guy sidling up to our table until he had slid in next to me!

"Your girlfriend is really something!"

I nervously took a swig of the melted ice in the bottom of my empty glass.

"Look at her shaking her booty like that!" he declared. "She must be some hot stuff!"

"Um, yeah. She is that." I found myself jealous of the attention he was giving Tonya. What was I, chopped liver?

"Of course, you're pretty hot stuff yourself," he said, answering my unstated question. "I'm Dwayne. What's your name?"

"Uh, Janine."

"Wow, that's a pretty name. French, isn't it? Would you like to dance?"

"Maybe later."

"Shy, eh? I won't bite!"

"But I might!" I said stupidly.

"Am I gonna get close enough to your mouth to worry about that?" he joked and it made me laugh.

"Oh, all right," I conceded. When I stood up he paused.

"Oh, I like a tall girl!" he said, although he was a couple inches taller than me. He led me out to the dance floor. It was a fast dance, so it didn't much matter what steps I did, but I had to watch to make sure I didn't fall off my heels. I tried to mimic what Tonya had been doing, but I'm not sure guys' hips are built for all the gyrations she could do. Dwayne didn't seem to mind. In fact, he seemed pretty appreciative of my moves. Since I didn't have any actual boobs, I found I was emphasizing my hips, which didn't seem to displease Dwayne.

After a couple of dances I was getting pretty hot and I noticed Tonya had returned to the table.

"Thanks for the dance," I said.

"My pleasure. Mind if I join you?" he asked.

"Uh, OK," I said, so suavely.

"Who's your new friend?" Tonya asked as soon we sat down.

"Dwayne, this is Tonya and Brian."

"Nice to meet you," Dwayne said. "I was admiring your dancing."

We talked and I downed another tall cocktail. Dwayne was getting friendlier, but with enough alcohol in me, I wasn't minding it. We danced a slow dance and he got pretty close. I hoped my package wasn't detectable, but my gaff kept it pretty tightly under wraps.

When the music got a little rowdier, Dwayne didn't back off, but he continued to dance close, thrusting his hips against me. That felt good but a little dangerous, so I turned around and began to rub my backside against him. He definitely liked that and I decided he was an ass man. I also got the definite impression that 1) he liked me, and 2) he was packing some decent-sized meat himself. His arousal got obvious enough that he dared broach the subject himself.

"Oh, baby, you keep dancing like that and I'm gonna have a problem on my hands."

"Or maybe the problem could be in my hands!" I said, or maybe it was the three cocktails talking.

"I knew you looked hot!" he responded and he grabbed my hips and pressed them hard against his crotch. Instead of protesting I ground my ass against him harder.

"OK, now you're in real trouble!"

"That doesn't feel like trouble," I was amazed to hear myself say. "That feels delightful!"

"Uh, do you want to go somewhere?" he hazarded.

I looked over at Tonya at our table. Brian was dancing with another girl off to our right.

"I can't really just leave my wi—, er, my girlfriend," I stammered. "But do you have a car here? We could go out for a little fresh air," I said, and I winked! God, it was true. I was a slut for cock!

"Sure!" he said winking back. "I could use some 'fresh air.' " I turned to him and ran my hand over his crotch, just to be sure he was up to my (slutty) standards. My own cock struggled to swell in its prison as my fingers told me that Dwayne measured up.

We circled back by our table just long enough to tell Tonya the "fresh air" tall tale. Tonya raised her eyebrows as if to say, "Even I didn't think you were that much of a slut!" But she winked to let me know that she didn't really disapprove of my depravity.

When we got to Dwayne's car I was a little relieved to find that it was a compact. If he'd had a Suburban I'd be a little worried that he might try to go for the whole Monty. But in that little car, we'd barely be able to pull off a blow job in comfort. He started to open the driver's door and I motioned toward the back seat instead.

"I don't want the steering wheel cramping my style," I told him and he smiled.

We settled into the back seat and started into kissing and groping. I appreciated his enthusiasm, even if his mauling of my falsies couldn't really turn me on. I hoped they didn't feel too fake. But my fingers on his crotch I think distracted him enough that I was safe.

I found myself truly enjoying kissing him. He smelled good and the stubble of his beard had a masculine feel that I was surprised to find turned me on, rather than being a turn off. Me, who had never kissed a man until weeks ago, who would have been revolted by the very idea two months ago, I was getting into it. I mean, if you think about it, kissing a man is a lot gayer than sucking his cock. Cock sucking you can just think of as sex. Something kinky. Kissing is just ... well, gay. If you're a guy. But I wasn't a guy anymore, was I? I mentally shrugged my shoulders and leaned in for another open mouth, tongue-slurping kiss. I liked it. So shoot me.

But then again, kissing was only an appetizer. Cock was the main course. I tugged at Dwayne's belt.

"I want to make you feel good," I said in a sultry voice. "I want to taste you."

Dwayne was a sport. He couldn't get his pants unzipped fast enough. I pulled his briefs down and out popped a nice uncircumcised penis. I grasped it, fascinated, and pulled his skin up and down, watching as his foreskin shinnied up and down his shaft.

"Been a while since I saw one of these!" I said quietly. Dwayne was in his own world, just soaking up the pleasure of feeling a hand on his prize and enjoying the pistoning I was doing.  But, of course, that was only a warm-up for both of us.

"This is more than a mouthful!" I praised him as I bent down to kiss his cock tip and kiss around the head. I heard his breath hiss as my teasing inflamed his lust. I felt his hips buck, wanting more, despite loving what I was doing. I drank in the musky, manly smell of his privates, redolent with his sweat and the cramped confinement of his erection. My mouth watered to taste him, but I held back, not wanting to rush our pleasure. I nuzzled his shaft and licked up and down its length. He had a thick bush of pubic hair and I buried my nose in it and inhaled his scents.

"Oh, God!" he hissed and I knew he would love this. Despite the relative darkness of the parking lot I could spy a pearl of pre-cum forming at the tip of his penis. I licked it up and I couldn't resist taking his cockhead into my mouth. I sucked on it like a lollipop.

"Unnhhhh!" Dwayne groaned in appreciation, music to my ears. But I was lost in my own pleasure.

'Oh God, this is so good!' I thought to myself. His cock in my mouth sent a tingle of arousal through my whole body. I had to have this. A cop car could have pulled up next to us and I would have kept on sucking!

'Give it to me,' I thought to myself. 'Give me that sweet cum. Come on. I want to feel that semen welling up from your balls. Come to Momma, boys. I want to feel your cock thrum with excitement, to lose itself, lose control, shoot your life essence into my mouth. Janine knows how to please you. You want Janine.'

Oh, I wanted that cum, that spurting, but I also wanted to enjoy the hot meat in my mouth, to feel its hardness and softness, to feel my lips slide over its wet smoothness. I wanted to savor the ridges, the head, the slit, the foreskin. Could I tell if a cock was circumcised or not just with my mouth? Did it feel looser, cushier? Would a circumcised cock feel tighter, more taut? I think so. I continued to play with the sliding skin even as I sucked him and I thought it had more play. Was a circumcised cock more sensitive?

"Oh, God, baby, I'm close! Watch out, I'm gonna come!"

"Give it to me, baby," I told him, knowing every man likes that kind of talk. "I want to taste your cum. I'm gonna catch every drop and drink it down!"

"Auurrggghh!" Dwayne groaned as I wrapped my lips around his seething cock again. He bucked his hips up, striving unconsciously to plant his seed deep within my nonexistent womb. I quickened my pace and made my mouth wetter and slipperier, mimicking a well-lubricated vagina eager to accept his sperm.

"Oh, fuck!" Dwayne shouted and I felt his cock swell and begin to spurt. His cum felt hot and thick to me and I sucked hard on him, willing all his semen to jet into my maw. I flushed with excitement to feel his spasms, 1-2-3-4 and trailing off into little aftershocks. "Unh! Uh uh unnhhh!" he groaned. "Oh, fuck! Oh goddam! Fuck!" The best praise a girl can hear.

Dwayne sat there panting and mind-fucked for a minute.

"Damn, girl! Where'd you learn to suck cock like that?"

"That's my secret," I demurred, not wanting to say, ‘It takes one to know one.’ "A lady doesn't kiss and tell."

"Come here!" he said and pulled me into a hug and planted his mouth on mine. His tongued snaked against mine, apparently oblivious to the fact that he was tasting his own cum. "Now what are we gonna do about you?"

"Dwayne, you're sweet, but my satisfaction is knowing that you're satisfied. You don't need to worry about me."

"But don't you want to...."

"I'm happy. I love to suck cock and my, your cock is a meal!"

My praise turned his head and distracted him from his quest to get my pants off.

"I hate to 'eat and run,' but I can't leave Tonya all by herself in there. In fact, we might be going home soon."

"Uh, OK," Dwayne said, pulling his pants up, possibly overwhelmed by his unexpected luck: getting a blow job and not even having to buy me another drink.

"You two having fun?" Tonya said archly when we returned to the table.

"Just getting a little fresh air," I lied.

"Uh huh," Tonya said sarcastically. "And did you have a snack while you were outside."

"Mmm. De-lish!" I said, licking my lips and looking at Dwayne, who looked proud and embarrassed at the same time.

"You two are bad girls!" Dwayne said. "You should come here more often!" He looked at me. "Give me your number. I'd like to call you," he said.

"A booty call, I'll bet!" I teased him. "You give me your number. Maybe I'll call you."

"Janine has a very busy social calendar these days," Tonya said, somewhat disapprovingly. A quick suck job for practice was one thing, but stringing along 3 or 4 guys at once, that seemed like dirty pool.

"I'm a free agent!" I protested.

"Maybe a little too free, I'm thinking," Tonya said, and I could see Dwayne wondering what our relationship was. Tonya looked at him. "I just don't want to see anyone's heart get broken. Don't get hung up on this filly. She's a lot to handle."

"I don't doubt it!" Dwayne replied, although he sounded like he was thinking, "but I'm the guy who can ride her."

My ego was swelling up faster than my cock to hear them fighting over me and to imagine 3 or 4 studs fighting over me. Of course most of them didn't know exactly what they were fighting over. That was Ray's sterling quality: he knew exactly what he was getting into and it didn't faze him. What Dwayne or Marty's reaction would be to know the girl who was sucking them off had a cock, I had no clue, but I tended to think they wouldn't be thrilled.

"A girl with a cock." That was actually the words that I'd used in my head, without thinking. Not, "that it was a guy sucking them off," but, "a girl with a cock." That's how I was beginning to think of myself! Tonya would be so pleased to hear that when I told her. Her little lecture about my not pigeonholing myself, but thinking of the myriad permutations of sexual identity possible, was beginning to take hold. It helped a lot to see how easily I'd passed as a girl. Neither Marty nor Dwayne had breathed a single word of doubt. I hadn't seen them giving me any funny looks. Tomorrow would be the acid test, but Tonya had been right to bring me out in public again. Every man who accepted me as a girl bolstered my confidence.

"Let's go home," I said to Tonya. "You need your rest."

Tonya yawned.

"You're right. But I don't think Brian will be coming with us," she said, inclining her head toward the dance floor, where a buxom blond had wrapped herself around Tonya's boyfriend. "Let him have his fun. That's what attracted me to him in the first place. It would be hypocritical to expect him to be faithful now. Let's just hope he doesn't bring home some disease." She motioned to Brian when he came up for air from kissing his dance partner and he raised his eyebrows in silent question whether he needed to follow us. Tonya pantomimed that he was OK.

"He'll find his way home somehow. Sometime," she said with a wry smile. "He's still addicted my pussy and ass, even if he doesn't mind sampling others along the way. I could use a full night's sleep for a change anyway!"

Dwayne insisted on walking us to our car and he kissed me at the door and begged, "Call me!"

"Horny devil!" I scolded him, pretty sure that his main interest was in my oral talents and maybe whatever else he thought he could get off me.

When Tonya and I got home, it seemed a little odd at first, with Brian not there. Just back to the two of us. Tonya must have felt that too, because she turned to me and pulled my face down to hers and kissed me.

"I love you!" she said urgently. "Whatever happens, wherever things go, I'm still going to love you." She stepped back and looked back to her bedroom door. "Get ready for bed and come to my room. I want to sleep with you tonight."

I went back to my room with a warm feeling enveloping me. I felt wrapped in Tonya's love and floating on the pheromones of my encounter with Dwayne and the anticipation of an evening — or night? — with Ray tomorrow. I hurriedly changed into a nightgown and entered the bedroom where I had only been a spectator for the last two months. Tonya dramatically pulled me under the covers with her and took me in her arms. Immediately we kissed passionately.

Her pregnant belly was barely showing, but I knew a baby was growing there. I pressed it against my belly and my groin, exciting me. It was like a billboard reminding me of my cuckolding and my mind flashed to the night I had placed Brian's cock in her pussy for the very purpose of getting her with his child. It was as if she were rubbing her infidelity in my face. But I did not resent it: I reveled in it! The tiny bulge of her womb aroused me. My cock, stiff so much of the night, was straining again, poking into her swell.

"God, baby, I need you!" she hissed. "Suck my tits! They're bigger and more sensitive since I've been pregnant! Suck my pregnant tits!" She pulled up her nightie and I dove at her heavy breasts. They were bigger than before and her nipples more prominent. She groaned with pleasure as I suckled at them. I imagined Brian's child nursing on them, his baby being nourished by my wife's milk!

"God, lick my pussy!" she begged and I reversed my position, ducking my head between her legs. Her pussy lips were enlarged too, not just aroused but grown fatter and standing out farther. She was wet and I felt glad that I had aroused such lust in her.

"My asshole, too! Lick my ass!" she said and I obeyed. I breathed in the musky scent and licked at her hole and plunged my tongue into her anus with pleasure. My cock was full to bursting at the feel of her sphincter gripping my tongue. I could feel her open up easily and I knew that she and Brian had been employing this entrance just as frequently as her cunt.

"I need a cock!" she moaned. For a second I thought she might mean mine, but that idea was soon dispelled. "Get a dildo out of the nightstand!"

I reluctantly pulled my head away from her anal charms and opened the drawer. I pulled out a long thick dildo, even larger than Brian's own. I wondered if in her pregnant state she needed a larger cock to feel enough stimulation. She grabbed it out of my hand and quickly thrust it into her yearning pussy and gasped with delight. Intently she began to fuck herself with it.

"My ass. Lick it!" she begged and I awkwardly managed to probe her despite the obstacle of the dildo sawing in and out of her cunt. With one hand she grabbed at her own nipple while with the other she continued fucking herself. Her copious pussy juice began to add wetness and flavor to my own saliva coating her asshole.

"Oh, God! Oh, God!" she groaned as I felt her anus squeeze my tongue and she hunched against the dildo, spending herself in orgasm. Her convulsions went on for several waves of ecstasy. After a few moments of luxuriating in the aftershocks of her orgasm, she pulled out the dildo. I pressed my face to the open maw of her vagina, tasting her fragrant juices. I was aware of a twinge of disappointment at the missing taste of a man's cum trickling from her opening.

"Here you go," she said to me with a wink and handed me the dildo, glistening with her secretions. "I know it's not as good as the real thing, but better than nothing." I took the fake cock in my mouth a enjoyed its size and shape, tasting the savor of her pussy on it ... and wishing it were a real live cock.

After I had finished licking every inch of the dildo clean, Tonya pulled me to her side. She tickled my stiff erection with one hand and patted her tummy with the other.

"My body still turns you on, doesn't it? Even though I'm pregnant? Or does that excite you?"

"Yes," I answered, straining to rub my agonized erection against her side. "It makes no sense, but it does. I know it should only make me feel ashamed. It proves I'm a cuckold, to see another man's baby growing. But instead that very thought arouses me! It's as if I want to taunt myself. 'See, you're not man enough. See, she prefers him. See, she wants his baby.' "

"Yes! Yes! It's true! It's all true, all of that, baby," she said as she stroked my angry red but tiny penis. "You aren't man enough for me. You're no kind of man at all anymore. Yes, I do want his big cock in my pussy. And I want his baby in my belly! Not just to torment you, but because every woman wants a real man's genes! I look at him every day and I say, 'That's my baby's father!' and something primal in me is deeply satisfied!" She pulled my cock against her abdomen and pressed the sensitive underside against the smooth skin.

"Rub you little girlie cock against my belly! Hunch against my baby bulge!"

Obeying her, I straddled her chest and pressed my drooling erection against her. I jerked against her belly and fucked her tummy as if my gyrations could force my seed into her womb. I gnashed my teeth as the futility of that impulse scorched my twisted cuckold brain. Her womb had already opened itself to Brian's longer, thicker, manlier penis. Her vagina had blossomed to take him in eagerly and his thrusts had transported her to ecstasies I never could. And her womb had welcomed his seed and cradled his baby.

My desperation seemed to please Tonya. She cupped her hand over my penis, making a faux-vagina out of her hand and belly. She smiled as a frantically fucked her baby bump. Then with a grin she snatched her hand away

"Baby, go douche yourself. Then I'll milk out all that cum that's been building up tonight, while you hump my baby bump!"

With a grunt I interrupted my fevered thrusting to prepare my ass for her fingers. I felt like the guest that I was in the master bathroom, seeing Brian's toiletries and shaver there. It occurred to me that the enema equipment there was handy because Tonya used it frequently to prepare herself for anal sex with him.

After I returned from the bathroom I again sawed my peepee against her pregnant abdomen, while Tonya applied lube to my willing asshole and pressed her fingers through the yielding muscles, striving for my prostate. I groaned as I felt her press against that organ and overwhelming sensations of pleasure and almost unbearable arousal lanced through my groin.

My semen leaked profusely onto Tonya's belly, making it wet and slippery. It felt good but frustrating at the same time, for there was so little friction now that I humped her belly even more frantically. I watched my cum continue to ooze out of my slit and drool down her taut skin. The irony of my sperm uselessly dripped onto her already pregnant belly was not lost on me.  It aroused and excited me. I longed for the humiliation and I reveled in it.

'Yes, I am ridiculous! I am an impotent, ridiculous cuckold, a transsexual concubine, a cocksucker, an ass licker, a butt fucker! Look at my pathetic baby-cock!' I cried in my head and it only made me more aroused and more desperate in my fucking. But Tonya's milking was draining me of the possibility of orgasm.

"That's it, baby! Try to fuck me, try to orgasm! But you can't! That's not what your little girl cock is for. You want a man's cock in your mouth and a man's cock in your ass. You want to be a man's arm candy, his Barbie doll," Tonya told me. Still I humped her belly until she could extract no more semen.

"Now lick it off! I want to see you lick your useless sperm off my pregnant belly!" She sounded mean, almost vindictive, but her words only fired my arousal. 'Yes!' I thought to myself, 'treat me like the worm I am!' Every act of degradation only proved my unworthiness, but that only showed me I deserved no better. In fact, I was lucky for any scraps of affection she gave me. And the only way I could earn any consideration at all was to throw myself even more fully into my adopted role.

I licked her belly, aware of its slight protrusion. My semen glistened on its expanse and I carefully savored that acquired taste. I groaned with satisfaction to be nuzzling her beautiful body, smelling the fragrance of her wet cunt nearby, spiced with the knowledge that it would only entertain other men's cocks. Or "men's cocks," not those of fairy lady-boys.

Do our thoughts mold our behavior, or does our behavior mold our thoughts? As I abased myself by licking up my own cum on my unfaithful wife's pregnant belly, while I wore make-up and a lacy nightie, Tonya seemed more and more like a goddess. I looked up at her swelling pregnant breasts and she seemed far above me.

I felt real love and devotion. I felt lucky to be even her handmaiden. I should be honored to lick her pussy and ass and glad to suck her lovers to hardness and place their deserving pricks in her lovely cunt. And even more honored to lube her asshole to welcome their manly organs even more intimately.

Why shouldn't I emulate this magnificent creature? I was lucky to be able to experience even a fraction of her joys, by savoring a man's cock in my mouth or welcoming it into my rectum, to be as much like her as I could. I looked at her enlarging breasts and again I felt a twinge of envy. If I could only have breasts like that, I could please a man even better, and be more like her.

Tonya must have sensed my worshipful mood. She looked at me indulgently.

"One last treat, then it's time for your beauty sleep," she cooed at me. She pushed me down flat on the bed and threw her leg over my head and lowered her pussy to my face. I stretched my mouth open wide and waited as expectantly as any baby bird ever did. Her piss trickled and then shot hotly onto my tongue. I sighed in satisfaction as the warmth and tang of her pee filled my mouth with her goddess goodness. This was a communion Brian would never share with her, a special connection for us alone. I thought to myself that this nectar too was changed by her pregnancy, carrying the telltale hormones that the home pregnancy tests detected. I swallowed it all the more thankfully in light of that. I shared in her pregnancy.

With the spicy taste of Tonya's urine in my mouth my cock slowly filled back to semi-hardness. I snuggled up to her now more generous figure, enjoying one of the few nights where I had company in bed. I fell into a deep sleep despite the exciting day — and night — I had in store for the morrow.


-Day 99 Saturday-

I woke on Saturday with the delight of finding Tonya next to me in all her lushness. She was still in a playful, indulgent mood, and I felt as if I were the luckiest person in the world. I took advantage of my opportunity to enjoy her pregnant body, stroking her belly over and over. We kissed and I suckled on her full breasts and prominent nipples to my heart's content.

This must have had a salutary effect on her, for eventually she pushed my head down toward her pudendum. I found her cunt wet and fragrant, and it opened readily to the probing of my lips and tongue. Still lazy with sleep, Tonya relaxed into a slowly building arousal without any hurry or urgency. I was loving just savoring her taste and smell without any franticness. Her pussy was mine, at least for the first few minutes of the day, and even if it were only my tongue or fingers that could enter her. Tonya seemed quite satisfied to float gently on a gradually building tide of arousal, only betraying her excitement with soft groans and undulations of her hips.

Once again I wondered if I could find a way to live my life between her thighs, to spend my days lapping up the nectar that wept out of her vaginal walls. Could I have my head sticking out of a seat cushion and have one woman after another plant their oozing cunts to my mouth and just taste them and enjoy their blossoming labia as my life's work? Chapped lips or sore jaws could be a problem, but loss of interest or lack of enthusiasm never would be! Finally her moans became louder and her thrusts more urgent and I felt her shudder and convulse against my mouth, still more gently than the more demonstrative orgasms of the evenings.

Tonya pulled me to her, my face still wet with her juices, and pulled me into a passionate kiss.

"Oh, Janine, I love you! You are wonderful to me! I only hope you can make Ray and yourself as happy as you make me! You don't need a big cock to be hot stuff! You wrap those talented lips around Ray's prick and he'll be a happy man!"

Tonya's praise made me happy. I felt comfortable with what she said. I could be sexy. Not by being a stud: by being a sexy girl. Today would be about being the sexy girl Ray wanted me to be.

I went into the kitchen and began to make breakfast. Brian's absence was a welcome change. I had Tonya all to myself. It reawakened some of the closeness I missed. I made us eggs, sausage, and toast. Tonya set a juice glass at my place filled with a familiar straw-yellow liquid. I reached out and felt the warmth of her urine through the glass. I looked lovingly at her and drank her offering, savoring its bitter salty taste and pungent aroma. She winked at me.

"I don't want you to forget your old Tonya while Ray is charming you!"

"Never!" I said, raising the glass again and saluting her before I drank the rest of it down. It was a special gift from her, from her body, a gift no one else could give me. I was so intimate, so naughty, and I loved her for it.

We spent the afternoon to prepare me for my debut in high society. Tonya helped me shave my whole body again before we set out for the beauty salon for a mani / pedi and then to Natalie's for her extra touches to create a bust for my low-cut gown. Then a last-minute full cosmetic makeover for maximum style and femininity. The final touch was the jeweled necklace that emphasized the cleavage that Natalie had created with tape and push-ups and make-up tricks.

When looked at myself in the mirror in my gown, it was like magic. I was beautiful. Not just passable: I looked like a movie star! I wanted to fuck myself!

"Natalie! You've done wonders! How can I thank you enough?"

Natalie smiled and then shook her head.

"It's you, Janine! You have the soul of a girl! Without that, this is just smoke and mirrors. But you want it. You want to be a girl, to be sexy, to make men turn their heads!"

"Just one man," I corrected her.

"Well, he's lucky, but I don't know if he can handle you all by himself," Tonya chided. "How many men have you sucked off this week?" She started counting on her fingers. "Ray might become your main man, but I doubt a slut like you will settle for only one. There are too many cocks in the world!"

"I haven't even seen his yet and you have me cheating on him!"

"As they say, past is prologue!" Tonya scolded me.

We laughed, but I felt guilty. Could I be faithful? Or had Tonya wakened a cock-lust in me that couldn't be tamed?

"Don't worry about it now. Your mission tonight is to charm one cock! But I think you'll make quite a few hard tonight!"

Tonya's praise made me grin. It was good psychology. Walking into the ball wondering how many men had the hots for me would be a lot better than worrying about whether anyone would "make" me as a man in drag! I would be Janine, a sexy bombshell, and I would make Ray proud of me—and hot for me!

We went home to wait for Ray to pick me up. We found Brian home.

"Have fun last night?" Tonya asked him.

"You bet, babe!" he bragged, taking Tonya in his arms and kissing her.

"Good," Tonya replied. "You know this pregnancy is tiring me out. I may need a lot of help to keep you happy for the next few months, because I hear it only gets worse. What do you think of Janine?"

He shook his head.

"If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I'd never have believed it. Your own mother wouldn't recognize you!" he exclaimed. "You could walk out on a runway, except that they want all those gals so goddam skinny these days." He pulled Tonya to his side. "I like 'em with some soft curves myself. But you'll be turning some heads tonight. Ray will pop a woody the minute he lays eyes on you! That is the idea, isn't it? You think he'll finally bed you tonight?"

"Um, I don't know." I didn't quite know how to take his casual acceptance of my jumping in bed with a man. Somehow with Tonya and Natalie it seemed like camaraderie, a sisterly conspiracy in the battle of the sexes. When it came from a man it seemed ... well ... almost like he was disloyal to his gender. But I think really he had recategorized me as Tonya's secretly gay husband who was finally coming out of the closet. He didn't think of me as a man anymore, nor as a woman. He just thought of me as a curiosity. And he felt no loyalty to Ray either. If a guy knew he was getting in bed with a tranny, he was queer too, not a real man.

I had gotten dressed in plenty of time, not wanting to make Ray wait on me, but it gave me time to get nervous.

"That's why gals are usually late," Tonya intimated. "If you're busy primping and finishing your make-up, they have to wait on you and they get nervous. Here, read one of my Cosmo's," she suggested.

I leafed through the magazine, immersing myself in the world of what twenty-something girls cared about. Make-up, perfume, clothing, and men.

Right on time the doorbell rang and it was Ray. That meshed with my impressions of him: serious, organized, polite, respectful. And apparently eager to spend the evening with me!

Brian answered the door while I grabbed my handbag. Ray walked in and his first glance thrilled me to the bone. His eyes widened in wonder and a smile slowly spread across his face.

"Oh, my ...," he stammered. "Janine! You're ... you're gorgeous!" He reached out and took my hand, perfectly manicured with long pink nails.

"Why thank you!" I grinned. I stepped back and looked him over, in his tux and nicely styled hair. "You look very handsome yourself." I stepped closer to him and whispered in his ear so only he would hear, "Almost good enough to eat!"

"We'll see about that!" he replied, sotto voce. "Let's go: it doesn't do to keep Momma waiting."

I kissed Tonya goodbye and she wished me luck under her breath, "... but you won't need it! You go, girl!"

My pesky cock stiffened against my gaff as I felt Ray's eyes drinking me in as we walked to the car. I had him in the palm of my hand right now! I just needed not to blow it at the gala.

Ray showed me to our table, which was reserved for his whole family. It wasn't long before they showed up.

"Mother, I'd like you to meet Janine," he said, ignoring his father as if only his mother counted.

His mother shook my hand.

"Delighted, my dear!" she said, maybe glad that her son had a date this time. "Have you known Ray long?"

"As a matter of fact, no. We just met very recently. But I look forward to getting to know him much better. He seems like a dear. You must be very proud of him."

His mother smiled.

"Well, we're a little biased, aren't we?" she replied, smiling at Ray. Apparently his mother approved of me, at least at first glance.

Ray introduced his father, sister, and brother. His sister was married and her husband accompanied her, and his brother had a date. Ray stood next to his mother and his sister stood next to me.

"I'm Trudy," she introduced herself. "Ray's always been so shy with girls: how did you and Ray meet?"

"Um, through ... uh ... mutual friends," I said. 'I gave his buddy a blow job at the sex club,' I thought to myself. "But I know what you mean about him being a little shy. Sort of surprising in a big businessman, isn't it? When we met he just stayed off to the side for a little while I got to know his friends." 'Yeah," I said to myself, 'He just watched while his friends butt-fucked me and I never even got to see his cock!'

"What friends were those, Ray?" Trudy said, turning to him.

"Uh, you don't know them," he said noncommittally.  "This set up is marvelous this year, Mother," he said, changing the subject. "Your committee has outdone itself."

His mother was more than happy to turn the conversation to herself. It was clear that she was a pretty self-centered person, going on about all the hurdles her committee had overcome and painting herself as the heroine. I wondered if that had rubbed off on Ray, although so far it seemed that it had had the opposite effect. He didn't seem one to blow his own horn (he'd have me to do that, I hoped).

"Where are my manners, Janine?" Ray broke in. "I haven't even offered you a drink. And we really should circulate. There's scads of people I want you to meet."

Ironically the benefit was for breast cancer. That sounds serious enough, but it meant that there were quite a number of plastic surgeons there, specializing in breast reconstruction! Ray introduced me to several as we made our way through the arriving guests. One he introduced as the "best breast man in the state." It made me a little nervous the way the doctor looked at me. I thought, 'He must have met dozens of trannies. He can probably spot one!' but at the same time I memorized his name. I might need him in a professional capacity down the line!

Ray introduced me to lots of his coworkers and family friends. I focused on smiling and looking happy and sexy. I looked every man in the eye and gave each a little extra lingering look. No man dislikes a girl who looks interested in him! I used a long list of empty but encouraging phrases, "How interesting!" "That's marvelous!" "That sounds important!" and "You'll have to tell me all about that!" I remembered what Natalie had told me: the impression people have of you is 60% body language, 30% tone of voice, and 10% what you say. So I concentrated on the first two and didn't worry about the third one!

I also took the opportunity to make it clear that Ray was my man. I clung to his side and kept a hand on his arm most of the time. Whenever he talked, I turned to look at him and looked like I was drinking in every word. Other women appreciate loyalty: it means you aren't stalking their man. Tonya and Natalie had warned me that intoxication could make me careless, so I switched to club soda after the first glass of champagne.

Of course the real test was sitting with Ray's family for dinner. Trudy seemed determined to find out more about this mysterious new girl that her brother had shown up with. But I successfully turned her attention to dishing about what Ray had been like as a child and telling embarrassing stories about him, which she enjoyed a lot and Ray not so much. He tried to get her to stop after a while.

"Oh, Ray, don't be so sensitive!" Trudy scolded him. "I'm sure Janine has plenty of secrets of her own."

"Moi?" I gibed. "I'm an open book. What you see is what you get."

"I know that's not true," was Ray's rejoinder, sailing pretty close to the wind. "But she doesn't have her sister here airing all of her dirty laundry."

I reached out and placed my hand over Trudy's.

"Us girls have to stick together, don't we? Trudy's got to give me enough ammunition to keep you in line!" Trudy and I laughed.

"I thought maybe you wanted to get out of line tonight," Ray said sotto voce.

"I heard that!" Trudy exclaimed. "You naughty boy!" To me she said, "I don’t know what's gotten into him! You may be a bad influence!" And then she added, "But maybe that's just what he needs. He's been all too good, if you ask me."

"Well, I need a good man!" I replied, and we all laughed, but I thought Ray was starting to blush. I reached over and surreptitiously stroked the front of his crotch and was not surprised to find a telltale hardness there.

"Janine!" he hissed under his breath.

"What are you all finding so amusing?" Ray's mother asked with just a touch of disapproval.

"I'm just trying to embarrass Ray in front of his date, Mother. Isn't that what little sisters are for?"

"Well, don't scare Janine off. She's just met us, after all."

"Oh, I won't be chased off that easily," I said, stroking Ray's arm. "Trudy was just making me feel like one of the family!"

It wasn't long before the speeches started, reminding everyone of the importance of contributing financially and specifically mentioning the generosity of Ray's family and the efforts of his mother and her committee in organizing the event. I was thankful that the speeches were relatively short and then the dancing started. Ray seemed relieved to whisk me away from his family, but I hadn't felt I needed rescuing.

"I'm having a nice time," I reassured him. "Your sister seems like a spitfire!"

"Yes, Trudy does tend to like to stir things up. It is nice sometimes to have Mother mad at someone else for a change! But she lets Trudy get away with a lot. As the eldest I get put under the microscope more." He pulled me closer as we danced. "But I'm enjoying myself more than I usually do," he said looking me in the eye. "Maybe it's the company."

I smiled at him.

"I'm glad to be here as your date," I said and I squeezed his shoulder. "I've got the most eligible bachelor here!"

"Oh, I doubt that! Did you see the Ferraris and Maseratis out front?"

"I'm not impressed by fast cars. I'm more interested in what's under your hood," I teased him.

He blushed a little bit.

"Don't make my engine race too fast!" he teased back and I felt a thrill go down my spine and my girl cock tug against my gaff. I hoped I would never get tired of knowing that I was an object of lust!

"I can't wait to find out how many cc's your engine is," I whispered in his ear.

"Keep shaking your booty like that and you will," he said under his breath.

"My booty's listening!" and I shook it provocatively.

Dancing seemed to relax Ray, as did another cocktail apiece. I endured a little more time with his family, grilling me about my work and where I went to school, etc.

"There can't be many women in your line of work, are there?" they asked.

"More all the time," I answered, thinking, 'at least one more lately at my place!' "But you're right, it's a man's world and I have to get used to working with men mostly. Luckily I can talk sports and hold my own. They can be awful boors at times. But then, being a girl has its advantages too."

"Especially if you're as pretty as you," said Trudy's husband.

"Why, thank you, Troy," I smiled at him. "But it can be frustrating if they assume that a pretty face means that you don't have brains too."

I saw Ray's mother look at me appraisingly, as if I was surprising her by showing a little spunk. Maybe Ray's previous escorts had all been empty-headed bimbos.

Although the evening was going well, I found myself getting impatient for the next course. I stretched and yawned.

"I don't mean to be a party-pooper, but all that champagne and dancing are starting to get to me. Ray, could you take me home? It's been marvelous meeting all of you."

"Dear, we've enjoyed it," Trudy said.

"Perhaps Ray will bring you by the house sometime," his mother chimed in. 'We have a pool. Do you swim?"

"That sounds nice," I said noncommittally. "Home, Ray," I commanded him.

"Whose home?" he asked, when we got into his car.

"Why, your home, I was hoping," I answered, turning to him and putting a hand on his cheek. Seeing my long pink nails against his five o'clock shadow sent a thrill through me.

"I'd like nothing better," he said and leaned in to put a kiss on my lipsticked lips. His mouth felt hot on mine and I melted into lips. His mouth was hungry on mine and the release of the impulses he had been evidently holding back swept me away. I felt helpless to do anything but let him ravage my lips and tongue.

"Oh, Ray!" I said and let my breathlessness speak for me. He feasted on my yielding mouth another few moments before he reluctantly pulled away.

"I want to do more, so much more, but not here. We'd better get home before I'm not in any shape to drive!"

I was giddy with his admission that he was intoxicated with want! I buckled my seatbelt and watched as the shoulder strap separated my two breasts. I sat back in my seat and closed my eyes, savoring the excitement and anticipation I felt. My cock throbbed in its confines and I looked over to see a bulge in Ray's crotch by the light of the dashboard! God, I wanted him!

By the time we got to his impressive home, the drive had given us time to get back in control of ourselves. Ever the gentleman, Ray offered me a drink in his living room rather than dragging me immediately into his bedroom. I wanted to jump his bones, but at the same time, I wanted to savor every moment. I accepted the cocktail he handed me and we sat down on the couch.

But my self-control and his were no match for the attraction between us. I took one sip of the drink and set it down. I pushed his hand holding his drink to the side and he laid it down on the end table. Mindful of my lessons, I did not pull him into the kiss I burned for, but waited, tilting my head back and offering myself to him.

Ray lowered his lips to mine and I welcomed them, opening my mouth for his tongue to penetrate. I held myself still, surrendering to his male power rather than conquering him. My body vibrated with need, made all the more overwhelming by being restrained from action. He was inflamed by my acquiescence and his arms seized me and a crushed me to him! I felt his strong arms around me and his male scent and I moaned with the desperate intensity of my arousal! My cock throbbed in its prison. I let myself melt into him.

"I've never felt ... this way before!" Ray panted. "You feel so good in my arms! No woman has ever fascinated me like you do!"

"Oh, Ray!" I said again and I put my hand behind his head and pulled it back into a kiss. "Kiss me! Hug me! Touch me!"

He continued to kiss me wetly and run his tongue gently over my lips until my mouth felt like a sexual organ. His hand stroked down my bare arm and then pressed against my prosthetic breast. I could feel his excitement rise as my breast filled his hand, but I could only barely feel it through the gel pressing against my aroused nipple. I reached down and found the front of his pants and thrilled at the hardness that was making the cloth taut there! I stroked along the hidden length of his penis and smiled at the apparent size of his manhood.

"Oh, God!" was his gratifying reaction and I felt his hips instinctively buck up at my hand.

"Darling, I can't wait! I have to touch you, feel you!" I gasped at him. I pulled back and slithered to my knees, putting my hand on his belt buckle in a silent plea for permission. He did not stop me, so I began to undo his belt and unsnap his pants. I lowered his zipper, revealing silky boxers. A darker spot betrayed the extent of his arousal. I grasped the waistband of his shorts and waited for him to lift his hips.

Here was the moment of truth that I had been dreaming about this whole week! He subtly lifted himself up and I slipped his pants and shorts down, revealing a fully erect cock, easily the match of Brian's, a good 8 inches. I couldn't wait to hold it.

I wrapped my hand around it and Ray gasped. It was hot and firm in my hand. I trembled with anticipation, but I stopped to admire it. It seemed perfect to me. Circumcised with a medium-sized head, symmetrical, not too veiny. It looked beautiful to me.

For years as a boy and man, I’d thought penises were funny-looking things. My own was the source of pleasure and fascination, but I had no illusions that it was any great work of art. It was utilitarian at best and bordering on grotesque at worst. Other men's penises were of no interest and an embarrassment to confront in the shower or the locker room.

But how my attitude had changed now! Ray's penis was a thing of beauty to me! It arose majestically from a curly nest of dark pubic hair. The head was darker pink than the shaft. It tapered slightly to a narrower tip that seemed perfect for kissing into my rosebud, to pry it open for the following thickness. The slit was wet with the dew of his arousal. My thumb stroked the sensitive frenulum running down from where the rim of his glans split and Ray gasped again.

Nothing seemed more fitting than that I should kiss this cock. It was beautiful and perfect. I lowered my lips to gently plant a kiss right below his slit. The rubbery feel of his swollen flesh against my lipsticked lips was heavenly. I kissed the head, once, twice, three times and my heart pounded with excitement and joy. I jiggled the loose skin of the shaft and then proceeded to kiss down and up the length of it, breathing in the dark masculine smell of his pubic hair.

"Oh, God!" Ray moaned. "Oh, God, that feels so good!”

“Your cock is perfect, baby!” I told him.

I inhaled deeply and savored his scent. I licked up the underside of his shaft and across his slit, tasting his pre-cum for the first time. I could wait no longer to taste his flesh and I took his cockhead into my mouth and sucked on it. It felt so good in my mouth, so hot, so electric!

"Oh, God, I've been dreaming of this!" Ray cried out. "Oh! Oh!" he groaned as I continued to suck on the head of his penis.

I felt like a baby sucking at the tit and I imagined the 'milk' I'd be tasting later. I had to have more and I pressed his length into my mouth, savoring the feel of his skin sliding wetly over my tongue and palate. I whimpered when his cock hit the back of my throat! I could take in no more, although almost half his length still remained. I sucked on his prick hungrily and tried to swallow more, but here was no room for it. I knew where I could fit more of it and my rectum twitched with need and apprehension mixed!

I wanted this cock! I wanted all of it! Suddenly I was frantic for it. I was not content to worship this god. I wanted all of it at once. I began to whip my mouth up and down the shaft, wetting it with my saliva, moaning my need against the throbbing flesh. I felt my earrings swinging around as I was desperate to feel as much of his cock as I could, as fast as I could! My lips wanted to be everywhere at once.

"Oh, God, that feels good!" Ray groaned. "But I want ... to be ... inside you!" he said, pulling me up from my knees.

I planted my lips on his feverishly.

"I need you inside me!" I gasped. "But ... I have to.... Excuse me, just for a second. I want to be ... ready for you! Then I want to feel you ... inside me. All of you. Desperately! I need you...!"

I grabbed my purse and hurried into the bathroom. I pulled out a travel douching kit. It was quite clever how small it could fold up. I trembled with impatience as I waited for the tap water to warm up. I filled the bag and emptied in a small envelope of buffering salts to make the water perfect.

With difficulty I unzipped my gown and removed it. I looked at myself in the mirror in my lingerie, half-naked in a man's bathroom, a man I'd only met a week before, mad with desire to feel his cock up my backside!

I lay on my back and pressed a fingerful of lube into my puckering anus, followed by the nozzle of the douche. I whimpered as the warm water flowed into me, relaxing my quivering sphincter. With a sigh I released the water into the toilet and a another lubed finger confirmed my readiness to be possessed by Ray's manhood.

I pulled me panties back on and then debated whether to re-don my ball gown. But the difficulty of putting it on without help and the heat of my lust made me decide to leave it hanging from the robe-hook. I walked back into the living room and the fire in Ray's eyes told me that I had made the right decision!

"My God!" he choked out and in one move he was up off the couch and he taking me in his arms and crushing me to his body! His erection was pressed between us, tickling my tummy. He took my butt cheeks in his hands, hefting the halves of my buttocks and squeezing the pads of my padded panties against me. I felt my crack spread by his hands and my anus exposed briefly, to my delight! I thrilled to feel his throbbing penis cradled between us and my own tethered girl-cock strained against my gaff, trying vainly to stand up. He seized my mouth with his and our tongues tangled!!

"Let's ... let's go.... Your ... bedroom...," I said breathlessly.

He practically dragged me there and almost threw me on the bed. His impatience was almost overwhelming, but exciting and gratifying! He resumed kissing me as I lay back and let myself be the yielding one, offering my body to him.

"I want ... I want to suck your tits!" he pleaded.

"But ... they're not ... not real," I stammered.

"I want to suck your nipples. The real ones."

"There's ... a lot of ... mmmm ... enhancements," I warned him

"I don't care! I want to suck you!"

I removed my bra, revealing the taping that had created my cleavage. I peeled away the tape, uncovering my flat chest. Ray didn't seem to mind. He descended on my chest and took my nipples into his mouth, sucking them eagerly. I was astonished at how good it felt! Electricity sparked from my chest to my groin! His tongue worked my nipples and he went from one to the other until I was moaning under him. I was astonished at how sensitive my buds had become.

"Oh, God, Ray! My nipples have never felt like this before! I ... I need you ... inside me now! I have to feel you!" I grabbed at his penis and felt the oozing evidence of his own arousal. "Please! Take me! I have to have you inside me! I want you to fuck me!" I begged. And I did. I did need it. I had to have him.

But I realized that for him to have access to my ass I would have to take my panties and gaff off. If my seeing his cock was my moment of truth, here was his. Would the fantasy be dispelled? I still had my wig and make-up and earrings and nails, my garter belt and stockings, but here I'd be a flat-chested chick with a little penis and balls. Would it be too much for him, all the disguise stripped away?

I swallowed took a deep breath and began to slip my panties down my legs, unfastening my gaff as I did. My little dick sprung up erect despite my nervousness! Ray stopped and stared at it.

"Oh, my God!" he exclaimed and my heart sank. This was it. It was too much for him! Too gay.

"It's ... it's perfect!" he cried. "A perfect little girl cock!"

“What?” I sputtered, so blindsided by his reaction.

He looked at my shocked expression.

"Don't be ashamed of it!" he said. "It's OK. I like it! It ... it makes you a special kind of girl. It's very ... sexy. And naughty!" He reached out gingerly and took my little thing in his hand. "It's a perfect size. Girl-sized. Just the perfect kind of cock for a girl to have!" he said as he toyed with it and began to kiss me again.

It felt so good to have him kiss me while he played with my cock! He had pulled off his shirt and now all I was wearing was my garter belt and stockings. He had a nice sprinkling of dark hair all over his chest, not gorilla-like but definitely manly. He had a dark arrow of belly hair pointing down to his pubic hair and his beautiful cock.

Then he let go of my cock and rolled on top of me, holding himself above me with his arms. I looked down and the sight blew my mind. There was his big manly cock rubbing against my little girly-cock. It looked like a father and son or a big brother and his little brother. His cock was easily twice the size of mine, as if we were two different species. Or two different sexes, I reminded myself. Just looking at the two organs together made me tremble with ... with what? I felt overwhelmed, in awe. Sparks went off in my brain. It was like the Twilight Zone, unreal, bizarre. But ... in a good way? Too good to be true! Too sexy to be real?

It was wrong in a way and so right in another. Two electrical plugs but no sockets. Two forks but no spoons. But a big one and a little one did go together: that felt right. A big one to take care of the little one. A strong one to protect a weak one. A big one to rule the little one. A little one to admire a big one, to look up to him, to please him, to ... worship him ... love him. A big one to ... own the little one.

I watched his big strong cock rub against my little one and I felt weak, melty, like all the bones in me had gone soft! I wanted him to enfold me, possess me, own me, use me! I felt warm all over, as if all the blood were rushing to my skin. I wanted to surrender myself to him and have him accept my surrender!

"Oh, Ray," I said now dreamily, not rushed, but aching for completion. "I want you so! I want to be yours! Please ... take me!" I started to roll over, to present him with my hole for him to fuck to oblivion.

"No!" he said. "Not like that. I want to look at you. I want to see your girl-cock while I fuck you. I want to know you're my special girl. I want to see it hard, see it twitch while I fuck you! And I want to see your beautiful face while I'm fucking you and know how you feel. And have you look at me and see how good you make me feel when I'm inside you!"

I was not the only one who was ready for this, had dreamed about this! Ray pulled out a jar of lube that looked new, not Vaseline, something he had gone in some sex store to buy.

"Pull your legs up, baby," he said. He'd never called me 'baby' before. He looked hungrily at my rosebud, almost reverently. Was it beautiful to him, like Tonya’s pussy and ass were to me? He pulled up a glob of lube and delicately swabbed it across my anus! I quivered with anticipation, almost swooning at the intimacy of opening myself up like that! More intimate even than letting him kiss me or fondle my cock, to open up that most private, delicate, defenseless orifice!

My anus opened as he pressed down on the whole circle, not seeking entrance but just touching the whole circumference of my sphincter. He pulled up another blob of lube and a finger penetrated me. My ass clamped down on it, grasping it, but unable to stop the press forward because of the slickness of the lube.

Ray looked intent, fascinated by the fact that I was really allowing him to penetrate me, incredulous that he was really probing my rectum, that anyone had allowed him this liberty! He was thrilled at the feel of my muscles grabbing onto him. Overcome, he kissed me, his finger still in me.

"Oh, Janine!" he sighed. "This is ... so ... exciting...!" He almost seemed to be trembling.

"Ray!" I intoned, looking worshipfully up at him and then pulling his lips back to mine. "Oh, baby, that feels so good! I want you there so badly!"

I pulled my legs closer to my chest, opening myself up more, offering my ass to him. His finger was just tickling me, but I wanted, needed more. Much more!

Ray dipped two fingers into the jar and pressed his greasy digits against my opening. I felt myself stretched and his fingers penetrate where nature never intended. I welcomed the feeling of violation! It proved I was offering myself up to him, to use. However wrong or unnatural it was, I would do it for him! I closed my eyes and tried to relax,. I felt his fingers in me, tickling, probing.

Ray withdrew his fingers and I knew this was it! He reached into the jar and brought up a dollop of lube to coat his beautiful cock. I watched him grease it and it looked even more magnificent, rigid, oozing pre-cum, glistening! My little cock jumped at the sight, bobbing with mad arousal!

Ray knelt on the bed and leaned in to bring his cock to my entrance. But before I could feel his cockhead touch me, he surprised me by taking my cock in his greasy hand! I hissed with the sudden pleasure of feeling his grip on my neglected organ. And almost at the same moment his sword prodded against my anus and I felt the thickness of his cock begin to press against my ring!

His cock pushed against my sphincter demanding entrance and I felt the tip stretching me wider. I heard Ray whimper at the sensation! Pleasure turned briefly to pain for me as my ass fought the intrusion. Ever the gentleman, Ray backed off, letting me relax a second before he bumped at me again. I grunted with the strain as his cockhead forced me wider. My stomach flip-flopped as it realized I was being invaded unnaturally again. Ray moved back a millimeter before he pushed forward again. This time my pain mounted again but Ray did not relent. He steadily continued until with a grunt I felt him breach the opening and slide slowly into me!!

My ass protested and I felt my nervous system rebel, sending out the intruder alert. But my heart sang. 'Yes, yes, take me!' I said to myself. The very unnaturalness of the violation proclaimed the sacrifice I was making to my man! I wondered if this was what Tonya felt when Brian was ass-fucking her and whether she preferred it to normal fucking now. "That's it, take me, use me, make me yours, make me your whore!" Is that what she would say to him?

I was focusing on trying to relax and at the same time to feel every bit of the stretching, the forcing, the knowledge that a foreign object was invading my very center. I opened my eyes to see Ray, his mouth open in surprise, as if the delight of being buried in a tight tunnel amazed him! But then he saw me looking at him and his expression became one of concern.

"is it OK? Am I hurting you?"

"No! No!" I protested. "Don't stop! It's ...unh! ... it's always tight at first, but it's wonderful! I want it so bad! I need you there so badly!" I reached out to try to stroke his face. “Is it OK for you?”

“It’s ... it’s ... oh! ... amazing!”

"I want you all the way in me! I want all of you that I can take! Take me!"

I saw lust burning in Ray's eyes at that invitation! I felt him push forward again, rooting into my bottom. He felt like a baseball bat shoved in me! I felt his cockhead brush my prostate and I sighed. Then I felt that twinge as his length reached the top of my rectum and sent ripples of anxiety through my colon.

"Oh, my God!" Ray exclaimed again as my rectum clasped his penis all over at once. "Oh, God, you feel so ... unh!" he grunted, not able to put it into words. He began to hump into me, pulling out infinitesimally and then thrusting back in, goosing me unbearably. I felt my sphincters stretched around him like a rubber band about to snap.

Then he could not help himself: he had to fuck. He began to pump in and out, raking my ass up and down. I held my breath and tried to relax and welcome him into me.

"Oh, GOD!" he gasped. "That ... feels ... so ... GOOD!"

The friction of his thrusts began to heat up my insides and I felt my ass begin to loosen. Now his penis was sliding in and out more easily and the pain was gone. A wave of warmth began to radiate from my ass and ooze up my little cock's shaft!

"Oh, yeah!" I sighed. "That's it. Oh, yeah! That feels so good! Oh! Oh!" I could still feel every millimeter of his cock and every millimeter of my rectum stretched around it, but now it was starting to feel good, very good! With every thrust it felt better and better until I felt something break, like a dam bursting. It was like that every time, as my body gave up trying to expel this invader and surrendered to its punishment, to submit to survive. But it was sweet surrender, far more than mere survival. It was sublime!

All the energy Nature poured into resisting suddenly flooded my sexual center, drowning it in pleasure! And all the twisted energy of my fucked up perverted psyche that wanted to be dominated, wanted to be humiliated, wanted to be used washed through my brain like a tidal wave, inundating everything.

I loved having him in me! I loved my helplessness! I loved feeling his strength and my weakness! It felt so good to surrender to him! Now my ass felt as if it were made for him, made to cradle this cock, made to caress and hold his penis inside me!

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Make me yours! Make me your woman!“

And I meant it, meant every word of it. Deep in me, deep in my soul I wanted that. I wanted his cock to transform me, his cum to make me his! I wanted to feel his cock pump out of control, to feel his sperm ripped from him by his lust for me, for my ass, by his need to make me his fuck-doll.

My taunts inflamed Ray and he slammed into me frenetically. His cock met no resistance now, plunging in and out, my ass turned inside-out to accept him. I pulled my legs back as hard as I could, opening myself up as much as I could, making myself the perfect receptacle for his seed.

I saw him look down, taking in my stiff little cockette, oozing pre-cum in crystal strings, my little hairless scrotum. jostled by his pubic bone with every thrust. I knew he was reminding himself of the perversity of our mating, which would only further stoke his lust! Then he looked back at my face, my eyes dramatically adorned with long eyelashes and shadow, my lips red with lipstick, my jeweled earrings jiggling with his thrusts, and the fantastic pendant necklace dangling between my breasts. He looked me in the eyes and slammed himself into me and cried out.

"Auurrggghhhh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Unh! Unh!" he screamed. "Janine!" he hoarsely cried. I felt his cock swell and pump his life essence into me! I could feel its hot wetness deep inside somewhere as another spasm and another emptied him!

His cum warmed me from inside, a fulfilling feeling that lifted my heart! I had pleased my man, satisfied him! I looked at him, his manly body looming over mine, his eyes unfocused as his mind was blissed out from his orgasm. His cock felt so good in me, no longer an interloper, now part of me, a key that fit my lock.

"Oh God!" he panted and he crushed his lips to mine, trapping my erect penis between our bodies. I kissed him eagerly, almost frantically, raining kisses on him. My man. I felt so happy to have made him feel so good!

"Ohh!  Ohh!” He was straining to catch his breath. “Oh, Janine ... that was ... was so ... wonderful! I've never ... never felt anything like that! Oh God!" he repeated and kissed me again, and then again, as if he couldn't express his gratitude enough.

"Oh!" he caught himself, as he became aware of my penis caught between us. He pushed himself up, his cock still lodged deep within me. He reached down and grasped my erection in one hand. "We still need to do something about this," he said matter-of-factly. To my delight he began to stroke my little organ, even as his larger version still filled my behind.

"That ... feels ... nice," I said dreamily as the dual stimulation of his cock in my ass and his hand on my willie began to fill my tummy with butterflies. He began to move his hips. "Don't ... don't pull out!" I begged him. "I want ... to feel you there! So nice. So big. So hot. Ass feels hot and sexy...."

"Wasn't going to pull out," Ray assured me. "Feels too nice! Your ass," he said, stroking my cock more insistently, "is so hot and sexy! And so tight!"

"Doesn't feel tight now!" I muttered. "Feels so open, so full of ... nice ... big ... hot ... wet ... cock!"

Ray continued to hunch into me gently, just enough to remind me he was balls-deep in my ass. His hand on my cock was driving me wild! The stimulation from my ass was making my whole pelvis into one huge, hot erogenous zone! I loved it! I loved that about being fucked. I couldn't focus all of my sexual feeling just on my cock. It was like it was spreading out, overflowing, creating a whirlpool of hot sexual energy. But it wasn't focused enough to put me over the top, so it was building, building, melting my whole groin. Ray hand on my cock felt so good! His cock in me felt ... divine!

"Oh, God, baby!" I babbled. "Oh God, I need to come! It's too ... too much. Oh God, I love your cock in me! Oh, fuck my little girly cock! Oh Jesus, here it comes!" I cried. And I teetered on the edge for so long, the stretching of my poor backside straining my PCG muscle.

And then I came. My little penis, dwarfed by Ray's hand, jerked and my thin milky cum spurted out onto my belly. In my guts it felt like an eruption, but in reality it was just a couple squirts and then a trickle that ran down Ray's fist.

"That's it, baby, come for Papa!" Ray enthused. "Shoot your girl-cum!" He held my dick still and then helped me spasm out the last of my ejaculation. I could feel the stark contrast of the cock that barely poked out of his fist and the kielbasa that filled my ass so full.

"Oh, my God!" I panted, gasping to catch my breath and drifting back down to Earth.

"Yeah," Ray agreed with the unspoken volumes that words could not do justice. He looked down at the strings of watery cum on my belly and dragged his hand through them, coating the backs of his fingers. He held them up to my lips and I gratefully licked them clean. He gathered up another load on a finger and I sucked my own semen off his finger as if I were giving his finger a blow job. He cleaned off my whole belly that way before he reluctantly began to pull his cock out of me.

"Oh! Unh!" I whimpered in regret as I felt his softening cock slip out of my gaping asshole. I felt the coolness of air filling the cavern his cock had created there. Ray's hand rushed to fill the gap. cupping below my orifice as I felt his sperm begin to run out of me.

"Oh! Catch it!" I pleaded. "It's you, your ... stuff. I don't want to lose it! I want it!"

He brought the first handful up to my mouth and let it run off his fingers into my wide-open mouth. I tasted his cum for the first time, but not the last! The first glob tasted strongly of sperm, manly, acrid. He let me lick his hand clean and then he went back for more, the second batch tasting more of lube. I gasped as his fingers probed into my rectum, scooping up more of the mixture of semen and lube that I had tasted so often from Tonya's and then my own ass. I sucked on Ray's fingers dreamily, contented, as I felt my anus slowly try to close. It felt tingly, loose, stretched — and happy!

"Oh, Ray!" I gushed as he lay down next to me. I crushed him to my chest. "You've made me a happy woman!"

"You've made me a man," he said quietly and I heard something strange in his voice. I pushed myself up on one elbow and looked at him.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean ... I never did that before."

"You mean ... with a ... b-girl?"

"No. I mean, with anyone. I mean, fucking."

"What?!" I cried. "You're ... a virgin?!"

"Well, it depends on your definition. I've gotten blow jobs ... from girls. In college. And from ... prostitutes. But I could never ... go all the way with ... a girl ... in her ... you know.... I tried, but I could never ... never get it up ... to ... fuck a girl's ... thing. I've got a ... hang-up. They ... scare me. And I never could ... never could do what ... gays ... homosexuals do. I've never been attracted to ... guys. So tonight was ... was my first time to ... you know ... go all the way."

"Oh, Ray!" I said and I pulled him to me and hugged him and showered him with kisses. "Oh, you doll! You ... you ..."

"... freak?"

"No! You ... wonderful gorgeous man! I'm ... humbled! I'm honored! I mean, me ... I don't deserve you!"

"Oh, yes you do! You're perfect! You're beautiful and sexy! And ... well, I guess I'm no expert at all, far from it, but as far as I can tell, you're a very good fuck!"

"The best you ever had!” I gibed. ”But you must have been scared! At your age! Weren't you terrified it ... wouldn't ... work again?"

"A little, but not really. I just was so attracted to you, so ... excited! I've never been that attracted to a ... person, I mean, a person I really knew, not a fantasy, not a picture on a website, but a flesh and blood person."

"Oh, baby, we're gonna have to make up for lost time!" I said. My head was spinning. This gorgeous man was a virgin! I was his first, his only. Wow. What a responsibility. Was I taking advantage of a babe in the woods here? <Gulp!> Maybe now that the dam had burst, he'd have to sow his wild oats. Maybe he'd find out there were lots of other "girls" out there for him. And did I have the right to deprive him of that?

"Maybe ... maybe you should ... try out some other people. Find out what you like."

"Are you dumping me? Now that you find out how inexperienced I am? 'Let's date other people'?"

"No! No! No! I'm not dumping you! I'm just thinking, is it fair to you? Do you want to settle for the first girl you slept with? You've been late to the game. Do you want to settle down right away?"

He put his hand on my cheek.

"Janine, don't get ahead of yourself. I don't know where we're headed. We just met a week ago. But I know that there is something about you that I am very attracted to. Maybe I'm just lucky. Or maybe my instincts told me to wait for the right person to come along. But you could be that person. Wouldn't it be just as wrong to throw away the right person just because they were first?

"And don't act like you're such an expert at this stuff! How long have you been going out as Janine?"

"Uh ... not long," I hedged.

"So you're new at this too! Maybe that's good for us. Maybe we're meant to explore this together. Besides, I never said there wouldn't be others. I've already seen you fuck two other men! Are you going to be satisfied just with me?"

"Oh, Ray, you are quite satisfying!" I assured him. "In fact, I think I'd like another taste right now!"

I lowered my face to his crotch and took his still-wet cock into my mouth. I detected the tang of the last few drops of his cum mixed with the stronger taste of the lube. My saliva soon slicked his shaft and the combination of the lube and my spit made his cock marvelously slippery. His penis has been completely limp, but now it started to firm up a little, a testament either to my allure or his previous deprivation.

Fellatio turned out to be an effective way to discourage any further debate or soul-searching, as my mouth was busy and Ray's lolled open in silent ecstasy. It took a few minutes for me to have him erect again, although not the steely hardness he had sported earlier.

I was determined this time not just to satisfy my own need to get to know this gorgeous organ and commune with it, but to show off my own skills at pleasuring a man the way I knew they craved from my own personal experience. Certainly that made me a girl who had a leg up in that department, no matter my shortcomings in others.

As both of us had come once already, we could take our time without any impatience. I sucked his cock in a leisurely way. It gave me the luxury of just enjoying having a penis in my mouth, just to appreciate the way it slid over my lips and tongue, just savoring the warmth of the blood refilling it. It was such a pleasant feeling, the yielding firmness of the spongy tissue, hard yet soft. The head was such fun to play with, to feel the ridge pop in and out of my mouth, to turn my head this way and that, swirling my tongue around it. I could poke my tongue-tip into the slit, or feather it around the rim of his glans.

I sucked on just the head and then, when I hungered for more, I filled my mouth with it, pressing against the back of my throat and the roof of my mouth. I thrust it wetly in and out, stroking it up and down with my slick mouth, and then I just sucked on it like I was trying to suck a thick milkshake up from his balls.

Ray for his part could lay back and just enjoy the building arousal with no urgency. He looked relaxed, almost amused.

"Oh, Janine, this is ... like a dream come true!" He smiled broadly. "I feel like a king!"

"Yes, your majesty!" I played along, kissing his cockhead and then licking up and down the sensitive ridge running down the underside.

"I've felt like an outsider, watching everybody in couples or chasing after a mate, but I was left out. I didn't fit in."

"Well, you fit in, eventually, although it was a pretty tight fit!" I joked. "I think you'll fit in better next time!"

He grabbed at me and pulled me down to the bed with him, rolling over to pin me beneath him.

"Maybe I'd better hurry up while you're still relaxed!" he threatened.

"Oh no!" I cried out in mock horror. "Anything but that! Don't throw me in that briar patch!" Ray continued to mock wrestle with me. He was strong enough to pin me down while he reached for the jar of lube. I pretended to resist and I could feel myself become aroused at the idea of his overpowering me, of my being helpless in his arms. He flipped me over so that I was on my belly beneath him.

"You think you can tempt me and then withhold your charms, wench?" he continued to play his role.

"Would you take advantage of my innocence? Would you take my maidenhead and leave me ruined? I am but a poor maidservant who was attending to my lord!"

I felt Ray's fingers penetrate my anus with a dollop of lube.

"Innocent? I think not! I think this prize has been claimed before, and more than once! See how easily it surrenders to me! It fair yawns open. And do I detect the foul spendings of a man before me? Nay, you are no maiden, but a whore well acquainted with the baser pleasures. Up on your knees, strumpet, and prepare to serve your lord!"

I pushed up to my knees and I waggled my ass seductively at Ray. My now-erect penis swayed from side to side lewdly.

"No, please let me go! Do not force your manhood up my poor behind!"

Ray slathered lube up and down his shaft.

"Prepare yourself to sheathe my sword, harlot!"

He prodded my anus with his greasy cockhead and my rosebud easily blossomed around it. This time he pushed forward steadily with much less resistance. I felt almost no pain and the feeling of being filled was like a homecoming.

"Oh, God, so hot, so slippery," Ray gasped. He began to fuck me and his cock slid in and out , sending blissful feelings from every part of my rectum. "God, is this what sloppy seconds is like? It's ... heavenly!  So nice...."

My ass was heating up almost from the get-go. I could feel every inch of his cock and every inch of my bowel caressing him. It felt not so much like an invasion this time as like a joining.

"God, I love to feel you up me! Oh, it's like scratching an itch that I need scratched so bad. Don't stop! Please fuck me!" I loved the steady pumping in and out, filling and leaving only to be filled again. Ever so slowly Ray began to be more forceful, planting himself all the way inside me, his crotch hitting into my buttocks with every thrust. Being fucked from behind was more animalistic, more primal. "Oh God, use me! I want you to fuck me over and over and over!"

"It's so good! So good! What have I been missing? God, I'll fuck this ass forever!"

His pelvis pushed me forward with every thrust and then pulled me back with every withdrawal. I felt my earrings and my necklace swinging back and forth in rhythm. In the same tempo swung my cock and balls, a disorienting juxtaposition.

To my surprise I felt him reach around me and grasp my cockette. His hand was still greasy from lubing himself. Now his strokes were synchronizing with the plunges into my innards. The combination had me feeling as if he were fucking my cock as he fucked my ass.

"I want to make you feel so good, Janine. I want to feel you come while I fuck you!"

That sent my brain into orbit. My confused cock thrust into his hand as it obeyed the primal urge to spurt into a cunt. Every thrust of his cock was like blowing up a balloon about to burst. His hand felt so good on me and his penis felt so good up me. God, how could I ever walk away from such bliss? How could I ever go back to being a vanilla heterosexual? I didn't care anymore what it took, what I was. I had to have this. I wanted to have this. This was good.

This second fuck was almost leisurely. That gave us time to enjoy it oh, so well! Ray fucked on and on, and my little cock slipped through his greasy hand so delightfully. I squeezed his cock with my ass, delighting in having his manhood inside me. We could appreciate every sensation, savor it, feel the pleasure build. It built and built and then almost without warning, it was too much!

I trembled and shook and then my innards were spewing out across the sheet underneath me. My little penis was spurting its thin milky fluid in a desperate ejaculation.

"Argh!" I choked out. "Ray! Oh, Ray! Oh fuck! Oh fuck me!"

"My God, I can feel you! I can feel you coming! God, you're squeezing my cock!" he answered. He began to slam into me harder as soon as he felt my spasms die. I think my orgasm sort of validated him, just as his lust validated me. But he did not come immediately. He thrust in and out, long and hard, almost as if his continued fucking were laying claim: "This is my ass and I'll fuck it as long and hard as I like!" And that made me smile. I said to myself, 'Yes! My ass is yours. Fuck it good! Show it who's boss!'

But soon I detected the telltale raggedness of the male nearing climax. His thrusts became jerkier as his nervous system was put into overdrive by sensations that seemed to promise he was on the verge of  impregnating a fertile female. But he'd been fooled by faked female signals, artificial lubrication, and an unnaturally stretched anus into dumping his precious DNA into a man's ass.

And he couldn't have been happier about it!

He moaned as his big beautiful cock spasmed and pumped his progeny wastefully into my colon for the second time in an hour.

'Yes, paint my ass with your sperm,' I thought. Right now I could care less about whether I was gay or straight or married or a cuckold. The feeling of a man's essence filling my bowels was intoxicating! The spasms of his cock in my rectum proved I was good for something. It felt like a stamp of approval, a stamp that could not be counterfeited.

Ray collapsed onto my back, crushing me down to the bed beneath his weight, but the heat of his body and the sensation of his penis still filling my ass was comforting. I could feel the scratchiness of his chest hair against my smooth back and his pubic patch tickled my buttocks. I rested in a blissful post-orgasmic daze. My well-used ass tingled pleasantly and I was dimly aware of a slow oozing of cum down my cleft and onto my ball sac. I was resting in the sticky remains of my own spurt. I didn't mind: it was a satisfying kind of mess. Besides, it wasn't me who was going to have to change the sheets!

Eventually Ray had to slip his cock out of me and roll onto his side. I could feel a gout of cum and lube dripping from me. I whimpered at the loss, but Ray sensed what I wanted and his deft fingers scooped up a dollop of the mixture. He brought it to my face as I sniffed the heady aroma before I gratefully licked up his offering.

"More!" I whispered urgently and he plunged two fingers into my behind to coat them with the stuff before returning it to my lips. I sucked his fingers lewdly, mimicking the movements I had used on his cock a short while before. Ray smiled at my eagerness to taste his semen, signifying my devotion to him. He rolled me onto my side and stroked my belly, feeling the residue of my own cum in a thin film there. His hand trailed up to my chest, where he lazily toyed with my nipples for a minute. I had no energy left to respond erotically, but the intimacy of the contact was wonderful! After a man's fucked you in the ass, what can you deny him?

I rolled onto my side and snuggled up to him, front to front, our legs intertwined. I shivered at the unfamiliar sensation of our two cocks pressing together. His cock was wet with lube and cum. I reached down and grasped both penises in one hand. That was a glorious feeling! Our two sensitive undersides were together. Although we were both flaccid now, it still felt good and I could even feel a little life coming into them as I continued to press the two shafts to each other.

That was a sight that one was never supposed to see, two cocks tangling, but it was a sight that pleased me now! Ray’s easy praise of my “perfect girl-cock”” made me happy to see our two organs cuddling together! Ray's penis dwarfed mine, but I lined the two heads up so that their frenulums touched. Both drooled a little leftover cum, Ray's all shiny and cum-streaked. I sighed with satisfaction.

"Ray, that was wonderful!" I told him, letting his cock go so that I could hug and kiss him. "You made me feel so good!"

He hugged me back, one hand going to my backside and squeezing my rump.

"I never even knew anything could feel that good, Janine! You've made me a happy man tonight!"

"Maybe we should get some sleep now," I suggested.

He pushed a lock of hair from my face.

"I hope you won't find it too presumptuous, but I had hoped we'd end up here, so I took the liberty of planning to make things more comfortable," he said, getting up from the bed. He went to the closet and pulled out a pink nightie. "I called Tonya to get your size. It's new. It's not like I have a stock here for all my overnight guests!"

I felt myself almost tearing up! His thoughtfulness touched me and made me feel special.

"Oh, Ray, how considerate!" I took the hanger from his hand and felt the silky feel of it. "It's very feminine!" I said, looking at the lacy adornments. "It's just what I would have picked!" I pulled it on over my head. It was fairly short, which made it all the more sexy!

Ray came up behind me, pressing his cock against my rear end covered with the filmy material.

"Do you like it?"

"Oh, yes!" I said, turning and hugging him. "It's perfect!" I said and kissed him, feeling very feminine.

"Then let me cut the tag off. I wanted to be sure it was the right size before I did that." He snipped it off. "There's a toothbrush for you in the bathroom."

I kissed him again and went into the bathroom. There was a brand new toothbrush on the counter. Before I picked it up I looked at myself in the mirror in my new nightie. My make-up was a little mussed, but I was still wearing my eyelashes, earrings, and the necklace. My cheeks glowed, complimented nicely by the bright pink of the gown. I looked like a beautiful, sexually satisfied woman!

I picked up some toilet paper and wiped up the mess slowly leaking from my backside. My rectum felt nice and warm and tingly. I could feel that it still gaped open, but it was gradually closing. I sighed with pleasant memories of how it had gotten that way. What a perfect first night!

I looked at myself in the mirror again. Without my bra and falsies and my padded panties, I was a pretty skinny girl. My nipples still tingled from the sex and Ray's attentions. I put my hands over my AA boobs and gripped them. ’I may have to do something about that,’ I thought. I imagined a pair of "enhanced" tits filling my hand and hanging off of my chest. I took my hands away and imagined them poking out, filling the front of my nightie. I turned to look at my boyish ass and hips. Would I take hormones to give myself a figure? Would I like to see my butt rounding out, pushing out the back of this nightie, enticing Ray for another go?

Hormones might shrink my already undersized penis, and, I'd heard, make it harder to get an erection. I would hate to lose erections. As for size, who cared? How big did it need to be to masturbate? Ray had already said he liked how cute and "girl-sized" it was. Maybe he'd like it even better if it were smaller. I raised the hem of my nightie to see my shrunken wee-wee. It was pretty pathetic. Who'd notice if it were a little smaller?

But I was pretty sure Ray would like it if I had tits and a more feminine ass! I twitched my ass at myself in the mirror. "More" feminine was the operative word, I thought. "Feminine" was mostly about how you shook it! And I guessed I shook it pretty good!

I brushed my teeth floating on a self-satisfied cloud. Then I breezed into the bedroom, my pink nightie wafting around me. Ray waited for me sprawled across the bed. His appreciative look made me feel beautiful! I slipped off my necklace and earrings before I joined him. I snuggled up next to him, surprising myself with how much I craved the feeling of his masculine body against mine! I had wondered if, once the sex was out of the way, his hairy muscular body would repulse me. But somehow I had truly entered my Janine persona and I felt no qualms about enjoying the attractive man beside me!

Ray didn't seem to have any reservations either. He pulled up the hem of my nightie so he could stroke my hairless behind, and then his hand moved to cradling my wilted cock and balls, almost as if his cunt-phobia needed reassurance that no vagina lurked nearby.

I found my penis firming up slightly, although I was too exhausted to coax another full erection from my little girl-cock. In my turn I found myself drawn to take his manhood in hand, and we kissed lazily while holding each other that way. I found the sensation of pressing my joystick against Ray's package surprisingly delightful, despite the fact that Nature never designed them to fit together! Perhaps the very naughtiness of it was the lure for me.

"Janine, I will never forget this night!" Ray whispered as we both slowly drifted into slumber.

From time to time I awoke that night, briefly disoriented to find myself not in my bed at home. I was amazed each time to find myself sharing a bed with a gorgeous man! I couldn't believe my luck! In a half-dream state I reached out and felt his firm muscles and dusting of dark hair and inhaled his masculine scent. I ran my hand over his chest and cupped his ass and I felt my little cockette start to stir. My penis longed to touch his and I scooted over to feel his shaft fence with mine. I was a girl with a cock I told myself and the idea was not strange, embarrassing, nor repulsive to me. I marveled at my good fortune to find a man (or men) who found that combination enticing, even thrilling!


-Day 100 Sunday-

Our exertions of the previous night left us both exhausted and we slept in late on Sunday morning. While Ray continued to doze, I snuck into the bathroom with my clutch purse and gave myself another enema. I had plans! I refreshed my make-up as best I could from the meager supply I could fit in my little purse and rued my 5 am shadow. I was lucky that I never had a heavy beard in the first place.

Tiptoeing back into the bedroom I snatched up the jar of lube and liberally greased my asshole. Then I slipped under the covers and took Ray's manhood in hand. He groaned as I began to stroke him steadily, and I was pleased to see his shaft stiffening nicely. The morning light was bright enough that I could appreciate the beauty of his male organ anew. My own cock stiffened in pale imitation of this gorgeous fuckpole. My ass twitched impatiently for me to get on with it, but I wanted to savor Ray's endowment with my hands, mouth, and ass.

Ray stirred and opened his eyes and threw back the covers, to reveal his new girlfriend masturbating him as a wake-up call.

"What have I been missing all these years? Have I died and gone to heaven?"

"God, I hope girls like me go to heaven! Not according to most people!"

"You'll be in my heaven!" he reassured me. In fact, there might not be any of the other kind of girls in my heaven!"

I stopped this odd train of conversation by wrapping my lips around the head of his cock. I could still taste cum and lube on it from the night before and the scent of yesterday's cum only fired my lust more, associated as it was with sucking cum from Tonya's rank pussy. I marveled again how my previously heterosexual mouth could find such delightful pleasure in being filled with man-meat. I sucked on Ray's penis with such enthusiasm, as if I'd never done it before.

"Oh, Jesus, that's good! Where have you been all my life?"

"Wasting my time with pussy, I guess," I answered.

"Such a shame! But I'm glad you've finally seen the light!"

I worshipped Ray's rod with my mouth, bending over it like a supplicant. But I prayed for my new god to rise for a nobler purpose. Once it was well aroused and its juices rising, I grabbed for the lube jar and added its jelly to the generous coating of my saliva. As always, the sheen of lube made his erection look even more lewd and almost menacing. My anus felt a twinge of fear and want at the same time! My rectum cried at its emptiness and longed to be stretched and filled again.

I threw my leg over Ray's belly, my pink nightie covering us both in its gossamer film. My ass was poised above Ray's rampant tool, but he reached his arms around me and pulled me to his chest so that he could plant a passionate kiss on my fresh lipstick. I kissed him back and then pushed myself away.

"Hey, lover boy, you're holding up the show!" I scolded.

"A guy can't kiss his best girl before she fucks him dry?" he complained.

"Kiss me after your cock is in me!" I suggested. I reached behind me and found his jutting erection, already drooling a thread of pre-cum! I sighed to feel how hard and thick it was, and I wondered how my ass could accommodate it again. But I was dying to try! I held it to my pucker and my heart skipped a beat as the touch of its tip against my sphincter sent a thrill through me! I sank onto it and it spread my hole just enough to feel a delicious pressure. The <ulp!> feeling of something going the wrong way sent a familiar twinge through my guts.

'Yes, I'm being violated,' I said to myself. 'Yes, I know I'm committing a crime against nature to seize some forbidden pleasure and to please my man.' My ass protested but I prodded my anus with Ray's cockhead, coaxing it to relax and let this wonderful organ fill me. I bounced on Ray's penis, no doubt teasing him awfully, but at the same time prying my sphincter open against its better judgment. I felt a strain, a stretching, a mild pain, and then I felt his cock push through the resistance. I loved the stretched feeling now and my stomach flipped as I sank my weight down, forcing his rod deep within me!

I rocked forward and my ass breathed a sigh of relief, but its respite was short-lived, as I used the relaxation of its defenses to rock back onto Ray's shaft and drive it deeper into my bowels. I rocked forward and back again and with a cry I felt my cheeks meet his thighs and his cock prod the top of my rectum! I felt skewered, as if his cockhead were tickling the back of my throat, as my position astride him provided the deepest possible penetration.

"Oh, yeah!" Ray gasped, as my colon gripped the top of his penis. I was thrilled by the feelings of dominance from being on top, being in control, even though I was the one being sodomized. I leaned forward, raking his shaft with my tight butthole and then plunged his cock back deeply within me. It felt as if I were milking him. I could feel my sphincter pull on him with every lurch forward; when I sat back down on him, it was as if I were penetrating him, rather than vice versa.

Meanwhile my own little stiffy jutted lewdly above Ray's belly and my little balls bounced on his pubic hairs. I pulled my nightgown aside so I could look at myself and I found the sight of my little hard-on excitingly perverse! Ray must have enjoyed it too, as he immediately reached down to wrap his hand around my slim shaft.

"I love your little peenie," he said quietly and I shuddered with the double pleasure of his stroking my shaft and giving my equipment a humiliating pet name. "It's just the cute little cock a girl should have. A little baby girl-cock," he continued as he masturbated me wonderfully. The rhythm of his stroking and the pistoning of his cock in and out of my rectum were deliriously pleasurable!

"Oh, God, that feels so good! Your hand feels so good and your cock feels so good!"

I was loving being in control of the speed and depth of the fucking. Ray's penis delightfully poked my prostate on every pass. The combination of his cock in my ass and his hand on my penis was quickly overpowering.

"God, I'm gonna come already!" I warned him. I sat down on his cock, sending shockwaves through my stomach and I hunched against his root while my little member sprayed semen across his chest and onto my nice new nightgown. "Arrrgggghhh!" I groaned as the aftershocks rippled down my penis.

"Keep fucking me!" Ray insisted and I obeyed him despite my post-orgasmic lassitude. To my relief he let go of my supersensitive cock. His manhood still felt pretty good to my ass, so it didn't take me long to get back into the swing of riding his cock back and forth.

"Give it to me, baby!" I urged him. "My ass wants to feel your hot spunk!" My ass heated up and loosened up and Ray's penis penetrated me with greater and greater ease. "God, I love when you fuck me! I can't get enough of it!" I began to fuck him with more abandon. He began to meet my ass with a thrust of his hips off the bed and I knew he was peaking. He grabbed my hips and started taking over, slamming his groin up into me.

"I want you!" I told him. "Mark me! Make me your girl!" That was enough for him. He slammed up into me and held my hips hard to him and felt his cock explode deep inside. I felt every spurt of his hot cream.

"That's it, baby!" I cooed to him. "That's it, give me your stuff. Give it all to me!" Ray grunted with animal heat. My ass felt like the hottest, slickest cunt to his bamboozled instincts. I squeezed, milking more juice from him and he spasmed up into me, tortured by the grip of my ass. "I got your cock, your big beautiful cock, right where I want it, up my ass, dumping its hot love way inside me."

He gasped and hugged me to him. forcing me to stay still, but I could still milk him with my sphincters. I squeezed his cock and he moaned.

"You devil, stop it!" he begged me. "It's too much now! Please!" I chuckled and let myself collapse on top of him, his long cock still 8 inches up my bottom. I could feel his cock starting to shrink slowly and his cum start to ooze down my passage. I kissed him all over his face, my heart full of love for how he made me feel!

I pulled forward and felt his cock slip out of me and goo start to drip onto his belly. I reached behind me to seal my gaping anus and rolled onto my side. His cock was still at half-mast and it was wet with his own cum and lube. It looked delicious. I couldn't resist!

I licked the sensitive underside gently, relishing the taste of his cum, and Ray tensed only slightly and did not stop me. I continued to gently nuzzle and clean his penis like a cat, and then I took it in my mouth and sucked off all the tasty man-seed, vacuuming out all of his last drops of sperm. I followed that up by licking up his belly and chest, catching what had dripped off his cock and my own little squirt.

Then I sat upright and squeezed out as much of the cum that I could into my already-gooey fingers. Then I licked them clean as if I were licking an ice cream cone. A man cream cone!

"I love to taste you! I'm going to memorize your taste, so I can tell it from any other cum."

"So you're going to be tasting lots of other men's cum, are you?"

"Of course! I'm a slut, didn't I tell you? I'm not just a butt-fucking naughty b-girl. I'm a slutty butt-fucking cock-sucking b-girl."

"I knew there was something I liked about you! It's that you're easy! Remember, the first time I met you, you practically had my friend's cock in your whore mouth!" he reminded me. He gave a theatrical sigh. "But I suppose it would be selfish of me to try to keep talents like yours all to myself."

"You can try though! You can shower me with presents, dinners, trips, and affection ... and presents!" I said, batting my eyelashes at him in my best coy coquette fashion.

"No, I think I'll just lock you up in my dungeon. Did I tell you about my dungeon?" he said, rolling on top of me and holding me down. I squealed and mock-struggled but mostly I was just enjoying the feel of his heavy body pressing down onto mine and his heavy cock pressed against my own. I felt my penis thrilling at the contact, but my stomach demanded more attention.

"How am I going to make you breakfast if I'm locked up in your nasty dungeon?" I asked him.

"Brunch, you mean," said Ray, looking at the clock.

"Well, we had good reason to be exhausted!" I said. "And a girl's got to get her beauty sleep."

"Breakfast does sound good.  What's your specialty?"

"The works: pancakes, eggs, bacon or sausage, whatever you've got." I reached down and grasped his luscious cock. "I need you to keep your strength up!"

My pretty new nightgown had a streak of dried cum all down the front, which dismayed me, except for remembering how it got there. All Ray had for an apron was a distressingly masculine denim one, but he could hardly be expected to have a full wardrobe for his non-existent female guests. We'd have to correct that if I were going to be spending any time here. But I was getting ahead of myself. A girl in love tends to do that.

In love? Did I say that? Ray busied himself with making coffee while I whipped up some pancake batter. Was I talking about being in love after one week and two dates? In lust more like it, I thought with chagrin. Being led around by your little 'peenie" again? 'Don't forget me!' my tingling rectum added. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the wonderful "used" feeling in my ass. For a former heterosexual I sure loved getting fucked up the ass! The idea of giving that up anytime soon did not appeal.

"But there's a lot of fish in the sea," I could hear my mother's voice. (My mother giving me she-males dating advice?) "Don't fall in love with the first pretty face that smiles at you," (or the first raging hard-on that paints your colon?). Of course his was by far not the first, nor he even the first man that I had dated as Janine, but the first who had accepted me for what I was and treated me "like a lady."

'Let's just see how it goes,’ I thought to myself as I flipped pancakes.

Ray came up behind me and pressed his latest erection against the crack of my ass as he cupped my nipples in his hands underneath the apron front.

"Watch out! I'll burn something!" I scolded.

"I got something burning for you!" he joked, humping his hard-on into my rump. 'Wow!' I thought, 'this guy's got some libido!' But it felt good to have his arms around me, to feel his body next to mine, and to be the object of such adoration. My own little cockette stiffened against the stove front. I turned and awkwardly kissed him over my shoulder.

I hurriedly scooped the pancakes onto a plate before they really did burn. Ray backed off as I ladled the eggs and sausage onto our plates. He had a beautiful veranda with a patio set and a view of the trees that separated him from his neighbors. Ray had poured us orange juice and brought a carafe of fresh coffee and mugs. The day was warming and it was pleasant to sit out even in our pj's. It was an idyllic way to spend a Sunday morning.

Ray had brought out the paper and we drank coffee and leafed through it. It turned out that we both grabbed for the Sunday crossword, so we decided to do it together.

"5 letters, starting with P, 'Stirs the fire,'" Ray asked.

"Prick? Penis?" I suggested.

"No, I think 'poker' is what they were thinking of!

"Well, that works too. Your 'poker' stirred my fire pretty good!"

"Thanks for the compliment!" Ray responded. "Starting from the K in 'poker,' 6 letters, 'Fate.'"

"'Kismet,'" I said, "As in, 'It was kismet that we met and kissed!'"

"Oh, gawd!" Ray groaned as my pun. "But you're right, 'kismet' fits."

"And I'm right that it was kismet that we met," I said, giving him a soulful look and leaning over to kiss him.

Ray met my lips and returned my kiss, and then said into my mouth, "We'll never finish this crossword at this rate!"

"Pshaw!" I disagreed. "With two crossword brains like ours, no mere puzzle can resist." I reached over and brushed the front of his pajamas. "Oh, there's that nasty poker poking again!" I scolded, but I was really more flattered that I apparently aroused him that much. My own 'pokette' poked at the front of my nightie. Ray reached over and put his hand around my hard-on, wrapping the filmy fabric around it.

"People in glass houses shouldn't throw stones," he teased.

"You are a naughty boy!" I whispered, "and I love that about you!" I said before I returned to kissing him.

"'A job or a board,' Ray said, returning to the puzzle. "10 letters, beginning with C."

"Too long for 'hand job,'" I said, sighing in frustration that he'd removed his hand from my cock.

"Doesn't begin with C."

""Cunnilingus?' Too long. 'Cock polish?'" I suggested.

"I don't think the puzzle theme is 'sexual slang.'"

"Too bad. We should construct one," I said.

"I don't know how they do it, myself. But you're pretty good at making things fit together!"

"Yes, in a crossword everything needs to fit together, nice and tight."

"And the fewer holes, the better the puzzle, I understand!" Ray pointed out.

"Thank God for people that like fewer holes," I said, kissing his cheek. I turned back to the puzzle. "What crosses with that C-word?"

When the puzzle was done and we'd drunk all the coffee we could stand, I reluctantly felt it was time to go home. I was enjoying Ray's company, but I was wary about too much of a good thing or overstaying my welcome.

"It's probably time I headed home, lover," I said.

"Yeah, I suppose," Ray replied. "I have to show up at my parent's house for Sunday dinner. I'd invite you, but that might be pushing it. I mean, I think they're thrilled to see me with a date, but if it looks like we're inseparable, they'll be thinking it's too much, too soon."

"Is it? Is this too much too soon?" I wondered aloud.

"Not if it's right, Janine," Ray said, taking me in his arms. "When it's right, it's right."

I felt a thrill go up my spine and my legs turn to jelly. This guy really liked me! I really liked him. My mouth went dry.

"Well, not too much to pack!" I said, changing the subject. I shucked off my cum-stained nightie and pulled on my pre-cum stained panties and gaff, and slipped on my evening wear for a very inappropriate early afternoon ensemble. Ray pointedly threw my nightie into his laundry basket, giving the message, 'This is here for next time.' He drove me home and we kissed in the car sitting in my driveway.

"I had a wonderful time. In fact, the best time I can ever remember," I said, choking up slightly.

"Can I see you again soon? This week sometime?"

"Sure. Call me."

"I will," he said, and I knew he would.

I walked into the house to find a note from Tonya and Brian that they were at the pool. I was just as glad to have some time to myself. The first thing I wanted to do was to get out of the gown that had been so perfect the night before but was so out of place at home on a Sunday afternoon. Not to mention that it didn't fit as well once I didn't have all of Natalie's magic to create cleavage.

I dragged myself into the shower and it felt good to get clean. Washing my sticky cock and my tender anus brought back pleasant memories of how they'd gotten that way, but also a reminder that there were limits on how many rounds a girl like me could go before there‘d be a price to pay. I might have to take it easy for a couple days.

I thought about joining Tonya and Brian at the pool, although that would be the closest to "coming out" in front of our neighbors that I had done. We hadn't done anything about getting me a swimsuit. I looked in Tonya's closet and found a sundress that was loose-fitting enough that I could fit into it. I reapplied my make-up, earrings, and wig. 'How would I swim in a wig?' I wondered.

I got in the car and drove over to the pool. "Here goes," I said to myself, wondering if I'd bump into any neighbors and if they'd see through my disguise. If so, oh well. Their problem.

I found Brian and Tonya on adjoining loungers getting some sun.

"Well, look who's here!" Tonya exclaimed. Under her breath she said, "I didn't think she'd be able to walk today! And look who's been rummaging in my closet and stealing my dresses!"

"Well, I didn't have anything for the pool! I can hardly wear a ball gown, can I?"

"...and skinny-dipping would give the whole game away, wouldn't it?"

I pulled a lounger next to Tonya under an umbrella.

"So I guess he didn't kick you out of bed! How did it go?"

"It went great! Better than great! Better than I had any right to hope for. Wonderful, in fact!" I told her.

"Oh, I'm so happy for you! And proud! It's like you're my little sister, going out to the prom!"

"I feel like that. Like the captain of the football team asked me to the prom and I didn't know why he asked me, and I didn't know how it'd go. Except Ray’s better than the captain of the football team. He's a gentleman. Hey, you didn't tell me he'd called about finding out my size!"

"It was a surprise! So did you like what he picked?"

"Oh, it was beautiful! I felt so pretty in it!" I saw Brian roll his eyes at that, but I tried not to let him spoil it. "I was pretty in it, Mr. Macho! And Ray thought so too."

"And his family?"

"Oh, I liked his sister! She was telling me family stories, trying to embarrass Ray. They were just glad to see him there with a date. They've been starting to worry that he was going to end up a hermit or something."

"Yeah, or something. Like 'gay,'" Brian broke in. "Which he is."

"He is not!" I protested. "He's not attracted to guys."

"No, just cocks."

"Well, only if they're attached to ... girls. It's different. And it hasn't been easy for him. I ... I was ... his first!"

"First guy?" Brian asked.

"First anything!" I replied.

"What? He was a virgin?!!!" Tonya exclaimed.

"Keep it down!" I shushed her. In a low voice, "Well, yes and no. He'd never ... f... [whispering] fucked anybody before, male or female. He'd gotten blow jobs or hand jobs, but never, y'know...."

"And you were his first!" Tonya beamed. "So was it good?"

"Better than good! And he was up for more, like right away! We did it twice last night and once this morning and he had a hard-on again before I got out the door!"

"Making up for lost time, I guess!" Brian smirked.

"Oh, yeah, he found out what he's been missing!" Tonya agreed. "Just like I did," she said, squeezing Brian's thigh. "When you realize what you've been missing, you're like a kid in a candy store. You can't get enough!" She leaned over and kissed him.

"You lucky girl!" Brian bragged.

"No arguments here!" Tonya answered and I saw a look go between them that made me feel very left out.

"Speaking of candy stores, how was Ray's lollipop?" Tonya turned back to me.

"Tonya!" I said, genuinely surprised by her crassness. "It was perfect! The Cuck 'n' Bull's standards were not relaxed to admit him, let's say. We were ... a good fit."

"And, ahem, what did he think of your little spigot there? Was that a problem?"

"I worried about that too. But it wasn't a problem at all. He's perfectly OK with it. He thinks it's cute: 'Just the size a girl's cock should be,' he said."

"Haw!" Brian chortled. "'A girl's cock'! He's got that right! I love it! Maybe you're right. Maybe he isn't gay, because if he was, he'd want his lover to have a real man's penis! He wouldn't be satisfied with your gherkin there!"

“And you know the best part?” I whispered to Tonya. ”Because he was OK with it, it really helped me be OK with it. It didn’t bother me that we both have cocks...”

“After a fashion!” Tonya teased.

“...because it didn’t bother him.  In fact, he liked playing with it!”

Tonya grinned at that and winked at me.

"What about his Mom and Dad? Did they seem to like you?" she asked.

"Like I said, I think they were just happy he had a date. His Mom is pretty stiff, but she said I'd have to come over to swim at their pool. Which, by the way, I don't have any swimsuit for to go swimming in."

"So did anyone give you the fish eye?"

"Not that I could tell. But they're not likely to come up and say, 'He's a man!' are they?"

"But I think you might get some funny looks or see some whispering. So, apart from the sex.... Do you still like him? Does he still like you? Is he going to call you?"

"They always say they're going to, don't they? But, yeah, I'm sure he will."

"And you hope he will?"

"Oh, yeah! He's ... he's a pretty great guy. There's something there. Some chemistry."

"And you're still OK with, um, dating a man?"

”Yes, about dating him I am! But I think we're both a little, um, gun-shy about how fast it's going. It feels like we're on a runaway train going downhill."

"On greased tracks, if you know what I mean!" Brian chimed in, guffawing.

"Thanks so much, Brian," I said sarcastically. "Count on you to raise the level of discussion when two girls are discussing affairs of the heart."

"Haw!" Brian snorted. "How'd you ever marry him? Are you a closet lesbo, Tonya?"

"Maybe lesbians have it right, Brian. Two women are probably better partners than any man could be to a woman. If it weren't for the sex, I'd take Johnny over you in a heartbeat!"

"But there is the sex!" Brian said, subtly rearranging the large cock crammed into his swim trunks.

"But I think we're both a little freaked out by the fact that we're each other's first. I mean, what if this is just infatuation, you know, the novelty?"

"No way to tell but to ride it out and see where it goes. If he makes you happy and you make him happy, that's all that counts."

"Plus the sex," Brian added. "So speaking of riding it out, did you ride him yet?"

"A lady never tells," I retorted.

"But we know you ain't no lady!" Brian murmured.

"But she is!" Tonya came back. "And becoming more of a lady all the time. Speaking of which, have you been thinking of taking this any further, I mean, being Janine?"

"You mean like...?"

"Hormones? Implants? Coming out at work?"

"Would ... would that be OK with you? I mean, did you sign up for that? You're still my wife. How would you feel about that?"

"Me? What about you? What do you want?"

"Well, you're right. I have been thinking about it! You know, when the falsies come off and the padded panties, then I'm a guy with make-up on."

"No, not really a guy," Brian countered. "But not a girl either. Sort of a neuter."

"Thanks! But he's half-right. I'm sort of on the fence, and that's never a great place to be. Neither fish nor fowl."

"But Ray likes you," Tonya pointed out.

"But I keep thinking that he might like me even better if I ... went further. And I might like me better. Feel more confident. But they're all big steps. Not irreversible, I guess, but pretty hard to take back. But, yeah, I guess I have been thinking that.... Well, if I'm gonna be a girl, I should be a girl, not 'just play one on TV.' When I'm taking a shower, I'm washing my chest and I think, 'What would it be like to have real tits?' " For a second I was back in that shower and imagining what it would be like to have my hands filled with soft, heavy tits. Mmmm.

"Oh! I didn't even tell you!" I told them. "The charity last night: it was for breast cancer! So guess what? There were all these plastic surgeons there who specialize in breast reconstruction! Ray introduced one as ’the best in the state’! So if I wanted to do it—he could hook me up with the best!"

"God, that's just so ... ironic," Brian said. I was impressed he knew the word 'ironic,' much less that he could use it properly in a sentence. "Maybe it's a sign!"

I wasn't going to tell him, but I was sort of thinking that way myself. The way everything seemed to be lining up....

"Hormones would be an easy step," Tonya said. "And a lot less drastic and expensive than surgery. Do you want to call Maxine? I don't know if she'd need to do any tests or anything."

"What, to see if he's got low T?" Brian interrupted. "I think that's pretty obvious. Don't need a test for that. Just pull down your shorts. I mean, panties."

"I don't know!” Tonya protested. ”I'm not a doctor. Maybe she'd just write a prescription. Hell, maybe she'd phone one in this afternoon."

When she put it like that, suddenly I felt on the spot. Would I do that? Take female hormones? Actually change my body? To tell the truth I actually felt pretty excited about the idea when Tonya made it sound so easily within reach! I could imagine putting that pill in my mouth and feeling like I was taking steps toward really being Janine! And every day, I'd be taking another step. I felt a rush of emotion wash across my body.

"Yes! Yes, I do want to. Do you think she really would? Would she prescribe it to me right away? Is that even legal?"

"I don't think she'd be too worried about that, but it's not like she hasn't examined you. She had to do that for us to get into the Cuck 'n' Bull. I'm sure it is legal. But we're not going to sue her! I'll call her right now!"

"Not right here when anybody could overhear!" I whispered urgently. "'Could you phone in a prescription for female hormones for my cross-dressing husband, please?' " I mimicked. " 'He wants to start becoming a girl right away.' Great if one our neighbors heard that!"

"They're going to figure it out sooner or later, babe," Tonya said. "Or else they're going to think I've murdered my husband and buried him in the basement, so my hunky boyfriend could move in!" she said, hugging Brian. "But, OK, I'll go out to the car to call her."

Of course, just then one of our neighbors two doors down, walked up.

"Tonya! How are you? Is John here with you?"

"Oh, hi, Marge. No, John's at the office. A big project."

"Too bad! It's such a nice day for the pool! Who are your guests?" asked the nosey woman.

"This is my good friend, Brian. And this is ... John's cousin, Janine. She's visiting. Looking for a job, actually. John thought he might be able to get her on at his office," she said, thinking quickly.

"How nice to meet you!" Marge said. "I can see the family resemblance!"

"Well, nice to see you. We were just leaving," Tonya said as she whisked us away.

Tonya started calling Maxine as soon as we got into the car.

"Maxine! Sorry to bother you on a weekend, but I was wondering if you could do us a favor. You know Johnny's been going to Natalie and Burke's. Oh, yes! He ... she's taken to it like a duck to water! She's even been on a few dates already and she's got a boyfriend! Yes: 'Janine.'

"Well, the reason I'm calling you is that he, er, she wants to start on the hormones. Yeah! I know! But she can't wait! We trust your judgment. Whatever you usually prescribe for this situation. She'd like to start as soon as possible. Pharmaco. On Walnut. Wonderful! No, we'll read everything before the first pill. Sure. No, we'll call you if we have any questions.

"Really? Even smaller? Well, it's not as if he were using them for anything! I don't think his boyfriend will mind. Right, her boyfriend. He thinks it's 'cute.' " Tonya laughed. "Well, it is! Especially since he's shaved down there! It looks like a little boy's. Will it still be able to ... get hard? And, you know. Yeah? But he'll ... she'll still be able to...? Uh huh. Oh. Uh huh. Really? Yeah. Uh huh. How long? Uh huh. Mm. Huh! OK. Anything else? OK.

"Thanks so much, Maxine. Sure, we'll see you at the Cuck. That's where we met Ray. The new boyfriend. No, I think he's new. I think his second time there was Johnny's first time there as Janine. I know. It's like a movie script—love at first sight! Well, you'll be helping it have storybook ending! Thanks again. Sorry to call on a Sunday. I know. No rest for the wicked! Yes, it's a full-time job, isn't it? Bye!"

Tonya turned to me.

"She'll do it! She's phoning in the prescriptions right now!"

I felt nervous, excited, and a little scared, as if we were planning a drug deal. But it was all legal. Just not very ... normal. No, nothing normal about it.

We went home and decided to wait a little while so the prescriptions would be filled when we got there. But when it came time to go, I realized we'd made a blunder. The Pharmaco was where Marty worked! I couldn't very well walk in there and ask for a prescription for John ____! I wasn't even sure it would be very smart to go to the drive-up window. I mean, a girl coming up and handing over her driver's license with a man's name. Confidentiality could be trumped by gossip. We decided that we'd have Tonya pick up the prescriptions for me at the drive-through.

She came back in twenty minutes.

"I promised Maxine we'd read the instructions and warnings first," Tonya insisted. Reluctantly I pulled out the long prescribing information pamphlets in tiny type and began to read them.

"Breast cancer, strokes, blood clots, depression, and suicide," I read out loud. "Oh, wonderful! Sounds great!"

"It's hell being a woman, Janine! The only thing worse is being a man!" Tonya said, smirking at Brian.

"Then Johnny should stay just as he is," Brian countered, "since he's neither! He'll be in the catbird seat!"

"Don't listen to him, honey," Tonya comforted me. "He's just one of those nasty Neanderthals. You listen to Tonya and she'll take good care of you. The other side effects they don't mention are tits, hips, lusty looks, semen shots, and hard cocks up your butt! That's what Dr. Tonya prescribes for you. That's what you're taking them for, so it should be worth it!

"Now Maxine told me that you need to expect some things that don't appear in these pamphlets, because these hormones are usually prescribed to women. One’s an estrogen and one’s a testosterone blocker.”

“His body does that naturally,” Brian sniped.

“She said your balls will shrink. I told her that will just make you cuter! Your cock won't really shrink, but you won't get erections as easily, especially waking up with morning wood. But you will still get erections when you're excited and you can still ejaculate. And the part about depression is for real. Gals real do have more mood swings.

"The other thing she said was that you can't be impatient. Actually the mood swings will probably be the first thing you notice before any physical changes. Then your breasts will be sore before they start to grow."

My head was spinning with all this new information. "Informed consumer," my ass!

"So do you still want to do it? No one's forcing you. It's up to you."

I slowly nodded my head. My chest started to tingle as I imagined growing tits! And I imagined a slightly cushier tush as Ray's cock pushed into my ass from behind!

"Yeah. I think I do."

"OK, well, I think this calls for a little ceremony. We can't just have you pop a pill. This is a memorable moment. In a way the real start of Janine being Janine. Shuck off that sundress and put on your best negligee. I'll be back in a flash."

I went to my room and got out my most feminine nightgown and stuffed my cock into a gaff and panties. It was trying to get hard even after the expenditures of the last 24 hours! That told me that I was going to do this: the idea turned me on!

I came back into the living room and Brian was ready to video it on Tonya’s phone. Tonya had on her own negligee and a little velvet pillow. I recognized it as the ring bearer's pillow from our wedding! Why Tonya had saved it I had no idea. In the middle of the pillow were two of the hormone pills Maxine had prescribed.

"Kneel down in front of me," Tony told me, and I did. "Do you, Johnny / Janine accept these pills, as a token of your desire to become physically a woman? Do you desire to transform your body and leave behind your former life as a man?"

'Yes," I managed to squeak out. "Yes, I do."

"Repeat after me: 'Today I commit myself to being Janine.'"

"Today I commit myself to being Janine."

"'I leave Johnny behind. Johnny is my past. Janine is my future.'"

"I leave Johnny behind. Johnny is my past. Janine is my future."

"You may swallow the pills and begin your new life," Tonya intoned.

I reached out and took the pills in my hand and Tonya handed me a glass of water. With my mouth dry with excitement I put the pills on my tongue and washed it down. I thought I could feel them coursing down to my stomach, reminding me of how I imagined I could feel my first mouthful of another man's—er, a man's—cum oozing down to my stomach. That connection made sense: that mouthful had changed my life in some ways as much as or more than this mouthful was going to.

"Janine, as a woman, your life is going to revolve around men now. Cocks will be the center of your existence. In recognition of this fact, suck Brian's cock as an acknowledgement that any real man's cock has a claim on your admiration."

Brian replaced Tonya in front of me and presented his flaccid organ to me. Tonya was right: since I had started down this road, I was more and more ruled by a fascination with cocks and my growing need to touch, and suck, and be filled by them. Brian's cock was a very handsome specimen. Even limp, it was easily larger and meatier than my own. It had a dignity even in repose, a resting power ready to leap into action, like a lounging tiger.

I felt unfaithful to Ray, but I knew I was going to be happy to suck this cock. I wanted to, mere hours after I had left Ray's bed, despite 3 orgasms in less than 24 hours. I was addicted. And I was going to enjoy it. I'd be happy to suck any cock as large and beautiful as this one.

I took Brian's cock in my hand and began to massage it reverently. My little penis stiffened as I felt the size of Brian's and felt it slowly begin to firm up. I pumped it gently, coaxing it to life. It was like a favorite movie that never got old. It swelled and began to rise out toward my lips. I stared at the slit where his pre-cum and his sperm would be working their way out. I silently bade them to 'come to Momma" as I stroked the loose skin over the hardening steel beneath.

"Kiss it, baby," Tonya commended. "Not just because you love it—and you do—but because it deserves your tender loving attention."

I kissed the head and then swung my head around to kiss the ridge of his glans and then the sensitive frenulum. I was always amazed at how good that felt, how much like my own lips was the soft sponginess of the cockhead. The warmth was thrilling, a testament that this was a living organ, with blood filling up, pulsing with sexual energy. My lipstick left faint rosy marks where I'd planted my lips, that said no man had caressed this manhood, but the tender affections of a woman had been bestowed on it. His cock swelled toward my lips as if it had a mind of its own—they do, don't they?—that sought my mouth.

I licked across the slit and I couldn't wait any longer to feel that penis in my wanton mouth. I moaned as I felt his cockhead fill my mouth. I thought of Ray with a qualm, but it was overwhelmed at the joy I felt to be sucking on a beautiful hard cock! I could only hope that Ray would forgive me, would understand. Maybe he'd even be happy for me, or, even better, turned on to see my arousal. For my unfaithful cockette was hard again, as hard as if I hadn't just squirted my stuff only a few hours ago. Maybe he'd suffer the same sweet agonies to see my mouth on another man's prick as I felt to see Tonya's pussy spasming around a real man's cock!

"Now open yourself to be entered, Janine," Tonya directed. "Show yourself to be the receptacle for a man's cock, open your most private place to every real man." I lay down on my back across the ottoman and the couch. "Pull your legs up, baby. Show Brian how eager you are to be filled by him!" I pulled my legs to my chest, presenting my backside obscenely. My anus protested the stretching, already having been ravaged three times. It felt loose, vulnerable, defenseless.

"Ask him to fuck you, Janine. Show him you want his manly cock in you."

Tonya knew how to push my buttons. Even as I thought of Ray and our connection, even as my rectum warned me I was abusing it, I longed to be filled again! And I longed for the abasement, the humiliation of begging for a man to fuck me! I burned for the perversity of it, the depravity of the unnatural use of my body!

"P-please ... fuck me! Fuck me with your big manly cock! Make me a woman again!" I begged.

Tonya surprised me by doing the honors of preparing me for Brian's entry. I felt her feminine fingers press into my sore bottom and apply the lubrication.

"Oh, I can feel that Ray has stretched you! You're so nice and loose!" She fucked me languidly with two fingers, reaching this way and that, pulling me open in every direction. She looked me in the eyes, smiling broadly and warmly, and said, "That pleases me so much! It makes me so happy to see you adjusting to your new life, how your ass is becoming your pussy! Your sex life revolves around that now. You thought fucking was the ultimate pleasure, but now you know that it nothing compared with the your real ecstasy you get from being fucked by a real man with a real cock."

"Oh, yes!" I agreed. "There is nothing like it."

"Could you ever go back?" she asked, still finger-fucking me gently. "Could you give up being fucked? Could you go back to squirting your little thingy in my pussy and never get butt-fucked again?'

The very idea appalled me now!

"Oh no!" I answered. "It feels too good! To be filled by a big cock, to feel it rubbing my prostate, stretching me, poking my colon—it's wonderful!"

"I know, baby! Never forget that. And what about a man's body? Do you love to feel a strong man's arms holding you?"

"Oh, yes! That's just as good as the other!" I answered.

I felt her fingers withdraw and my asshole felt cold and empty, quivering as if searching for something to fill it. And then I felt the glorious sensation of Brian's cockhead kissing my ring and pressing it open! So big! So much bigger than Tonya's fingers, even with her trying to pull and stretch me open. Pressing me open in all directions, filling me. I felt a twinge of resistance, but I had been so stretched by Ray and Tonya that Brian pushed in with little effort. I felt a little burning, but that was overwhelmed by the flood of satisfaction of being filled. I groaned with joy that was not just in my ass, but in my chest and heart as well. I felt complete!

"Feels good, baby? You like a big cock in your ass?"

"Unh!" I grunted my agreement as Brian began to slide in and out. His fucking claimed my ass. Ripples of the <ulp!> feeling moved through my insides in waves, warning me that a trespass was in progress, an unnatural incursion. Slowly my poor sphincters gave up even their token resistance.

"That's it, baby!" Tonya encouraged me. "Let him take you, take your ass, take you to paradise!" My throbbing little joystick was wet with pre-cum. "Look how your little pee-pee likes being fucked by Brian's big prick! Play with your little titties, Janine! Soon your nipples will be bigger and more sensitive.  Won't that be nice?"

I obeyed her commend and began to rub my nipples. I hissed with the intensity of the rush that came from them and swelled my little penis tighter. The arousal was almost too much and my pelvis rocked involuntarily under Brian's steady thrusts.

"Oh, Janine! It feels so good, doesn't it? Only another woman can know how good that feels!" She dabbed some lube on my straining hard-on. "Go ahead and play with your little girlie-cock! Show Brian how much you love his cock in. you! Squirt your little thingie to show him how much you love it!"

I grasped my painfully engorged penis and gasped at how incredibly good it felt.

"Does it feel as good as Ray?" Tonya taunted.

Ray! Oh, God, Ray! But it did. It felt every bit as good. I felt like such a slut, unworthy.

"Yes!" I croaked. "It feels so good. Just as good."

"That's right, baby! Because a real man's cock feels so good. Your little ass is going to have so many big, long, hard cocks in it! You can't get enough cocks. Ray fucked you 3 times and here you are spreading your legs for another one! And you're loving it! You're ready to shoot your little thing for another fat cock!"

I closed my eyelids and felt hot tears behind them. She was right. I was a cock-hungry slut. I didn't deserve Ray.

"Oh, God!" I cried, but I didn't stop beating my little spigot and Brian's cock in my ass continued to feel so damn good!

"That's OK, baby," Tonya cooed at me. "Ray still loves you. He's seen you bend over for Thad and Will. He's seen you lick my ass for a stranger's cock and eat cum out of my pussy and ass. He knows you're a slut and he still loves you! Maybe he even loves that you're a slut. Just like you love that I'm a slut."

"I sure love that you're a slut!" Brian grunted to Tonya as he stroked himself in and out of her husband's rectum.

"And you're not?" Tonya teased. "Look where you're dirty dick is right now!" she said as she leaned over and kissed him. "Just imagine that it's my ass you're fucking, slick with the cum of another guy who just fucked me!"

Brian closed his eyes and began to hump into me faster. The friction heated up my poor pummeled tunnel and the glow worked its way into the base of my cock. I felt my sap rising.

"Oh, God!" I repeated as the shivers of my orgasm racked my brain with the faithlessness of my lusts. My penis twitched as it spit its meager juices in a weak spray that barely reached my belly button.

"That's it, baby! Come for Brian! Come for him just like you did for your boyfriend!" She ran her fingers through the milky liquid and brought them to my lips. I eagerly licked my cum off in a delirium stoked by the reaming of my ass by Brian's beloved shaft. She scooped up another smear of semen and I was slurping it up as Brian groaned and I felt the welcome throbs of his penis spewing his sperm deep within me. I thrilled with every spasm and twitch of his cock in my supersensitive backside.

"That's it, baby! You're a woman now! And every day, with every pill, you're letting go of the manhood you never really had and welcoming your womanhood. And welcoming every man's cock into your mouth and your ass."

Brian grunted and slid his penis out of my plundered ass. I groaned.

"Feel that ache, Janine. Feel that emptiness. That emptiness that already longs for another cock to fill it. No man feels that. It only after your ass has been opened up and filled and fucked gloriously that you know that emptiness, that need. A need you could try to hide by being my cuckold, by licking a man's cum out of my pussy. But now you know it and you know what is the only thing that can really fill that emptiness.

“And the only way you will attract the cocks you need will be by being a woman, a beautiful, sexy woman that makes a real man's cock hard, makes him want you. Makes all the men want you. All the cocks you need to fill up that emptiness. You want to be the most beautiful, sexiest girl that you can be!"

I lay there with my nightgown pulled up, exposing my red, yawning ass and my wilted little "peenie." I felt Brian's cum begin to drain out of my gaping, abused asshole and I gasped at the sensation and my hand shot down to cup over my anus.

"That's it, baby. Don't let it go. Save that delicious cum. Yum! Lick it up!"

As if I were a marionette with no will of my own, I obeyed her command immediately. I scooped up fingerfuls of Brian's potent sperm, thicker and stronger tasting than my own depleted spending. Once I'd started, I felt powerless to stop, even penetrating my own ass with two fingers to scrape out every morsel of Brian's semen that I could.

"That's right, baby, get it all! How does it taste? Is it as good as Ray's? Better?"

I savored the last remnants of Brian's cum, flavored so strongly with lube as well. I tried to remember how Ray's had tasted, but I could not! That made me feel ashamed. What kind of girlfriend was I, that I couldn't even remember that?

I was a girlfriend who was slurping down another guy's cum mere hours after leaving my boyfriend's bed! Tonya saw me cringe.

"It's OK, Janine. You'll have lots more opportunities to compare them, and lots of other cocks and lots more cum! Think of all the cocks! Spurting gallons of cum! Your mouth and your ass around each of them! Long cocks, fat cocks, cut cocks, uncircumcised cocks, straight cocks, curved cocks, black cocks, white cocks, gay cocks! Maybe even other she-males' cocks! Girls have such a choice of cocks! And guys are so happy to let us try theirs!"

In my mind's eye I could suddenly see a collage of cocks of all shapes and colors, all squirting streams of white, thick cum at me like firehoses! It was frightening and exciting at the same time.

"Do you like Brian's cum? Is it delicious?"

"Yes, yes, I like it," I admitted, feeling ashamed. "I love his cum."

"He loves your cum, babe," she said to Brian. "Doesn't that make you feel good?"

"Sure!" Brian answered.

"Why don't you clean Brian off and get a little more, Janine?" Tonya suggested.

I swooped down on Brian's greasy cock so fast it surprised even me. It was like I had a need to wallow in my depravity, to sink as low as I could. I licked it with real enthusiasm. I loved that cock at that moment. I had to have a cock in my mouth.

"OK, Janine, why don't you make us some dinner? That's a nice womanly thing to do. Put on your maid uniform, why don't you?"

I went in my room and got out the uniform. As I put on my seamed stockings and my frilly skirt, I felt strangely warm and grateful to Tonya that she would take care of me like this, get me sexy things to wear, call Maxine to get the pills, let me fuck her boyfriend, even encourage me to. I would repay her by being the best sissy husband a girl ever had.

I floated around the kitchen, feeling the cling of my nylons, the rustle of my ruffles, the hug of my gaff around my exhausted penis. I watched my perfectly polished nails fly around the food and the pots and pans, preparing a scrumptious dinner. I called Tonya and Brian in and served them like a maid, filling their wine glasses and placing their plates in front of them before I joined them. They encouraged me to give a blow by blow description of my date with Ray and some of my guilt at having fucked Brian ebbed as I relived the details. We had had a marvelous date and a perfect first night!

"And did he have a pet name for your little ... thingie?" Tonya asked.

"I guess so. He only said it once, so I don't know if it's a 'pet' name, but he called it my ... 'peenie.' "

"Oh, that's perfect!" Tonya laughed. "That's a perfect name! Because it's like a penis, only smaller!" Brian smiled. "It's just right, your little ’peenie,’ " Tonya reassured me. "What use would a girl have for a big one? It's just the right size for you. It's small enough to easily hide when you want it to. Maybe it's even more sensitive that way, because the nerve endings are packed together, almost like a clit."

After dinner I cleared away the dishes and washed up the kitchen. Tonya and Brian watched TV. I brought them decaf coffee and mopped the kitchen and ran the vacuum like a real maid. Then Tonya told me to join them and we watch TV together. I was restless though, so Tonya suggested I give them both foot massages. I had done that with Tonya many times in our marriage, but Brian was the only man whose feet I had massaged. I was a girl: why shouldn't I pamper him for all the pleasure he'd given me and given Tonya—and he'd even given Tonya the beautiful pregnant belly she now sported.

As I massaged his feet and thought of how he'd changed our life I felt warmly toward him. I bent down and kissed his toes. Tonya raised an eyebrow.

"Brian, I think you have a new girlfriend! I'm jealous! That cock of yours is just too popular!"

"What can I say? It's my cross to bear, I guess."

"That gives me an idea," Tonya said. "I'm having so much trouble sleeping lately. I think the pregnancy is changing my hormones. I think I'd like to try sleeping alone tonight."

"Do you want me to crash at my place?" Brian asked.

"No, I was thinking that in honor of Janine's first day as a real woman, I'd sleep in her bed and let you and her share our bed."

I held my breath. I wasn't sure if Brian would go for that. it might be too gay for him. After all, I was still technically a man. Could his male ego see him sharing a bed with me again?

"Nobody could take your place, babe," Brian said to Tonya, "but for one night, I guess it would be OK."

I gave a silent sigh of relief.

"Come up, here, Janine," Tonya told me. "Let's snuggle up to our big strong man!"

I got up on the couch and molded myself to Brian's side. I felt warm toward him and his easy acceptance of our unusual lifestyle. Brian for his part seemed to be basking in the attention and affection of his two "women."

We watched another show and then I heard my cell phone chime. I rushed to grab it.

"Hello, Ray," I said in my best seductive voice.

"I just had to hear your voice," he said. "And tell you what a really wonderful time I had with you! At the gala ... and after ... and last night ... and this morning...."

"Oh, I did too!" I gushed. "It was...."

"...perfect," we finished together. We laughed at our "jinx."

"And everything's OK with Tonya?"

I felt a tiny twinge of guilt and swallowed.

"Sure. Fine. Everything's fine."

"No second thoughts? She's not jealous?"

"She's perfectly OK with it. More than OK. She's thrilled."

"Good, because I want to see you again. Soon."

"Me too," I said, and I felt a warm rush of anticipation at the thought. That was different. That's not how I felt toward Brian. With Brian it was lust, addiction, maybe gratitude, sometimes admiration. This was something else.

"You're special, Janine. You make me feel ... special too."

"Oh, you are, Ray! You're a great guy! And a gentleman."

"Can I see you on Wednesday? We can go out to eat again?"

Wednesday seemed a long time away. But I guess I shouldn't be too eager. (Or else he'd think you're easy? I think that ship has sailed!)

"Wednesday would be fine. I'd like that."

"I washed your nightgown."

"Good. I might need it again sometime," I flirted.

"You looked great in it. And out of it!"

"Naughty boy! I'm going to hang up now."

"I'll pick you up at 7 pm."

"OK. Good night." I clicked the phone off.

"I bet I know who that was!" Tonya teased.

"That was Ray," I said simply. "He wants to see me on Wednesday."

"And you told him 'no,' of course, not wanting to seem like a slut."

"No, I said OK. I told him to make sure my nightgown was clean."

"...wanting to be sure that he knew you were a slut."

"I am what I am!" I admitted.

"I'm going to bed now, so get what you need for the night," Tonya said.

I took off my maid outfit and changed back into my nightgown. I decided to keep my gaff and panties on. No need to push it too far with Brian. Cock swordfight might not be in his comfort zone. Well, he had a sword. I had a dagger. He was still on the couch watching TV when I came out, so I sat next to him and snuggled up, putting a hand on his arm.

"You've been really nice to me. What we, you did earlier, to ... initiate me, that was really nice. It made me feel good. I want to thank you."

"Well, you're an OK person. You've been pretty nice to me, too, you know, letting me and Tonya ... you know. And the baby and all. That's awesome! Knowing she's pregnant and knowing it's my baby. And you moving out into the guest room so we could ... be together. And now that you're a girl.... Well, you're a pretty nice girl. Not bad. Not that I'd give up pussy, but Ray's not getting a bad deal."

I looked at him with amazement.

"That's so sweet! That makes me feel so good! You're a nice guy to say that!" I felt all warm and melty that he would say that rather than make some crack or just sit there. An impulse overtook me and I took his face in my hands and kissed him. I was surprised how good that felt. And surprised to feel him returning my kiss. I enjoyed it a second and then I drew back and searched his face.

"Let's go to bed," I suggested.

"OK," he said, flicking off the TV.

I pulled him up and we walked hand in hand to the bedroom. I let him go brush his teeth, while I crawled under the covers. Back in our old bed.

Brian came back from the bathroom and skimmed off his clothes. He slipped under the covers naked as a jaybird.  I found myself attracted to his masculinity. I reached out and brushed my hand across his chest, feeling the rippling solidity of his muscles. He turned toward me and my lips reached out for his and met them in a languid kiss. I pulled my body front to front with his and relaxed into his greater size and weight. I pecked at his lips in little affectionate kisses, not questing soul-stirring ones. My hand ran up and down his arm, feeling the bulge of his biceps and triceps. I could feel his cock begin to stir, thickening against my own encased groin.

Just as I thought maybe he wanted something more, his weight shifted and he turned his back to me. With some relief, given that I had been up late the night before, I snuggled up to his broad back and spooned against his muscular buttocks and fell asleep.


-Day 101 Monday-

I woke up the next day inhaling the unfamiliar musky scent of a man in my bed. At first I was disoriented, thinking perhaps I was still in Ray's bed and it was still Sunday morning. But as I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes I remembered that it was Brian's form half-covered with a sheet. I looked at the clock and saw that it was almost time to get up.

I rolled over and felt the welcome heat of his body. I reached around him and felt for his meaty penis. I sighed as it filled my hand, easily twice the size of mine. Touching it only made me want to taste it. I slid under the covers and gathered the head into my mouth and began to suck life into it gently. Brian groaned and shifted his weight. I didn't know if I just wanted to feel him hardening or if I really meant to give him an orgasm. I thought maybe that would be greedy, so I just gave it a few sucks and a few strokes for good measure. Then I kissed his handsome face and forced myself to get out of bed.

"Is that all?" he protested sleepily.

"Just a good morning kiss this time, baby. If you need a clean out later, Tonya or I will take care of you. But now it's time for work!" He groaned and I chuckled.

I pulled on a robe and went into the kitchen. I was determined to put off as long as possible the wrenching transition back to Johnny. I found the bottles of hormone pills and took them right away. I shivered with the realization of what a big step that was in the simple act of taking a pill. I was changing my body, changing my very sex. My perverse little cock stirred at the thought. How odd I am, I thought: my boy part is excited at the thought of my becoming a girl! I happily bustled away, making breakfast for all three of us like a good housewife.

When Brian came into the kitchen I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him on the mouth.

"There's the man of the house! I'm cooking you a good breakfast. We've got to keep your strength up if you're going to be living with two women!" I said, giving my rear end a shake.

Brian smiled, apparently liking the idea of being the head of a household devoted to his sexual pleasure. He seemed to have decided to find my cross-gender escapade cute and to be a good sport about it, like an indulgent big brother. 'And he is a big big brother, if you know what I mean,' my inner Groucho Marx cracked. "Yeah, that's what we like about him,' answered my inner Mae West.

"And was there any more hanky-panky after I went to bed?" asked Tonya sleepily. Brian leaned down to kiss her while he rubbed her tummy affectionately.

"Just a little cuddling is all," I answered honestly.

"Well I did sleep a little bit better, but not enough that you should get used to spooning with my big bed warmer here," Tonya said. "But in the last months of my pregnancy, I might be needing some pinch hitting once in a while to keep this guy satisfied."

"You're not gonna cut me off, are you?" Brian protested.

"When I get real big, I may not be in the mood."

"Well, maybe it's a good thing we have a spare then!" Brian teased. "And one so eager to learn!"

"If you're trying to make me jealous, it might be working!" Tonya complained. Brian responded by taking me in his arms and bending me back over his arm and kissing me dramatically.

"Whew!" I gasped as he let me up to breathe. "Do that once more and this pinch hitter will be all warmed up!" Tonya winked at me, as if that would be OK with her!

As I started preparing for work the revulsion I felt in facing a day as Johnny was shocking. I had spent a whole weekend as Janine 24/7 and I'd loved it. Now the thought of putting on my male clothes felt like going in drag. I decided I'd wear as much femme stuff as I could get away with, so I put on stockings and a garter belt, my gaffe and panties, and a camisole. It hurt the most to take off my nail extensions and false eyelashes. As I sat down in front of my make-up table I had some decisions to make. I decided I'd put on very light mascara and eyeliner, a little foundation and blush, but only plain studs in my ear piercings. I looked at my perfume and decided just a micro-drop wouldn't be too obvious.

Then it was a depressing look at my closet and all the drab male clothes. I decided that night we'd buy me some women's blouses and slacks that could "pass," at the same time when I went shopping for a swimsuit to wear over to Ray's parents' pool. The thought of buying a whole new wardrobe and putting these male clothes out for Goodwill made my nipples hard! And to think two weeks ago the idea of going out as a woman in public frightened me!

I picked my most stylish striped shirt and tightest pants, but I still looked in the mirror and was shocked to see "Johnny" looking back at me instead of Janine. Ugh! The only saving grace was the slightly softening effects of my make-up and unisex hairstyle. Well, nothing to be done for it, I finally conceded, and resigned myself that it was only work, after all.

Tonya was always psychic when it came to detecting my moods.

"Monday blues, eh, baby?"

"Squared!" I cried. "Not only that the wonderful, wonderful weekend is over, but this!" I said, gesturing toward my outfit with disgust. "We've got to buy me some new clothes! Tonight!"

"I know! Poor baby! It's rough to go back and forth, I bet. You wish you were wearing your dresses and make-up to work, don't you?"

"Look at these hands!" I protested. "So plain without my nails!"

"Yeah, but you still make a pretty boy! That's one reason I married you!"

"It was just for my looks!" I pretended mock outrage.

"No, mostly for your loyalty," Tonya said half-serious. "And here you are still loyal to me with another man's bun in my oven, so I guess I was right about that."

"And you're loyal to me even though I'm sucking and fucking every cock that comes down the street!"

"Yeah, we're a pair, aren't we?" Tonya said with a wry smile. "But you and I'd better get to work to earn enough money for all the new clothes you need!"

When I got to work I made a point to stop and chat with Martina and Sherri and a couple of the other girls, rather than hanging out with the guys in the coffee room.

"Did you have a nice weekend, Johnny?" Martina asked.

"The best! I had the best weekend. I just hated for it to end," I said and grinned ear to ear, maybe a little too happily.

'Wow, that sounds nice! Maybe I should have changed places with you. I had my sister and all her kids over and it was a zoo," Martina complained.

"What's that scent you're wearing, Johnny?" Annette asked. "It's marvelous!"

I guess my micro-drop wasn't as subtle as I thought.

"Uh, it's 'White Diamonds,'" I answered.

"Oh, I love that perfume!" Martina said.

"How does your boyfriend like it?" Sherri asked.

"It think he likes it!" I said automatically, before I realized that I hadn't admitted to anyone at work that I had a boyfriend, except to Don. I blushed.

"Boyfriend?!" Emily mouthed to Martina. She nodded to Emily and rolled her eyes.

"You'll have tell us all about him," Sherri said. "Come out to lunch with us and tell us about your 'best' weekend!"

"Yeah, we're having a 'Piss on Mondays' lunch today to make up for it being Monday," Annette said. "The girls said you came out with us when I was out last week and you fit right in. It's nice to have some new blood so we can dish some fresh gossip! We'll make room for you!"

"I want to hear about this great weekend too. It'll be fun!" Martina said. "Come on!"

"Sure, we like having you along," Emily chimed in.

"Oh, OK, I guess," I said uncertainly, wondering what I could tell them about my great weekend.

Martina caught up with me as I walked down the hall.

"Don't worry about Sherri, John. She's nosy, but we're all on your side. Nobody here is gonna judge you. You're one of the good guys," she said, putting a hand on mine.

"Thanks, Martina. This is all kind of new to me."

'We'll get you through it, girlfriend," she said.

'Girlfriend!' I thought as I stumbled away. Was it that obvious? Or was she being funny by calling me "one of the girls"?

I tried to focus hard on my work and I succeeded for the most part, so that I had hardly any time to think about anything until Martina showed up at my desk at about noon.

"C'mon, we're leaving, so are you still coming?"

"Oh, it sneaked up on me. Yeah, I'm still coming."

It was just the five of us. All the girls seemed in an unusually good mood and treated me like one of the gang. We started out with griping about some office personalities, but after a few minutes it became clear that the main agenda was for them to find out more about "the new John."

"So tell us about your great weekend," Sherri asked. "A hot date?"

Martina smiled at me and I remembered her reassurances and how nice they'd been to me last week. I took a deep breath. I felt like I was walking out on the high diving board, you know, where you're wondering if you're really going to do it. Once I stepped off the end it would be too late to turn back. But if they all already thought I was gay, how shocked could they be if I confirmed most of what they already suspected?

"Yeah, a hot date. I've ... I've got a boyfriend now and he took me out to this fancy charity ball. And then after ... we went back to his place and, uh, had a very nice time!"

"Oh, you naughty boy! Did you ... do the nasty?" Annette asked.

I just nodded my head.

"And Tonya is OK with you having a boyfriend?" asked Emily, looking quizzical.

"Tonya's got her own boyfriend. And, well, more than that! He's got her pregnant! So she's in no position to object to what I do," I blurted out.

They all looked shocked but fascinated.

"Tonya's boyfriend's got her pregnant?" Martina asked. "Are you sure it's not yours?"

"Yeah, I'm sure. We haven't, um, y'know, for a while, so it couldn't be...."

"Is that because, um, you have a boyfriend?" Emily asked.

"No, not exactly. In fact, it more like the other way around. That is, I mean I have a boyfriend because, y'know, me and Tonya aren't ... like that, since she got a boyfriend."

"She cut you off?" Sherri asked. "And you're letting her? So are you guys separated?"

"No, it's not like that. It's more ... complicated. Let's say we're letting each other do our thing. We have ... different needs."

"Sounds more like you have the same need!" Sherri gibed.

"Sherri!" Martina scolded. "So you had a good date?"

"Better than good. It was perfect!" I said, in a dreamy voice.

"Wow, that sounds nice," said Emily, who was the youngest of us. "What's he like? Is he handsome? Do you have a picture?"

"Wow, I never thought of that. I don't have a picture of him. I didn't think of taking one. But there were photographers there."

"What was the charity?" Annette asked.

"Breast cancer research."

"Maybe they posted some publicity photos on their website," Emily said. She was one to always be texting or checking something on her smartphone. She was tapping away in a flash. "Here it is," she announced. "Yeah! They have tons of photos, lots of candids. Here, John, see if you can find a picture," she said as she swiped one picture after another past my eyes.

"There!" I said, reflexively when my eyes spotted Ray's profile. "That's him." Of course it hadn't dawned on me yet that almost any picture of him would have me, have Janine, at his side! "There we are," I admitted, as Emily pulled up a head-to-toe shot of Ray and me.

"Wow, he's handsome!" Emily pronounced. "But where are you?"

"Right there," I said with a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach at what kind of reception I'd get.

"Bu that's a g—-...." Emily started. "Oh!" as it started to dawn. "That's...."

"That's me. In the blue dress," I said, my heart sinking.

"Let us see!" Sherri demanded. She grabbed at the phone. "Whoo-wee! Dang! You make a damn good looking girl, John!"

Sherri showed the phone to Martina and Annette. Martina looked at me with an amazed look on her face.

"You're beautiful! I'd never have guessed—..."

"...—that I was a guy in drag?"

"Wow!" Annette said when she got the phone. "Are there more pictures of you and...?"

"Ray."

"Let me see," Emily said, reclaiming her phone. After a minute she said, "Lots more. John was at one of the head tables, like he ... or she ... was a guest of honor."

"Ray's mother is a bigwig of this organization. His family donates a lot of money. So, yeah, we were at one of the head tables."

Emily passed the phone around and they swiped through at least a dozen pictures, including ones of us dancing and ones of Ray's family at the table.

"You look gorgeous in all these pictures, John! I wish I'd ever looked that good one day in my life!" Martina said. "But I guess you probably weren't introducing yourself as 'John.' What's your ... female name?"

"Um, Janine. That was my wife's idea, that name. Close to John, I guess. Plus she, I, we liked the French sound."

"Zhah-neen!" Sherri said, half-mockingly.

"It's a pretty name!" Martina swooped to my rescue. "For a pretty girl."

I blushed beet red.

"Well, enough about me...," I tried.

"Hell no, it's not enough!" Sherri insisted. "This cross-dressing. How long has this been going on? Is this just a once in a while thing? Or are you 'trans'? Are you thinking of ... going all the way? I mean, are you one of these, 'I've never felt right as a boy ever since I was little' guys? 'Cause I never suspected a thing until right here recently, with the earrings and the make-up. But I never pegged you for gay before that."

All eyes turned on me.

"Well, it's sort of recent thing I've been experimenting with."

"Did you used to dress up in your mother's things or your sister's?" Emily asked.

"No, no, never. Nothing like that until a few months ago."

"But you look like a pro," Sherri said. "How could you get that good in a few months?"

"Well, I had lessons...."

"There are lessons for that?!" Emily burst out.

"Emily!" Martina said in an urgent whisper. "Of course there are. There are lessons for everything." She turned to me. "Is that where your ... 'new look' came from?"

"Well, yeah, I guess. I was learning, you know, how to put on make-up and how to walk in heels and, well, how to walk, period, and how to sit and how to talk. And when it came time to go to work I didn't, you know, want to go all the way back...."

"To being a boring Neanderthal guy," Sherri cut in.

"Well, really, yeah. I liked how I felt when ... when I was ... when I was a girl!"

"Except you don't have to have a period or get pregnant!" Annette said with mild disgust.

"So you were studying how to be a girl?" Emily continued, seemingly unable to get past that.

"Yeah, and I found that I liked it. I liked feeling pretty and sexy," I told her.

"Well, you got good lessons!" Martina said, "because you do look pretty and sexy!" I couldn't help but smile at that.

"So did Ray get lucky after the ball?" Sherri said, always one to get to the lowest common denominator.

I blushed again.

"Uh, yeah, he did," and I could feel my face warming up.

"And did you ... like...," started Emily, screwing up her face. "I mean, dressing up like a girl is one thing, but did you like ... having sex ... with a guy? I mean, what did you...?"

"Duh! What do you think they did?" Sherri cut in.

"Yeah, we had sex. And we did everything. And yeah, I liked it."

"Even when he ... put his thing ... in your...," Emily sputtered.

"Yeah, I liked that, Emily. I liked it a lot. For a guy, it can be unbelievable. We're built differently. We have this prostate gland and it can be very ... erotic."

"Oh, too much information!" Emily said and she started to blush.

"OK! So no back door sex for Emily!" Sherri said sarcastically and we all laughed, except Emily, who just kept her head down.

"So do you think you want to be a girl all the time?" Martina asked more seriously. "I mean, hormones, surgery? Changing your name? Changing your driver's license? Would you and Tonya...?"

I hesitated. Somehow being gay seemed more normal than wanting to change your gender. I wondered how much I wanted everyone to know. But it felt so good to be able to say out loud everything that I had been hiding, with these people who were outsiders, outside the Cuck 'n' Bull orbit. "Normal" people. Like I used to be. Or thought I was.

"I ... I started taking hormones. Yesterday. I've taken two doses," I said with a pounding heart.

"Christ!" Sherri said, shaking her head. "I guess you really are 'one of the girls' then!"

"Not yet. It takes months and months for them to work. And of course the hormones can only do so much."

"Wow!" Martina exclaimed, shaking her head too. "Wow. I had no idea. But, I guess that's great, John—or should I say 'Janine'? I mean, it's great that you are doing what you want to do, being who you want to be. That takes guts. I'm proud of you!" She looked around as if she were almost a little embarrassed at her little speech. "Heck, the world will be better off with one less pigheaded macho male around! Oh! Not that you were ever that type! I'd rather work with 10 gay guys than a jerk like Steve!"

I bit my tongue and looked down at my drink, trying not to give anything away about Steve's extracurricular activities with me.

"I propose a toast: ’To Janine!’ Let us welcome her to the downtrodden ranks of women!"

"To Janine," Annette said, raising her glass, to my undying relief, afraid Martina's toast would die on her lips.

"What the hell—you could be into weirder stuff than that: you could be a Republican!" said Sherri. "To Janine!" she said, clinking her glass with Martina's.

"I always liked John, so I guess I'll like Janine too," said Emily, raising her glass. "Just don't you steal my dates!"

"If they were dating you, I don't think they'd be after Janine," Annette remarked pragmatically.

"So are you going to go all the way?" Sherri continued doggedly. "Change your name? Start wearing dresses to the office? Snip-snip?" she said, making a scissors gesture with her fingers.

"No, not that last one! I'm not ready to go that far. But the other, I don't know. Maybe. I've been thinking about it. But you know I've already gotten grief about the eyeliner and the earring. What do you think it would be like if I started wearing dresses to the office?"

"Baby, if you came looking like you did at the dance, the problem is that none of the guys would be able to walk with their boners!" Sherri said crudely.

"C'mon! It's not like I'm a Playboy Bunny!"

"Maybe not, but some of those guys are pretty hard up. They've even hit on me!" Sherri said, self-deprecatingly.

"But Joh—Janine's right," Martina sprang to my defense. "They're not too comfortable with the idea of a gay coworker. How would they handle a transsexual? Is that the right term?"

"We prefer 'she-male,' " I said, and then laughed, "Just kidding!"

"I like she-male myself," Sherri said. "Transsexual sounds like some kind of electronic equipment."

"That's a transistor," Emily said unnecessarily.

"They wouldn't have any choice," said Annette, who worked in Human Resources. "It's in our nondiscrimination and sexual harassment policy: 'sexual orientation' and 'gender identity.' If they didn't accommodate you and protect you from harassment, you could sue them and you'd win. So it's up to you, what you'd be comfortable with. But it's sort of a big step if this is something you've only been doing for a few months. They won't even consider someone for the—ahem—'snip-snip' surgery until you've been living full-time as a woman for two years."

"I know! I know it is a big step! And it seems sudden and out of the blue, and it sort of is, but at the same time, it sort of feels right. I was Janine all weekend and to tell you the truth, it feels like I'm in drag right now! I'm…."

'Oh, here we go!' I said to myself. And we hadn't even been drinking. I guess it was their interest and acceptance that I was intoxicated with. "I'm wearing women's underwear under these clothes," and I pulled down the waist of my pants a little way to show off the satin and lace of my peach-colored panties and garter belt.

"Oh, brother," Annette said. "I think you'd be more comfortable if you were dressed as a woman then. Somehow doing it secretly is creepier."

"I agree, Annette," I replied. "But I feel so much better with them on. Imagine how you'd feel if I made you get dressed in men's clothing? That's why I started wearing the earrings and the eyeliner. I just felt too ... too masculine without them."

"I don't think that's really ever been your problem, honey, being too masculine," Sherri contradicted me. "That's why we always liked you better than the other guys. You were a gentle man. More polite, more sensitive, more considerate. Maybe it's a genetic thing or hormones or something."

"That's almost exactly what Tonya said was the reason she married me ... despite some of my, um, shortcomings."

Sherri raised her eyebrows and looked at the others as if to say, "Oh, that explains a lot.'

Emily was still off on her own track.

"But you liked ... playing with his ... thing? And having him ... put it in your...?"

"Uh huh."

"So were you always attracted to guys? I mean, did you look at guys in the shower and fantasize...?"

"Nope. At least not until recently. But now that I tried it...."

"I thought they said you have to be born that way."

"I don't know, maybe for most people, but that's not what it's been like for me. Maybe I'm bisexual and I didn't know it. I still think Tonya is very sexy. But now I don't think I could go back to just women." I heard myself say that and it sure sounded like I'd made up my mind. My only choice now was to love men as a man or as a woman.

"But are you attracted to men, or just to sex with them? I mean, do you want to kiss men?" Emily continued.

"Yeah. You're right, the sex came first. That was easier. But the rest is coming along as time goes on."

"Man, that's a little scary. You mean, if I went to bed with a girl, I could get hooked and decide I was a lesbian?" Emily asked.

"I suppose it could happen, but it's usually not like that. I guess I'm the exception that tests the rule."

"And this thing with Ray," Martina asked with a twinkle in her eye. "Is this serious? Could this be L-O-V-E?"

Emily shook her head and I could tell that the idea of two men being "in love" was harder for her to swallow than two men having anal sex!

"I don't know! I only met him less than two weeks ago! But it could be! I know that's sounds crazy, but it feels right. But it's so soon, I feel like I'm jinxing it even to think that!"

"I know! But I think you have to be careful," Martina said. "This is all so new for you. It might just be the novelty or the excitement."

"How are you supposed to know?" I asked.

"Well, you have to give it time. and you have to get to know the person in a lot of different situations. See how they are with their family, your family, their friends, your friends, when you're sick, when they're sick, when you have good luck and bad luck," Martina said wisely.

"Yeah, maybe we should check this guy out," said Sherri. "We can't let him date our new girlfriend unless he passes inspection." I looked at Sherri and saw a spark of real acceptance and concern there. It sounded like she'd decided I'd passed her test at least. She was going to be on my side.

"Yeah! Let us take a look at him before you start turning your life upside down for a man!" Annette said, sounding as if she were talking from personal experience.

"I'd like to meet him," Emily said. "Handsome, rich. I might want to get to know him myself."

"He's not going to be interested in just a 'plain old girl,' Emily," Sherri said.

"I'm not old! And I'm not plain, am I?"

"No, but you don't have the—ahem—'extra equipment' Janine has."

"So he ... he's interested in...?"

"We'd have to suppose so. At least he didn't kick Janine out of bed."

"So he's...?"

"Well, it's complicated. He's never dated a guy before, so he's not really gay. He just..., well Sherri sort of hit the nail on the head. He likes girls, but he really likes them if they have ... special equipment."

"And is yours that special?" Emily asked, still puzzled.

"Well, no, not really. Not at all, really. It's more the kind of equipment, if you know what I mean."

"And is his equipment special?" Sherri said, descending into the gutter again.

"Oh, yeah!" I said with a smile.

"A size queen, I think they call it!" Sherri said with a smirk.

"He's a queen?" Emily asked, confused.

"No, John is, honey."

"So John's ... extra-large?"

"No, John, or Janine, likes her men extra-large," Sherri explained.

"Oh! Wouldn't that make it even harder to...? I mean, wouldn't it hurt? I mean, really really hurt? Like do some damage?"

"I thought you didn't want too much information!" Sherri gibed.

"Um, let's just say you can adjust to anything and it's worth it once you do," I said. Emily shook her head some more. She was getting an education!

"I think we should meet this fellow, for Janine's sake,” Sherri declared. ”We can get some vibes off him, whether it looks as if he really cares for her. Why don't we all go out for drinks after work and Janine can invite him to join us?"

"I don't know if he's ready for that yet," I hesitated.

"He introduced you to his whole family!" Martina countered. "And he can't meet your friends from work? I don't like him already!"

"I'm not saying he wouldn't. I'm just saying we never talked about it. We've never even talked about me being Janine full-time. We've mostly just talked about ourselves."

"Well, then I think you really should ask him and see what he says,” Marina went on. ”Then maybe you'll find out if you're just a roll in the hay or a walk on the wild side for him, or whether he's really thinking of you being part of his life. And part of that is him being part of your life."

That made sense, I had to admit. Whew, I didn't like that idea of "being a walk on the wild side" for him! He wasn't just that for me. At least I didn't think so. They were right. I needed to find out what Ray was willing to do for me. Was he going to be there for me?

"OK, OK, I'll ask him! You're right. I should ask him. We already have a date for Wednesday night. Maybe our date should start out with a drink with my friends? How does that sound? A drink after work on Wednesday night?"

"Right after work?" Emily asked. "I think I'd like to go home and change first."

"Are you going to make a pass at my rich, handsome, well-hung boyfriend?" I asked.

"No! But look at that tux he's wearing! I don't want to meet him wearing my drab work clothes," Emily replied.

"And then we can pass judgment on him and let you know if you can go out with him that night!" Sherri joked. Despite the implied threat, I felt warmly toward her, as if she were taking me under her wings, one of her "girls."

When I got back to the office it felt odd walking away from the girls and wading into the sea of testosterone that was the bulk of my coworkers. I took some joshing from the guys about going out with an all-girls group for the second time in a week.

"Getting some make-up tips from them?" Rick asked.

"Yes! And what to do for menstrual cramps too!" I retorted. "I picked up all sorts of good tips. And some things to try in bed with my boyfriend."

"Haw!" Rick guffawed. "Sorry to be the one to break it to you, but you may not have some of the equipment they have for some of those tricks!"

"Oh, you'd be surprised what you can make do with!" I said and I thought I saw him blush!

I arrived home feeling 1000% better than I had left feeling, buoyed by the support of my new girlfriends. I got out of my "John" clothes as quick as I could and began the elaborate process of becoming Janine again. It would be so much easier if I already had on my nails and my make-up and I could just change clothes! I felt so much better once I had on some lipstick and long nails, but it was a shame I'd have to take them all off again tomorrow morning. And then I'd be spending money tonight on unisex clothes that would be somewhat of waste. Going to work as Janine sounded better and better.

I got excited at the idea of going shopping: maybe those hormones were working already! But I got nervous again at the prospect of asking Ray to meet my coworkers. Tonya was late getting home, so I decided I'd try to call him before dinner.

"Janine! This is a pleasant surprise! How are you?" Ray sounded genuinely pleased that I'd called.

"I'm fine. Better now that I'm hearing your voice!" I relaxed into the knowledge of Ray's attraction to me. It felt so good to be wanted.

"It's been less than 36 hours and I'm getting impatient for it to be Wednesday! I already miss you," he said.

I felt a little guilty that I'd been pretty busy since I'd seen him, too busy to really miss him yet.

"It's Wednesday I was calling about, in fact."

"We're still going out?"

"Yeah, yeah!" I said, gratified at the anxiety I heard in his voice. "It's just that I had a suggestion. I was telling some of my girlfriends at work about you...."

"You were? Only good things, I hope? Nothing about my flaws?"

"They don't see any flaws! They saw the publicity photographs from the charity gala posted online. They actually want to eat you up!"

"I was hoping you'd be the one to do that! But you showed them both of us at the dinner? Do they know about Janine at your work?"

"They didn’t, but they do now! And I'm glad! They were so interested and supportive! I didn't know what nice coworkers I had until now. But they want to meet you now! They want to know if your intentions are honorable!"

"But they aren't!" he joked.

"Well, fake it then! They want to meet us for drinks after work and I told them we were going out on Wednesday. Could we meet them for a quick drink before we go out?"

"I'd be happy to meet more of your friends! Where and when?"

I named an upscale bar downtown.

"You tell your friends it'll be my treat. That's not the cheapest place in town. I'll call and change our dinner reservations so we don't have to rush. I'm impressed that you have friends at work who you are close enough to that you can share something like this. I don't have anyone like that beyond Thad and Will and they're not exactly longtime pals."

"Well, you had your family scope me out, so my girlfriends said turnabout is fair play."

"Well, touché, they've got me there! So I will run the gauntlet for the hand of my lady fair!"

His gallant words melted my heart and quickened my trussed up cock. If I were a born woman I'm sure I'd be creaming my panties.

"That means a lot to me, Ray. Thanks."

"I'm sure we can think of a way for you to repay me!"

"I can't imagine!" I said in mock dismay.

"Can I pick you up at 6:15?" That would barely be enough time for me to be ready.

"Sure. I'll be counting the hours."

"Me too. See you then."

I pressed the off button on the phone and I smiled. Ray had come through again! Of course my next thought was that this wasn't just going to be a debut for Ray. It was going to be Janine's debut to my coworkers! Well, first live performance. They had seen the pictures from the gala.

Brian beat Tonya home. I was shocked when he gave me a peck on the cheek when he came in the door. It was if he'd decided to treat me like a little sister or something. To reward him I brought him a beer after he plopped down tiredly on the sofa.

"Thanks, honey," he said. Obviously Brian was warming up to the idea of having two "gals" around the house.

When Tonya came through the door she looked like she'd had a hard day, so I told her to freshen up and I'd whip up something for us to eat. I just made grilled ham and cheeses sandwiches for us all, because I wanted to leave time for us to go shopping, if Tonya was still up for it. During dinner I told them how I'd spilled the beans to my coworkers and about the plans for Wednesday.

"Damn, girl! You are going all-in, aren't you? But that's great that they're on your side. Sorry, Brian, but it's usually men who are lunkheads about these things. Gals are more accepting of nonconformity."

"Well, as the beneficiary of your nonconformist marriage, I guess I'd be an idiot to complain! But you're right, most guys are pretty leery of any gender-bending. I guess you'd have to chalk it up to my being pretty sure of my masculinity," he said, as he hefted his crotch unsubtly.

"Janine and I are pretty sure of it too!" she joked.

"Are we ever! Ouch!" I said, suggestively rubbing my rump.

"There's more where that came from!" Brian threatened.

"Promises, promises!" I retorted.

"We don't have time for that. We're women and we've got credit cards and there are clothing stores open!" Tonya said. I was happy to see that she seemed to have gotten her second wind.

"Let's go!" I agreed.

I still felt funny walking into the women's department at the store. I didn't even know what all the different sizes and sections meant yet. We looked first for blouses that were on the border between men's and woman's style: silkier fabrics, bigger collars, puffier sleeves. No pockets for pens, I realized!

I had to try them on with and without my bra and falsies to see if they could pass either way. Some were just too big in the bosom. I got a couple white ones, a blue one, a yellow one, and a stripe. Then we moved on to the slacks. That was going to be more of a challenge. I just didn't have the hips or thighs and my inseam was pretty long for a girl. But when we found some that fit I got a hard-on just looking at my derriere in the tighter fitting styles with no back pockets!

"Oh, Tonya, I'm going to feel so much better in these!"

"Oh, Janine, you're such a fag!" she joked at how swishy I was acting, strutting away from the mirror to watch how my butt swayed. "We'll need to get you some belts and shoes to match those outfits. And some kind of 'man-purse.' No place for your wallet in those!"

I hadn't even thought of that, but the idea of adding women's wear accessories made my cock strain even harder against my gaff. In shoes it turned out to be easy to find some sort of unisex styles, but a challenge to find sizes. My feet were only a man's size 9, but they were wider than most women's. We ended up having to go to a specialty shoe store that carried less popular sizes.

My man-purse was a compromise. It had to look a little rugged to get away with my essentially carrying a purse.

"We'll put a tampon in it, if it will make you feel better!" Tonya said.

It was getting late, but rather than have to come out for another trip, we headed to the swimsuit department. I looked longingly at all the bikinis, but I knew that in a bikini I'd have a lot of trouble concealing what I had that I shouldn't and what I didn't have that I should. But Tonya insisted that a girl my age would never wear a one-piece to her boyfriend's pool party. I was astonished to find that they carried special suits for women after mastectomies, that had pouches for falsies and still were bare midriff. They had a fifties look, but Tonya said that it was more important to show as much skin as I could get away with!

On our way to the checkout we went by a cute little cocktail dress. Very short!

"Oh, I bet you'd look a dream in this!" Tonya said. "You have to try it on! You need something new for Wednesday night: you can't let him see you in the same thing over and over."

Well, Tonya was right. I was a knockout in it!

"That will get his motor running, if anything will!" Tonya judged.

The total from our shopping spree curled my hair. I couldn't believe how much we'd spent.

"A girl doesn't usually buy a whole wardrobe in one evening, doll!" Tonya pointed out.

When we got home we were both pretty tired.

"Beauty is a job!" Tonya remarked.

Tonya asked if I would massage her feet again while we watched TV. After I got done with her, Brian asked if he could get in on this.

"Having a live-in slave girl could get addicting!" he remarked as I rubbed his feet. I looked at Brian's muscular legs in his gym shorts and I started to get turned on. I thought of his heavy cock just under that wisp of nylon. What would Ray think of that?

When it got to be bedtime, Tonya told Brian she'd catch up with him.

"I think someone needs a milking," she told me after Brian had left the room. "I saw that naughty girl-cock getting hard several times tonight! We've got to keep you drained or you could get in trouble. I mean, more trouble than you usually get into!"

She had me strip and get on the bed.

"I can still tell you got used this weekend!" she said, as two fingers stretched my anal ring. "Are you sore? You still look a little pink and you feel a little looser than usual."

"I can feel it a little, but it's not bad. I want to stay tight for Ray, but I want to be able to take him without a lot of pain. I guess it's a compromise."

Tonya got out The Rake and massaged my prostate. It was a combination of that sinking feeling and an electric sexual charge at the same time. I tried to relax and let my cum ooze out, but it took a while. I guess I'd been drained pretty well over the weekend.

It's a measure of my fucked up psychology that I was coming to enjoy this milking as an intimacy between Tonya and me. Her draining my maleness out of me was like a comfort, like my massaging her feet, only much more ... personal. Maybe she enjoyed it, for she continued it for a while even after the dribbles were less and less. Then she scooped up my semen on her fingers and fed them to me like a bird and then gave me the dish to lick clean.

"Sweet dreams, Janine," she said, and then went to join Brian in her bed.


-Day 102 Tuesday-

The next day was my first day to dress in my new unisex clothes. I started out with the least feminine of the blouses paired with my new ass-hugging slacks. But Brian noticed the difference, so I knew it wouldn't get past the guys at work. Having a purse over my shoulder wasn't as subtle as we had hoped. I looked like one of those androgynous rock musicians.

"Don't worry too much, baby," Tonya reassured me. "They can tease you, but what can they really say? Can they say, 'A male employee must have pockets? Must carry a wallet?' You're not breaking any rules. They can't say you have to be macho. And if they tease you too much, you can just go to HR and make a sexual harassment complaint. Or just say those words and they'll clam up right away. Just do your job. If nothing else, this will be like the thin edge of the wedge toward deciding if you want to start dressing as a woman at work."

I looked at myself in the mirror and I knew I was throwing down a gauntlet. The earring, the eyeliner, they were subtle. This was in your face. I would feel as if I were walking in naked for the first few hours. I took a deep breath.

"Here goes nothing!"

"That's the spirit!"

"If nothing else, you'll find out if there's any other gays that work there," Brian unhelpfully suggested. "Don't bend over any file cabinets!"

Before I left I grabbed the hormone pills and swallowed my doses for the day.

“In for a penny, in for a pound, I guess!”

I was very nervous driving to work and I was practically a wreck before I got in the front door. Emily was working at the front desk today.

"Wow, John! That's a different look for you," she said. "Are those women's clothes?" she asked in a whisper.

"Well, clothes don't really have a gender," I said defensively. "They're my clothes. I like how they feel and how they look."

"OK," she said uncertainly. "Well, they're very nice. They fit you well. Where are they from?"

I named the large department store we'd shopped at, which really wouldn't tell anything.

"Well, have a nice day."

If out-to-lunch Emily and Brian had noticed right away, I was in for a long day. I steeled myself to walk into the coffee room.

"Jesus Christ!" said Rick right away. "You meeting your boyfriend for lunch today, John? Or is it Joan? He's got a fucking purse today!"

I thought to myself, "The best defense is a good offense."

"Do you like it? My wife helped me pick it out. I decided it's not good to sit on a wallet all day. It throws your back out of alignment."

"Looks like you're used to sitting on more than a wallet!" That was a good one. It threw me off my stride for a second.

"Do you have anything you'd like me to sit on?" I said, batting my eyes at him.

"God, no! I like women!" Rick said, seeming a little flustered.

Just then Don the supervisor walked in. He looked me up and down and his eyes widened. But his presence put everyone on notice that no more sexual innuendos would be safe.

"John," he said a little too brightly. "I'm glad I ran into you. I've been thinking about what we discussed in my office the other day and I'd like to continue our discussion." He pulled out his smartphone. "I have some time late this afternoon. Can you make time for me about 4:30?" His eyes ran up and down my body.

"Uh, sure, I think I can do that. 4:30. Sure," I said.

Don left, but the atmosphere in the room had turned all business. I didn't even get to my desk before Martina cornered me.

"So you've decided to let it all hang out," she said.

"What? It's a shirt and pants!"

"A women's shirt and pants. And a purse."

"It's that obvious?" I asked.

"What do you think?"

"I thought these were the most unisex they had."

"In the women's department."

"Uh, yeah, sure. But I feel so much better in them."

"But you had to know it'd cause a stir," Martina said with a smirk.

"Well, I wasn't sure. I thought maybe some people would notice and not say anything. And maybe some people would think something was different, but they wouldn't be able to put their finger on what."

"Let me look at you," Martina said, appraising me. "It's nice. You look nice. But you're definitely got the Prince androgynous thing going on. Look, girlfriend, if you're going to let your freak flag fly, you're going to have to expect some flak. But I wonder if maybe you'd be better off to go all the way. A cute girl who used to be a guy might be easier for them to adjust to than a guy wearing women's clothes. I don't know. Maybe you need to be in or out. Maybe it's like you can't be a little bit pregnant."

"I know! Maybe I made a mistake. Maybe I should have just bit the bullet and kept dressing like a man, but it's hard. It's like grinding your gears every time you shift."

"I wouldn't know, John, er, Janine? I've always just been a girl. Not that it's easy, but I never thought of it as being an optional thing."

"God knows, I never did either! I know I wasn't the most macho guy, but I never would have thought I'd feel this way. But I do now."

"Do whatever makes you happy..., Janine," she said in a low voice and winked at me. I smiled at the warmth and genuineness of her support. Maybe I could do this with enough people in my corner.

"Well," I said, tossing my head dramatically, "I think I look fabulous!"

"You go, girl!" Martina laughed. I gave a little shake of my tushy and sashayed down the hall.

'Watch it,' I said to myself, 'you're not going for flaming fruitcake here. You're a nice girl who works at a place where they have a very strict dress code. And you're here to work, so get to work.' The rest of the day I endured stares from everyone I met, but I decided I would ignore them and just be myself—whoever that was! I was more nervous when I reported to Don's office at 4:30.

"I'll be in conference the rest of the day," Don told his secretary. "Hold all my calls. In fact, I won't be needing you the rest of the day. Why don't you knock off early?" He didn't have to ask twice: she started packing almost immediately.

"You look very ... nice today. But I want those clothes off. Show me what you're wearing!"

I was shocked at his new tone. No more hesitant confessions. But I guess I showed my stripes but starting to strip almost immediately, without voicing any objections. My shirt came off to reveal a lemon camisole and my slacks came down, revealing my matching garter belt, panties, and nylons.

"You don't know what that does to me knowing you're wearing those under your clothes! God, you look so hot that way!" He was already rubbing his hard-on through his pants, and I could see his healthy bulge there. "To think you've been here under my nose all this time and I never even suspected a thing until ... recently." He sat on his couch and began unzipping his pants, bringing out his stiffening cock. He began to stroke himself looking at me.

Without needing any invitation I fell to my knees and took his cock in my hand. He had what I wanted: a nice big fat cock. That's all he needed to have. It was like a magic wand that he waved over me and all I wanted was to touch it. Well, not all.... The feel of it in my hand was like a relief of some tension I didn't know I'd had. Like taking off too-tight shoes at the end of the day and realizing how uncomfortable they'd been by how good it felt to have them off. I didn't know how much I needed, craved, longed for cock until I had one in my hand and it felt so good!

And it looked so tasty that I was drooling and I had to have the head of it in my mouth. I moaned at how good it felt to suck on that fuckstick. I slid it to the back of my mouth and just sucked gently on it, just to feel how thick and smooth and spongy and warm it was.

"Oh, God, that's good!" Don groaned. He watched me feast on his member. "You're quite a slut, aren't you? I order you take your clothes off and you're only too happy to. All I have to do is take my dick out and you're on it like white on rice. You are a cocksucker from the word go."

I moaned around his penis and I could not dispute what he was saying. It was as if I had gone to a foreign country and tried some food I'd never heard of and it was better than anything I'd ever had before and I couldn't get enough of it.

"How do. you like that, Johnny? How do you like sucking my cock?"

"I like big cocks," I admitted. "You have a nice big cock."

"I bet you like big cocks somewhere else too, don't you? You like to fuck big cocks, yeah?"

"Mmmm," I murmured wordlessly and I closed my eyes and my asshole twitched with lust at the thought of his penis plowing my bum.

"I've been thinking of that since you told me you do it. You really made me horny telling me that. Usually once I get my cock sucked by a boy, I can go a month or two or three before I can't stand the itch. But knowing you're here, under my nose, and hearing what a whore you are, God!" His put-downs seemed unnecessary, as if he were insulting me because he felt dirty himself for what he wanted. "I've got to fuck your ass now! Take your panties off!"

"Do you have a condom?"

"Oh yeah, I came prepared this time! After what you told me." While I pulled down my panties, he pulled out a condom and a tube of lube. I watched as he rolled the rubber over his erection. Somehow the condom made his cock look dirtier, as if this were a medical procedure. With less enthusiasm I draped myself over the arm of his couch, offering my backside for his use.

"Please, get me ready, with your fingers. Use plenty of lubrication," I asked him, not knowing what he knew about what this required. It wasn't like all those porn stories where the guy just spits on his girl's ass and plunges right in and she has an orgasm right off.

"OK," he said uncertainly enough that I was glad I'd asked. "Maybe I should get you warmed up first." He reached under me and grabbed my little hard-on, giving it a few strokes. '

Yeah, that wasn't a bad idea,' I thought as I ground my penis into his hand. He seemed to love how that got my hips undulating and he added some lube and worked on my erection.

"Look at how that ass moves!" Don gasped. "I can't wait to fuck that!" But he also seemed to be enjoying playing with my tool so much that I decided his bisexuality might be a lot more homo than hetero. When a greased finger penetrated my rectum while he still held my greasy willie, I started getting into it again.

"Oh, yeah, he likes that! He likes having his ass and his cock played with!" He started finger-fucking me roughly and he was right: I was liking that. A lot.

"Put another finger in," I asked him, my voice a little husky with arousal.

"Oh, yeah!" Don enthused in a voice that suggested he was loving the nastiness of the scene. His second finger stretched me, but I soon relaxed and I was grinding myself against his fingers.

"What do you want, Johnny? Do you want my big cock now? Do you want me to fuck your ass with my big cock?"

"God, yes! Please! Please fuck me now with your big cock," I played along with his fantasy, my ass hot and loose.

"Here it comes," Don said, his voice unsteady with his own lust. He was going to fuck a man for the first time in his life!

I felt the condom-sheathed head of his cock push against my still-resisting anus. I grunted to feel the stretching as his blunt cockhead pressed my opening inward and then a pop as the flare of his cockhead passed the inner sphincter. My ass was still stretched tight around his shaft, so the relief was only relative.

"Unh, unh, unh!" Don grunted as he worked his cock further into my hot tunnel. The blessed feeling of fullness increased as his penis occupied more and more of my rectum.

"Oh, God, that's so tight! I've never felt anything like it! Oh, Jesus!" Don exulted. "It's like you've got my cock in a vise! A hot ... unh! ... wet ...unh! ... vise...." He began to pump in and out, slowly at first, savoring every sensation, and then gradually faster and faster.

I didn’t care for the cold feeling of the condom, but the feeling of being stretched open was heaven. God, I'd never had anything more than a finger in my butt 4 months ago and now I couldn't live without that glorious feeling of being fucked with a long, fat penis! Every stroke was delicious. The condom might have dulled Don's sensation, but it made no difference to mine. And knowing this was his first anal sex made it all the more piquant for me.

"Are you loving this, John? Are you loving my big cock in your ass?" he demanded.

"Fuck yes!" I confirmed. "Oh, God, I love a big cock in my ass!" Ray and Tonya and Brian and my job could not have been farther from my mind. My consciousness was focused on the glorious sensations coming from my prostate and the wicked desire to be dominated by a man with a big cock, to be his plaything, to be helpless and defenseless as he used me.

And I wanted to feel him spasm, to know that he had lost control, had spewed his life force into my backside, because of his lust for me! I could feel that coming, as his thrusts became harder and faster and more spastic. My ass opened up to him, hot and loose: fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! I'm yours. Use me! Spend! Spend! Spend!

"Oh, fuck!" Don cried and he jammed his cock deep within me and humped against my pelvis as if he wanted to jam his whole groin in my rectum! I felt him shake and jerk and his penis swell and spasmed, emptying his sperm into the end of the condom! I exulted to feel his orgasm, despite the lack of that telltale sensation of warmth and wetness deep inside, which the condom cheated me of.

"Oh, Jesus! Oh, fucking Jesus!" he panted as the sensations of his orgasm started to wane. "Oh, my God, that was.... I never felt anything like...." he gasped, short of breath and words. Then I think the import of what he was saying started to sink in and he thought better of it. He was homophobic even with his cock plugged into another man's ass! I sympathized with his problem. It wasn't that long ago I felt the same way.

He pulled out and I groaned at the loss of that filled feeling. He stumbled back and busied himself with disposing of the condom. His orgasm over, he didn't seem inclined to attend to my needs or extend our encounter. I pulled my clothing back on.

"I'd better ... I gotta go," I mumbled and he did not stop me.

"That was ... unbelievable!” he said, seeming at a loss for words.

"You ... you've got a nice cock," was all I could think to say. "But maybe we shouldn't make a habit of this. People will talk."

"Yeah, yeah," he said lamely. I almost felt as if I were slinking out.

I stopped in the men's room to finish wiping myself up, although the condom made it a lot less messy than it could have been. I was glad to see that the office had cleared out and there weren't many people to see me go back to get my stuff to go home.

Tonya beat me home and wondered at my late arrival. She grilled me about how my outfit had been received and then I couldn't hold back and I told her about the encounter with Don.

"You're a cockslut!" she said, shaking her head. "Who'd a thunk it? You make me look like a nun! At least I'm not fucking men at work during lunchtime in a storage closet! I think you like cock more than I do!"

"I know!" I said, exasperated. "I don't know where this came from. I never had a gay thought in my life until we started all this! Now that's the only kind of thoughts I have!"

"Well, it's your own fault for being so darn cute!" she teased. "And a little feller like you has to expect that his role is going to be to service his better endowed brethren. It's just the way of nature: the weak serve the strong. At least if you're a girl, it'll be more acceptable to most people."

"But you're a girl and like you say, you're not sucking off men in the coat closet!"

"Well, maybe it's like the kid in the candy store. You're bound to go a little overboard at first. Maybe after you get a tummy ache from eating all that candy, you'll slow down. I mean, you just discovered how much you like cocks and suddenly you realize that half the human race has cocks and every tenth guy has got a nice big cock.

“Three billion men in the world means 300 million big cocks. Well, wait, some of them are underage, so let's say 200 million big cocks. At 5 minutes a blow job, that's 12 an hour, times, oh... 12 hours in a day—let's give you time off for eating and sleeping—that's 144 cocks a day." She got out her smart phone and started punching in numbers.

"So it would take you, oh, about 2 million days to suck them all. That's about 6000 years! And that's just to suck them all once! That doesn't leave time for any repeat performances. And, heck, I forgot, some of those 17 year olds are turning 18 and becoming legal every day. 100 million underage big cocks, divided by 17, then divide those by 365 days in a year... so there's 16,000 big cocks becoming legal every day! So no wonder you're jumping in with both feet! But you're falling behind! Every day that you suck 144 cocks, you're falling 15,856 cocks farther behind! You'll never suck them all at the lackadaisical rate you're going at it!"

Put like that, a meager cock or two a day didn't sound so bad. I was just an eager beaver: even if I wasn't really a beaver. Or just lately become a beaver?

"Now if you gave one a hand job, while you sucked another off, and a third one fucked your cute little—or not so little now, I'm guessing—asshole, then you could knock off maybe 400 a day.... But the real question is: are you enjoying yourself? Do you like all this male attention? Are you loving the sucking and the fucking? Is it fulfilling, and not just 'filling'?"

I thought about how it had felt to have Don's cock in me, and my date with Ray tomorrow, and how Brian's cock felt in my mouth.

"Yeah, yeah. I love it! It's just that I feel like a different person. Like I don't even know myself. I don't know what I'm going to do next. Where did this cock-hungry cross-dressing slut come from?"

"Oh, baby!" Tonya said, pulling me into a hug. "You're just learning what everybody else tries to ignore. We're always changing and none of knows what's going to happen next. We try to pretend our lives are so predictable, but talk to anyone who's been RIFfed from their job, or had their house wiped out by a tornado or got a diagnosis of cancer when they thought they just had a mole.

“You know what they say, 'You can't swim in the same river twice.' Everything's always changing. Is that cock just as hard as when you sucked it yesterday? Does that cum taste exactly the same? Is your ass just as tight around that cock as it was even just five minutes ago? No! Don't judge it! Just live it! If you want to suck a cock or ten cocks, you do it, girl!"

"Don't worry about it, eh? Just let it happen?"

"That's right!"

I felt a little better. Tonya told me she'd fix dinner while I put on my make-up.

Later toward bedtime Tonya was snuggling up to Brian on the couch. "Well, I am a pervert, because for some reason I feel like anal tonight. All that talk about Janine sucking 144 cocks a day got me randy and the randier I feel, the more butt fucking appeals to me. Something dirty."

Brian smiled and I thought I saw a little "baby bulge" of a different kind in his shorts.

"Janine, I'd like you to help me with the honors," Tonya said, getting up and pulling me toward her bedroom and then into the adjoining master bathroom. "Run me an enema. I like to be nice and clean for my dirty backdoor sex."

I ran the water warm and filled the enema bag and buffered the water. I guess I'm a pervert too, because my little penis barometer was sticking straight up again merely from preparing Tonya an enema. I ran the water onto my wrist to check the temperature and thought of the ironic similarity to a mother checking a baby's bottle. I supposed I'd be doing a lot of that too, when Tonya's and Brian's baby was born.

"Hang that up for a second, Janine," Tonya said, her voice warm. "Come here," she said, patting the bed next to her. I sat. "You still love me, don't you? You don't just love cocks and Ray now, do you?"

"No!" I said, truly shocked at her question. "Of course I love you!"

"And you still want to be my little cuckold, don't you? You won't stop that just because you are a girl now?"

"No! I never even considered it!"

She reached out and rubbed my stiff cock.

"I'm glad to see little Johnny—we can still call him that, can't we? He's still a boy, isn't he?—little Johnny still seems excited to help me get ready for a good butt fucking by a real man! And you, are you still in love with my pussy and my asshole? I mean, I know they don't excite you like big hard cocks, but you still love them? Do you still love to see them reamed by a big hard cock? Do you still love to see them all stretched out and filled to the brim with a real man's hot cum?"

"Oh, yes!" I said with sincerity. "I'm proud that a real man is fucking my wife! I'm honored to be able to be part of that kind of passion. I'm pleased that Brian can enjoy the delights of a woman as beautiful and deserving as my wife. And I'm glad that my shortcomings won't deny you all the pleasure you're entitled to."

"And this," she said, patting her belly, "you're not resentful of this? That this womb will never hold your baby? That your cum will forever be spurted on the ground, for your own pleasure or humiliation, but never to produce an offspring? That your line will end with you?"

"No! No, I'm happy for you, happy for Brian, happy for the baby. I'm proud that my wife will have a baby from a real man, an alpha male. If ... if you were ... pregnant with my baby, I'd feel embarrassed, I guess. Like I'd pulled something over on you. It'd be like being an imposter. I'd worry you'd be disappointed, in me, in the baby.  Like, 'Why'd I waste my chances on him?' "

"Oh, baby, you make me so happy in so many other ways!" Tonya said. "Like now, why don't you show me how much you love me? Kiss my little bunghole that you're going to grease up for my lover to fuck! Make love to my anus with your pretty lips and tongue!"

Tonya lay back and pulled her legs to her chest, opening up her cheeks for my worship. My eyes took in what used to be a pink starburst, but now was a looser, redder opening after Brian's—and others!—frequent depredations. Nonetheless I felt honored at the way she opened herself up to me, freely offering her most intimate place for my loving attention. And I was happy to give it!

My mouth watered at the prospect of sealing my poor lips to her anal orifice. I reveled in the musky smells of her cleft and kissed her hole reverently. I kissed her asshole the way any lover would kiss a mouth, smooching and pressing my lips fervently, excited at the form softness of the tissues and the twitching of the muscles at the unexpected visit. My cock throbbed at the arousing wrongness of it. My tongue dabbed at the opening and found it much more accessible than months ago, having been stretched and trained by repeatedly surrendering to probing by real men's cocks.

I groaned in my ecstasy at the communion I was being allowed with my wife's forbidden places. My tongue lanced into her rectum and I thrilled at the grip of her widened sphincters. I strained to thrust my tongue as far into her as I could. I was not concerned whether I would encounter any feces: that would only make it all the dirtier and make my worship all the more praiseworthy. Tonya murmured approval of the sensations my kissing and licking were producing in her bowel.

"Oh, that's marvelous! But Brian will be impatient to claim his prize. I do love your wonderful tongue and lips down there. Ray must be so excited to have you sucking on his cock with that mouth."

I reluctantly pulled my face from between her cheeks and reclaimed the enema bag. I daubed just a bit of lube on the nozzle and, my hands trembling, I slipped the nozzle into Tonya's anus. I thought ruefully, 'Probably what my little willie would feel like if I tried to fuck her there!' but it was still exciting to be penetrating her, even in that way. I released the clamp and Tonya purred as she felt the warm water flow into her.

"Oh, that's nice and just the right temperature," she praised me.

'Yes, I'm an expert at preparing my wife to be fucked up the ass by other men,' I thought to myself. But at the same time, I really was happy to please her in any way, to be useful to her pleasure. The submissiveness of my actions wrapped me in a warm cocoon of intoxicating lust and humiliation.

Tonya got up and relieved herself in the bathroom and then lay back down to allow me to grease up her hole for Brian's pleasure. To be allowed to press first one and then two greased fingers into her ass almost seemed a sacrilege. I was unworthy even to finger-fuck this magnificent woman.

"Let Brian know I'm ready. No, that's not right. Ask Brian to please come here and fuck your wife. Ask him if you can stay and watch. I'd like you to see him fuck me, and have you enjoy it. You can wank your little girl-cock, but you can't come: you have to save yourself for Ray. Would you like that, to see Brian's big cock fuck your pregnant wife's ass?"

"Yes!" I said in lust-drunkenness. "Please."

"Well, ask him. Beg him if you have to. It's up to him."

I found Brian eagerly waiting in the living room.

"Brian, I'd like you to fuck my wife. You can use her ass: she wants you to have that. She really needs a big hard cock in her and I can't satisfy her that way,. You can. I'd like to watch, if it's OK with you."

"Sure, whatever floats your boat," Brian agreed sportingly.

Brian stripped off his shorts and his cock was already mostly hard.

"C’m’ere, lover," Tonya bade him, her voice already husky with lust. "I'm all ready for you." Brian lay down next to her and they began to kiss passionately. I sat meekly in a chair by the side of the bed, but my hand snaked up under my nightgown and stroked my little stiffy.

"Oh, baby, I need your cock in me," Tonya moaned. "I need you at my back door." To me she said, "Janine, grease him up and put him in me."

Like a good cuckold I was thrilled to be included in their illicit act. Coating Brian's rampant erection in lube gave me a chance to appreciate its magnificence once again. Tonya got on her hands and knees. Her already prepared anus almost looked as if it were drooling to engulf Brian's manhood. But pressing the head of Brian's penis into her orifice made it clear that it was still a tight fit. Tonya's sphincters strained to open wide enough to take the thick organ. Tonya pressed back toward Brian in little jiggles, trying to coax her ass to accept the thick flesh.

"Unh! Unh!" Tonya grunted. "Oh, God, that's good! Oh, God! That's it, stretch me! Oh, you're so big, so good! More! I want all of you in me! Fuck my ass!"

"Jesus, baby!" Brian groaned. "Your ass is so tight, so hot! So good!"

Tonya rocked into Brian, fucking herself on his cock. The sight of her anal ring stretched tight around his shaft was so arousing that I almost forgot to breathe.

"Janine, feel my belly! Feel my pregnant belly as Brian fucks my pregnant ass!"

I hesitantly reached under her and gingerly felt her belly as she rode Brian's hot cock. Her tummy hardly felt any different, but knowing Brian's baby was growing there made it all new. I wondered what the baby thought was going on! It was so strange to be so close to them that I could feel the heat coming off their bodies, and feel Brian's thrusts jiggle Tonya's belly.

"Play with my tits, Janine! They're so sensitive now!" She moaned as I reached under her and stroked one nipple. It was bigger and more erect than I'd ever seen it. "Oh, God, that feels so good!" I was able to reach the other nipple and let my forearm rub the first one at the same time. Her nipple raked across my hand and arm like the pendulous teats of a cow.

"Oh, Jesus! Oh, Jesus!" Tonya cried out at the overwhelming feelings coming from all sides. She shuddered and I knew she was coming.

"Fuck! Oh fuck!" Brian groaned as Tonya's ass squeezed his penis while her orgasm spasmed through her.

"God, yes, fuck me!" Tonya urged, her orgasm only inflaming her lust.

I watched as Brian's manhood slid into her bowels over and over, her ring still clinging to every millimeter of his penis. Oh, I loved watching that! It was so hot!

"Oh, God, here I come!" Brian choked out and drove into her ass with a roar. I thrilled at every twitch of his orgasm as he filled my wife's rectum with his rich semen. "Oh fuck! Oh fucking Christ!" was his inarticulate testimony to the ecstasy offered by her clutching sphincters and tight hot tunnel.

"Oh, God, baby, that was the best!" Brian sighed, as he withdrew his fleshy rod from Tonya's ass. He slumped to the bed and I looked hungrily at his cum-smeared tool.

"May I?" I said to him hesitantly.

"Knock yourself out," Brian acceded. I immediately swallowed his cock and sucked out the last drops of his sperm and licked his softening tool clean. Then I lowered my mouth to Tonya's drooling anus and tasted the strong savor of cum and lube leaking from within her. Tonya sighed with satisfaction as my lips and tongue caressed her battered tissues.

"Did you enjoy that, Janine?" Tonya asked.

"Yes," I choked out, my voice thick with lust.

"No coming for you tonight," Tonya tsked. "And I'm too tired to milk you now. You'll have to promise to milk yourself. Set your fucking machine for 10 minutes and then use a prostate massager to squeeze out as much drippings as you can."

I was disappointed to miss Tonya's attention, but I could hardly complain after the show I had just been treated to.

"Yes, dear. Thank you, Tonya," I said.

"I'm sure Ray will take care of you tomorrow night," she assured me. "You need to be properly horny to treat him right."

"Yes, dear," I assented.

In my horny state I was not too inclined to be philosophical, but I tried to remind myself of the sex show I’d just witnessed and the no-doubt randy time I'd have tomorrow. In fact, once I got the fucking machine going, I wondered if Tonya should have left my poor ass to recover from all the fucking it had been getting lately. But I set the speed to very slow and it wasn't long before I was enjoying the stimulation. I wondered if you had to be a little bit gay to enjoy being ass-fucked as much as I did, or were men who never tried receptive anal missing out on one of the great things in life?

When the timer went off on the machine, I got out the prostate massager per Tonya's instructions. It had a wicked curve on the end, allowing one to put great pressure on the prostate without much strain on the wrist. It was still a little awkward to use it on yourself, having to reach back around your own tush, but I found a position lying on my side that wasn't too uncomfortable. It wasn't as enjoyable as Tonya's ministrations, but as always it was a satisfying humiliation to see my semen dripping from the end of my penis. It was perfect for a cuckold: his sperm dribbling uselessly, churned up by watching a real man fuck his wife. 'Nowhere to go, no one to impregnate,' I thought, 'so no need to squirt.' Of course the sexual tension was barely released at all, leaving me with a restless itchy feeling that Tonya planned for me to present to Ray.


-Day 103 Wednesday-

The next day was my big debut in front of my coworkers, not to mention Ray's debut with them and our "date," which I badly needed. I was nervous all day and my eagerness only seemed to make the clock crawl ahead at a maddeningly slow pace. I shot out of the office at 4:59 and went home to prepare myself to be the best girl I could. I was surprised at myself how badly I wanted to impress my coworkers and be accepted as another girl by them!

I decided that I would go understated, not to fox myself up too much, just nice casual. After all this wasn't a cocktail party or formal affair, just drinks after work. Still, becoming Janine was a project every day, with reapplying my nail extensions, wig, earrings, falsies, and make-up. It was a rush to get ready by 6:15.

Ray pressed the doorbell right on time. As soon as I laid eyes on him I couldn't help but smile broadly! He was so handsome in a nice blazer and tie. I wondered if he had come from work or gone home to change.

"You look beautiful!" he said and my smile got even broader! His eyes flashed with delight as he surveyed me, thrilling me with the suspicion that he was as glad to see me as I was to see him! He pulled me into his arms and I relaxed into his embrace, reveling in the solid manliness of his body. He pressed his lips to mine and I returned his kiss hungrily until the sliding of my lipstick on his mouth reminded me that he was smearing my carefully applied make-up.

"My lipstick!" I cried. "I'll have to reapply it now!"

He grabbed at a tissue and wiped my coral lipstick off his mouth.

"My apologies—but it was worth it! I'm only flesh and blood after all!"

"I know all about your 'flesh'!" I smirked, pressing a hand to his crotch and being gratified to find him half-hard from a 10-second kiss. "You are a naughty boy!" I pretended to chastise, but I really was flying high again on my certainty that he desired me! Little ol' me!

"I'll just be a second," I said, repairing back to the bathroom to fix my lipstick.

"Where are Tonya and Brian?" he asked down the hallway.

"Since we're going out, they decided to grab some fast food."

As I returned from the bathroom I grabbed my purse and Ray took my hand possessively.

"Let's go knock their socks off, Janine!" he enthused. My nervousness was gone now! In Ray's company I felt as if I could lick my weight in wildcats!

"I think you'll really like them," I told him. "They have accepted my 'news' amazingly fast. Maybe things really are changing, about people accepting different sexualities. Their attitude is almost like, 'Yes! One of those nasty men has seen the light and come over to our side! Yay! One point for the girls!' And I know they'll love you. I mean, you're a great guy: what's not to like?"

"Oh, I don't know. In my experience, women can be pretty critical."

"You mean your mother can be pretty critical."

"That's a fact."

"I'll do my best not to be her!"

"Janine, you couldn't be her in a million years!" he said taking me in his arms again.

"Good, because I have some very unmotherly plans for later!" I laughed.

"Your chariot awaits," Ray said, opening the door.

In Ray's company I was energized and relaxed at the same time. By the time we got to the bar, I was just Janine, Ray's girlfriend, not Johnny in drag!

The bar was an upscale place and I was taking in the decor and the atmosphere when I spotted the girls at a large table. Although they had seen the photos on the web from the gala, the looks of shock and wonder on their faces reminded me of what was happening here. I guess being face to face with your first transsexual coworker is different than seeing a picture.

"Oh, Joh—Janine...!" Martina stammered, flustered. "You're ... you make a very good ... pretty ... girl!"

"Damn, a boy is a better looking girl than I am!" Sherri joked. "And of course he's got a better looking boyfriend too! You must be Ray?"

"Yes, good evening, ladies."

"Ray, this is Sherri, Martina, and Annette. Where's Emily?"

"You know her," Annette answered. "Couldn't find her head if it wasn't attached. She'll be late and will have gotten lost twice." We all chuckled at the truth of her gibe.

"Have you ordered?" Ray asked.

"No, we were waiting on you," Martina answered.

Ray waved the waitress over.

"I'm picking up the tab for this table," he told her. "Order whatever you want. I'm so glad to meet all of Janine's friends. How long have you all worked together?"

The drinks were ordered and small talk flowed. True to form, Emily showed up about 20 minutes late.

"Oh, John! I'd never have recognized you if I hadn't known! You look just like a girl!" Emily gushed.

"Thank you, Emily," I said uncertainly. "But call me 'Janine,' OK?"

"Oh! Sorry! This is all new for me!"

"For me too!" I replied and chuckled. "No worries. It's a lot to take in!"

"You look great! Really! Very ... feminine."

"That's the idea," I said, rolling my eyes slightly. "You look very nice yourself."

Emily blushed. She had dressed to the nines, wearing much more make-up than usual and a fancy cocktail dress.

"Well, after seeing those photos from the charity ball you guys went to...."

"I'm Ray," Ray introduced himself. "You must be Emily."

"Oh! Sorry! I should have introduced myself! Nice to meet you Mr....."

"Just call me Ray. And I agree with Janine. You look ravishing!"

Emily immediately blushed and look more flustered, but she smiled.

"Well, thanks!"

We ordered another round of drinks.

"So how did you two meet? On line or what? Is there a website for...?" Emily asked.

Ray laughed.

"You make it sound so ... clandestine! We met through friends of friends," he said, subtly widening his eyes at me to acknowledge how many lies of omission were contained in that seemingly innocent phrase. "And I'm very grateful to them, too!"

"And you knew about Janine being a ... well, um, special?" Emily plunged on.

"Emily!" Annette tried to cut her off.

"No, it's OK," Ray said charitably. "Yes, I knew, Emily. No false pretenses."

"So are you ... you know, gay?"

"EMILY!!!" all the girls shouted in unison.

"Well, I do have to say that your forthrightness is refreshing, if a little unexpected," Ray replied, a little taken aback. "I expected to be put under the microscope by Janine's girlfriends, but I thought all I'd have to do is make charming conversation, not explain my sex life!"

"You don't have to do anything of the kind!" Martina jumped in. "Emily, you should be ashamed of yourself!"

"No!" Ray contradicted her. "No, dear, don't do that! Emily's just saying out loud what everybody's wondering."

"That's right!" Emily said defensively.

"I'm sure Emily will be more than willing to answer questions about her sex life later," Ray continued.

Emily immediately began to blush a startling shade of pink.

"Just kidding!" Ray said. "But to answer your rather brassy question, no, Emily, I am not gay. I've never been attracted to men and I've never had sex with a man. But Janine isn't a man. I'm attracted to her because she is a beautiful charming and sexy girl."

"But he's got a...," Emily started.

"No, she's got a p-e-n-i-s," Ray corrected her. "That's OK with me. In fact, I consider it an interesting accessory, if you will. You know, like a sun roof or a convertible top!"

"Convertible is right!" Sherri guffawed. "Converts from John to Janine in...," she said looking at her watch, "... 60 minutes, not counting travel time!"

"And that's with the pedal to the metal!" I chimed in. "This ain't like flicking a switch, let me tell you!"

"Now you know what we gals go through to be beautiful!" Martina laughed.

"You're telling me! At least you all have a head start! I don't even get to start from Square One! I start at Square -5!"

"The results are amazing!" Ray said and he pulled me to him and laid a big kiss on me.

"Woo-whee! Hot tamale!" Martina exclaimed and the others joined in, giggling.

Emily wouldn't let it go, though.

"But what about ... you know ... boobs? And ... well, down there?"

Ray shook his head.

"And she's had one less drink than we have!" he said, nonplussed.

"Oh, Emily's inhibitions don't need much lowering," Annette said sarcastically. "She's a loose cannon when she's sober as a judge!"

Ray showed so much aplomb and patience. I didn't know if he was charming the girls, but I was falling more in love with him with every diplomatic answer.

"Women come in all shapes and sizes, don't they? Do they all have to have D-cups or they lose their membership card to the gender? Do I love the person or their breasts?"

"But she doesn't have a ... can't ... uh, have children."

"Well, we haven't discussed a wedding date yet!" Ray laughed and Emily colored a deeper shade of red. "This is our what third, or fourth date, depending on how you count! And if I'm not mistaken, she's already married? And Tonya is expecting? So Janine will have a child. But lots of couples get around that. There's surrogates, there's adoption. And not everyone wants kids."

'WEDDING!!!!' I thought furiously, my mind in shock. Did he say "wedding"?!?!? Wait! "Kids"?!?! "Adoption"?!?!? "Surrogate"?!?! I needed another drink. I grabbed Martina's and emptied it.

"You've, uh, thought this all out, have you?" I sputtered.

"I was just answering the lady's question," Ray said with a smile. "I've thought a lot about a lot of things. I've had a lot of lonely nights to think about things."

"Probably tonight won't be one of them!" Sherri jibed, and they all laughed, and Ray smiled broadly.

"I hope not!" he laughed. Now I was the one blushing as all the girls looked at me.

"So is Ray gonna get lucky tonight?" Sherri asked.

I marveled how we'd gotten from shock at my being apparently "gay" to being a transvestite, to talking with apparent ease about whether I was going to have anal sex tonight!

"Oh, I don't know. He's played all his cards right so far, but the night is still young," I answered. But the way they were talking openly about my having sex with a man had pretty much already made my decision for me! My penis was fighting to swell within my gaff. In fact, going out to dinner didn't sound as good as going home right now and jumping this guy's bones just inside his front door!

Ray diplomatically changed the topic to finding out the particulars of all the gals' jobs and relationships and families and background.

"I regret that it is time for us to leave," Ray said looking at his watch, "or we'll miss our dinner reservation. I have really enjoyed myself, ladies. Janine is lucky to have such nice friends." He took my arm rather gallantly and I felt proud to be escorted out by him. I was sure the other girls were looking on with envy.

As soon as we got out the door I impulsively pulled Ray to me and gave him a big kiss. I could feel the drinks we'd had and it was making me horny.

"Let's skip dinner," I suggested huskily. "Let's just go to your place!"

Ray kissed me back.

"That's an excellent suggestion," he said. "Let me just call the restaurant. I don't want to ruin my reputation with them."

As soon as we got in the door of Ray's place, we hugged and kissed, first standing up and then he lowered me to a couch.

"You were magnificent," I said between kisses. "They ate you up! You were so charming! And the way you handled Emily.... It made ... made me proud of you, proud to be with you."

"Yes, that Emily's a trip! But she's just got the naïveté to say what everyone else is thinking. It certainly got me thinking!"

"Me too! That's why I couldn't stand to go to a restaurant after that discussion! It would be torture to sit across from you and not be able to touch you!" I kissed him again and my hand strayed to his crotch. Ray groaned as my hand found the hardness there.

"God, I've missed you!"

"Let's see how much!" I said, finding his zipper and pulling it down and then fishing his swollen member out of his boxers.

"I approve of your underwear. Lots more room for this big boy and so much easier to open than a tight pair of briefs." I shivered at the warmth and silkiness of his penis in my hand. I gave it a languid stroke or two and it was as if Ray were helpless now. He lay back and let me fondle him.

"That feels so good!" he sighed.

I brought my face down to his rapidly hardening cock and breathed in his masculine scent. I kissed the sensitive spot just below his pee-slit and kissed down the shaft, then held his warmth to my cheek.

"Some women won't even give their men head!" I said, shaking my head. "If you loved him, how could you not, knowing how good it felt to the man? Wouldn't you love their penis too? I love it! I can't get enough of it!"

"God, I can tell!" Ray exclaimed. "Maybe it's the foreignness. We're all scared of what's unfamiliar. You have an advantage: you're used to being around a cock."

"But not other men's cocks! Talk about scared! How could I know how much I would love it? MMMM!" I said, taking his cockhead into my mouth and sucking on it. "Mmmm!"

"Oh, God, baby! Oh!" Ray moaned. I loved the slippery feel of his smooth skin wet by my saliva! As much as my lips caressed his cock, I felt as if his hard-on were caressing my mouth in turn, it was so arousing.

The thought of wives giving their husbands head had me hearing Ray saying the words "wedding date" earlier. Could I be happy sucking this cock every night for years and years? As I felt it fill my mouth and tickle the back of my throat, my cock said, 'Yes!' and my anus twitched, 'What about me?' The thought of years and miles of Ray's penis plumbing my backside only brought a smile to my face!

"God, I need this thing in me!" I exclaimed, lifting my mouth off Ray's erection, but replacing it with a slippery hand. "I need to ... freshen up," I warned. "But I'll only be a minute."

"Arrgghh!" Ray protested. "Hurry back! I'll be in the bedroom."

He couldn't be in more of a hurry than I was. I cursed at the faucet for taking so long to run warm so that I could fill my douche. I impatiently emptied my bowels and then lightly lubed the opening that would soon be entertaining Ray's manhood. My rectum felt tight around one finger and I shook my head at the idea that it would momentarily stretch enough to accommodate Ray's thick member. 'Long, too,' I thought as the tip of my finger reached deep into my rectum. Ray's cockhead would presently be battering at that extremity. I thought of doffing my clothes and walking in naked, but I decided I'd give Ray the pleasure of unwrapping his gift! I left off my gaff but replaced my panties before I tiptoed into the bedroom.

Ray had taken the opportunity to undress and put on a robe. The nightgown he'd given me draped over a chair.

I was thrilled that he wordlessly took me into his arms and crushed his lips to mine! His muscular body was so different from my relatively slim one. Although he wasn't more than three inches taller than me, he was so much stronger that it felt as if his body enfolded mine. The press of our fronts together was intoxicating and I could feel the lump of his erection rubbing against the bulge tenting my tight panties. I melted into him.

He pulled out of the kiss and reached for the zipper of my dress. I felt a shiver go down my spine as he pulled the zipper down and began to push the dress off my shoulders! He swept the dress down, revealing the lacy salmon bra holding my breast forms. I thrilled as Ray lowered his lips to my neck and then to the skin below my collarbones. His kisses were so delicate that it sent electricity singing along every nerve! I moaned as I felt him whisk my dress past my panties and I stood in matching bra, panties, and garter belt. I was so glad that I had l decided to let him undress me—it was so delicious!

He stepped back to admire his prize.

"Oh, my!" he exclaimed to himself. "I'm so glad we skipped dinner!" He pulled me back into his arms and pressed my half-naked body to his. I felt hot, as if my skin would burn him, and his hands felt cool as he stroked my back. He took my pantied ass in his hands and ground my pubes to his, our two cocks bulging toward each other. A dark stain showed where pre-cum was oozing from my slit. I sighed as he slipped one hand underneath the silken fabric and grasped one ass cheek in his strong hand and kneaded it as our tongues still fenced.

"Take me, Ray!" I begged him.

"Not so fast," he said huskily, his voice overcome with lust. He unhooked my bra and then pushed me down on the bed as he whisked the bra and forms aside. I lay back on the bed, passively surrendering myself to him as he descended onto me. His mouth found my nipple and his hand tented my chest into a tit on which he sucked tenderly, while his other hand tickled the other nipple.

"Oh God!" I cried as the unexpected rush of pleasure coursed through me! I couldn't believe how erotic he made my nipples feel! He switched breasts and suckled at my other nipple hungrily. I thought he would soon move onto other pastures, but he seemed intent on milking all the arousal he could from my chest. I writhed as my nipples got more and more sensitive under his attentions and the arousal gave my hips a mind of their own. My body seemed to melt into a helpless puddle.

"Please!" I begged him inarticulately, as my cock and asshole longed for their share of the loving. He began to hump my crotch, grinding himself against me, and I bucked up desperately. God! How could I be so turned on by a man? I was mad for him to stick his cock up my ass and fuck me! I wanted his penis in the worst way!

He pulled my panties down and my cock sprung out to its full length, meager though that was compared to his. He pulled his robe off and his gorgeous rod saluted me.

"Please, no more! I need it!" I cried, lifting my ass off the bed obscenely. He grasped my cock, which was swallowed up by his hand, and squeezed it affectionately. I gasped and wondered if I'd go off right then. He toyed with me, grinning, as I groaned with the deliciousness of the stimulation.

"Please!" I begged, pulling my legs up and offering him my puckered hole. He flipped open a jar of lube with one hand without releasing my tortured penis and began to daub grease on my anus. His finger slipped inside and I let out a long groan of pleasure.

"So hot!" he said to himself. "So hot for me! So tight! So impatient!" He judiciously added a second finger and I strained to relax, to make myself ready for his penis. His fingers felt divine and he widened them and sawed in and out, showing remarkable forbearance. I groaned when he withdrew his fingers but my eyes shone with lust as I watched him lube up his rampant erection! The glistening pole was like a god's scepter to me. I stared at it hungrily and willed my ass to be ready for it.

Ray maintained his grip on my little cock, using it like a control stick while he lined the head of his pole up with my opening. I whimpered at the touch of his thick cockhead on my sensitive tissues! I pushed out, trying to open myself for him, but his girth still strained against my sphincter. A twinge lanced through my groin as his penis pried my backside apart, stretching it uncomfortably. As considerate a lover as my man was, by this time he was too aroused to be patient.

He pressed forward and my stressed ring twinged in protest. I grunted with the discomfort, but prayed for Ray to push on and impose his will on my reluctant muscles. I felt his greased penis sliding in, pressing my tight tunnel around his throbbing member. The blessed fullness started to compete with the strained feeling of my anal ring. When his cockhead prodded my prostate, I moaned at the pleasure!

"Oh, God!" I sighed, overcome with the arousal! I felt his pubic hair mash against my backside and the end of his cock sent unnatural sensations through my pelvis as it met the beginning of my colon. Then he pulled back and pushed back in, starting a slow fucking motion. I felt my anus begin to relax and I strained to push out as he pushed in, to open myself for his thrust.

"God damn, you feel so good around me!" Ray gasped. He shuddered and began to fuck me more rapidly. I felt my rectum warming and loosening. My body was limp, still, passive as I focused on accepting this invasion. I wanted it, wanted to surrender, wanted to be helpless, weak, yielding, vulnerable to this cock! It was my pleasure to be used, to be taken, for my weakness to elevate his strength. Maybe that was the difference between us, the active versus the passive. It was his pleasure to take me, to force me; and my pleasure to give in, to be open.

I opened my eyes and found Ray's closed, totally wrapped up in his own sensations. He pounded into me and I thrilled to see him burn with lust to fuck me, to be consumed with the sensations of my rectum gripping and caressing him! His cock marvelously filled me and stroked my prostate, sending waves of heat like lava through my whole pelvis. My little girl-cock throbbed with a congested feeling, but without any urgency for this to be over. I felt as if I were coasting on a plateau of extreme arousal, but happy to float on like that forever. I was pleasing my man and that was my place in life right now.

My ass was so loose and hot now that I experimentally tried to tighten myself around Ray's cock. He whimpered at my effort and I smiled. I began to twitch my sphincters around his shaft and it clearly drove him crazy! He began to thrust more spastically and I did not stop.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" he cried and his eyes flew open. "I'm going to spunk you!”

My eyes rolled back in my head and I let off the squeezing and answered him by opening myself up as wide as I could. He was momentarily nonplussed at the loss of friction, but he regained it by thrusting more frantically into my ass. He became like a wild man, fucking me in a frenzy and then cried out.

"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" he yelled and then his cock was spasming, throbbing and spurting his cum deep in my rectum. I felt the hotness of his seed flooding my insides and the jerks of his ejaculations, 2... 3 hard ones and then a twitch or two. He pulled back and thrust once, twice more, as if to shove his sperm as deep into me as he could, instinctively pushing his semen toward my nonexistent eggs. I was in joy to accept his gift, to be marked as his woman!

"Oh, Jesus!" Ray exclaimed, gasping for breath. He lowered himself down on top of me, resting on his elbows, catching his breath. Then suddenly he began to kiss me furiously, all over my face. I reached up and grabbed his face in both hands and pressed my mouth hard to his.

"Thank you," I said to him and kissed him again.

"Thank me? Thank you!"

"No, you make me feel so good! I love to have your cock in me, and your cum. You make me feel so ... desirable. When I feel you shoot in me, it's ... it's like ... a blessing!"

"Well. you can have all the blessings you want! Because your ass feels so divine around my cock!" He punctuated his statement with a couple more thrusts into me, which were deliciously squishy with his cum added to the lube.

"Oh, that feels so dirty!" I squealed. "You've made an awful mess in me!"

"Oh, yeah?" he said, thrusting hard in me twice more.

I squirmed underneath him and thrilled to feel his softening cock, the looseness of my used ass, and the gooey goodness of lube and cum.

"Not that I'm really complaining. It happens I like dirty!"

"Good, because I have a mind to make a bigger mess!" he said, reaching down to pump my cockette. He dabbed more lube on my still-erect member and began to stroke me. I sighed at the welcome attention. The fucking had diffused the arousal through my whole pelvis, so I did not feel on the brink of coming. It was as if the involvement of my ass and prostate gave me a bigger bucket, so that my excitement could build higher and wider before it overflowed. Still, Ray's hand felt marvelous on my penis and the presence of his cock stretching my butt made it all the more delicious.

"I want to see you squirt!" Ray intimated in a voice thick with lust. "Squirt for me, Janine! I want to see your girl-cock do its thing!"

His exhibitionistic urging was like throwing fuel on a fire. Suddenly I was not just receiving his attention: I was putting on a show for my man. It made it all the dirtier and naughtier! I was happy to be his sex toy! I wanted to make him hot, to revel in his lust for me. He wasn't just returning the favor of his orgasm: my orgasm was exciting for him too!

I felt my arousal building, but I wanted to give him a show. I reached up and started to stroke my own nipples, grabbing my chest up into two tits and mauling them. I could still feel their sensitivity from Ray's earlier suckling. That stretched my erogenous zone still wider and I began to squirm under the pressure of all the competing sensations coursing through my body.

"Do it, baby!" Ray urged. "Come for me, baby!"

That was enough. I strangled out a yell and my cock was pulsing out shots of semen onto my stomach.

"That's it, baby! Let me see your girl-cum!" Ray praised me. I could feel my anus straining to tighten despite its stretched state and I felt a strained sensation throughout my groin. Oh man, I might feel this tomorrow! I felt as if all my energy and willpower was draining out of me through my dick. Ray still had hold of my penis, but I was thankful that he was just holding it.

"You don't have that much cum," Ray said hesitantly, as if afraid to hurt my pride. But I had none any more.

"Tonya milks me," I explained. "She thinks too much semen building up might get me thinking too much with my dick, instead of other organs," I said, squeezing my ass as hard as I could on his cock.

"Ooh! Um, yeah. Well, I see what she means."

"Feed it to me, baby," I urged him. "Tonya wants me to always eat up what I spurt. She says it keeps me humble. I don't have any place for masculine pride."

"OK," Ray said in a ragged voice, as if the perverseness of his carrying out my cuckolding wife's emasculation plan excited him in a very twisted part of his brain. He hesitantly dipped the side of his fingers in the small pool of cum on my belly and raised it to my lips, where I licked it up without a thought. He scooped of a couple more fingerfuls. Some of it had soaked into my garter belt.

"I want your cum, too," I choked out, my own voice thick with lust.

Ray reluctantly pulled his cock out of my ass and placed his fingers below my buggered asshole. With perverse eagerness I pushed as well as I could, given the looseness of my stretched sphincters, expelling his cum and lube onto his fingers. He lifted the glob to my mouth. It was much stronger tasting and there was an impressive amount. He had saved up a lot of cum for me!

"I want all your cum," I said, looking him in the eye. "I want it in my mouth, in my ass!" I squeezed more out and he fed me another glob.

"You've got it!" Ray said, and he kissed me. I stiffened, not sure how he would like tasting his own cum, or even my cum. I mean, this was a man who did not express any homosexual desires. Wanting a she-male is not the same as wanting to be a cumsucker. I gave into his kiss while trying to swallow as fast as I could. I hoped he would not regret his impulse. But I detected no revulsion.

"We need to get something to eat. Have to keep our strength up for bouts like that!" Ray changed the subject.

"Not so fast! No wham-bang-thank-you-ma'am, you rascal!' I said and I pulled him down into a kiss. "You make me feel so good! I love how I feel with you!'

"I love ... it, too," Ray said and he looked me in the face in a strange mood.

"Is something wrong?" I worried.

"No, no, nothing," Ray hastened to say. "I just ... I've never felt like this before. This is all so new. It's good, all good, but it's ... I don't know what it all is. Lot of new feelings. New sensations. Things I've never thought of."

"Like what?" I said with anxiety.

"Nothing bad! It's all good, just new, different. Bah! I'm overthinking it. I don't even know what I am thinking." He reached out and stroked my cheek. "I'm happy. Happy in ways I've never been before. That's all. Just happier than I know what to do with."

I decided to stop talking, not sure that I wanted to get into that right now.

"Why don't you take that happiness and make us some dinner, then?"

"Good, good idea. Excellent suggestion. You are full of excellent suggestions!" he said, reminding me that it was my idea to cancel our dinner reservations and come straight here and fuck.

I decided to give him some space and also to give into the laziness of my "well-fucked" state. I pulled the covers over on top of me and mused. My stretched rectum was pleasantly throbbing. I flexed my ass cheeks and felt the telltale squishiness of the last drops of Ray's cum trickling from my ass.

I was an out-and-out cockhound now. Did it bother me? Any twinges of revulsion or regret in the aftermath? No! It felt too good. I felt warm and safe and satisfied. Who'd have thought it months ago—that my sexual goal would be to have a man ream my ass and dump his load in there—and that I'd love it?

I lay there lazing for a few minutes and then I started to wonder if I'd mussed my make-up! I got out of bed and slipped on the nightgown. I reveled in the hot, moist feeling between my cheeks as I walked to the living room to get my purse. I slipped into the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. Not really a mess. More of a flushed look, lipstick smeared. I quickly repaired my make-up. A girl's got to look her best for her man!

I sneaked up behind Ray and wrapped my arms around him, pulling his butt against my crotch.

"Whatcha making, lover boy?"

"Just some bacon and eggs. It's late and we need something quick."

"Bacon?" I said, reaching beneath his robe. "I prefer sausage!" I took his still greasy penis in my hand and stroked it. It was thicker and longer than my erect penis even when it was limp.

"Watch you don't make me burn myself!" Ray meekly protested. I ignored him and fell to my knees, spreading his robe apart.

"I love kielbasa, bratwurst, pepperoni, chorizo," I said, taking his limp member in my mouth. "Just no cocktail weenies!" I murmured satisfaction as I tasted his cum, lube, and the musky scents of my ass on his cock.

"Your eggs will get cold if you don't stop that!" Ray warned me.

"Maybe I want some cream sauce for them!"

"Baby, I need some nourishment before that! Maybe later, but right now we both need to eat something!"

"I am eating something!"

"Something nourishing!"

"It feeds my soul!" I said with mock drama.

"Well, here, feed your stomach," he said, holding a strip of crisp bacon out for me to bite.

"Mmm," I said, biting down on it and chewing. "Good bacon! But," I said, kissing and licking his cockhead—which was starting to swell?—"I still prefer your sausage."

"Lots of time for that," he said, looking me in the eye and holding my gaze for a long second. He had that strange dreamy look again. "You can have all you want. But eat your eggs and bacon now or I'll have to spank you!"

"Oh, a threat!" I exclaimed and laughed. My ass cheeks tingled a bit. That might be fun sometime! "OK, I'll be good," I said and I stood up and snuggled into his front.

"You were good. Very good!" Ray said intensely. He hugged me and I absorbed the feeling of being in his arms for a second and then stepped away and sat down at his breakfast bar. He sat across form me and ate, but half the time he was mooning at me, watching me eat.

"Quit looking at me!"

"What, who am I supposed to look at?" he protested. Then serious again. "You're beautiful. I can't believe you're ... used to be ... a guy. You're a beautiful girl. And here you are in my kitchen."

"With your cum dripping from between my cheeks!"

"Yeah! I can't believe that. Can't believe you're here. Can't believe how good you make me feel."

"Ray! It's not half as good as you make me feel!"

"I don't think so. You forget: you're my first. You have Tonya, fell in love with her, married her. I've never had that until...." He stopped, swallowed, looked down at his eggs and took a bite.

'Uh oh!' I thought. 'This is about... the L word! Isn't it too soon? We just met, what? Less than 2 weeks ago?'

"But, you're my first, er, Janine's first. It's all new for me too."

"It's intense!" he said with a deep breath. "I like you. I like the sex. The two together—whew! But it feels like ... more than just sex. I feel good with you. Like we're good for each other. For more than just a hot fuck. I'm starting to feel ... like I could ... fall in love with you!"

There it was! My heart skipped a beat. A smile came across my face: I couldn't stop it! I couldn't stop the joyous feeling that was filling my chest!

"You could?"

"I know I shouldn't, shouldn't even be thinking about that. I met you in a sex club! Less than two weeks ago! It's not fair to you, to Tonya. You're married! This is just supposed to be about sex, kinky sex." He looked at me and smiled, "Hot kinky sex! I have no right to even be thinking about that. You're just taking a walk on the wild side and I'm thinking about falling in love! God, what an idiot!"

I set my fork down and hurried around to his side of the table. I pulled him off his chair and into my arms.

"Don't say that! Don't say that about my boyfriend!"

He looked at me with surprise and hope. I crushed him to me in a hug. I whispered into his ear.

"What would you say if I told you I've thought about falling in love with you?"

"But what about Tonya?"

I shook my head.

"Tonya's having Brian's baby! Besides, she seems as excited about us as you and I are! I think the idea of you and I falling in love tickles her kinky bone. It would like a triumph of her playing with my sexuality, if I didn't just fuck guys or dress up like a girl, but I actually fell in love with a man! I think she'd get off on it."

"Oh, God, that would be so great! We could be together!"

"Is that what you want?"

"That's what I want right now. I mean, it's so sudden that part of me says, 'Whoa, boy! Slow down! You just met her. She's your first girlfriend. Don't go overboard!' " He looked me in the eye with an intense, almost desperate look. "But another part of me says, 'If it feels right, why can't it be right? Don't walk away from what might be the best thing that ever happened to you!' "

I pulled him into a hug and luxuriated in the feel of his strong body against mine.

"Tonya and I had this exact same conversation," I admitted. "I feel like I'm falling for you, but it's scary because it is so soon. So soon since we met, so soon since I became a cuckold, so soon since I started ... fucking guys, so soon since I began dressing....

“But, damn it, how can you ever know for sure? Life has no guarantees. You have to grab for what you think will make you happy and see what happens. You can't live your life over and see how it would have turned out a different way."

"This sure is a different way," Ray said ironically, taking my little cockette in his hand and kissing me.

"What I do know is that you make me happy," I said, matching him by grasping his thick cock and kissing him back. “When I’m with you, this all feels right. I’m glad I’m becoming a girl, because being a girl with you feels so right! When we make love, it doesn’t feel strange: it feels natural! I’m even glad I have a small penis now, because you love it!”

"I'm so lucky!" Ray said half to himself. "I know this is weird and different and complicated, but you're right! This must be right because I'm happy. Happier than I've ever been! You make me happy." I felt his cock start to grow in my hand. I squeezed it.

"Oh, I see that I do make you happy!" I smiled. "Now that we've eaten, I assume I have your permission to continue making you happy? Without risking a spanking?"

"Oh, I might spank you either way, just for being a saucy minx!"

I pushed him toward the couch until he had to sit down, stroking his hard-on the whole way.

"I know what I want for dessert!" I said. I took his cock in my mouth and began to lovingly suck on it. I couldn't believe how much it turned me on, given that I'd just been fucked and come not that long ago. But our revelations had brought us so much closer together emotionally that I just had to match that with physical intimacy. It felt like a need as much as a want.

Our earlier lovemaking allowed me to be much more relaxed and to delight in every ridge, every vein, every pulse, and every scent of this man's handsome penis. I cupped his balls in my hand, which I had not done before. I felt him tense and then relax, as he perceived that I would be gentle. I rolled the strange wrinkled, hairy sac in my fingers, but his stiff cock interested me more. I enjoyed the leisurely buildup of his arousal and mine.

"Mmmm," I murmured, satisfied just to slide his manhood in and out of my mouth. I toyed with the rim of his cockhead, licked up the ridge running down the underside of his shaft, tickled his oozing pee slit. I took his spit-slick penis in my hand so I could enjoy the sight of my hand with its long painted nails caressing his sensitive flesh.

"God, that feels so good! You really know what you're doing!" Ray enthused dreamily.

"I should know what feels good!" I said with a wry smile. I combined sucking with hand strokes, adding more saliva to the wet friction of my palm.

"Ooohhhh! Aaahhh!" was all Ray could manage now.

'What could I want better than that?' I thought, and I was filled with joy! An orgasm would almost be anticlimactic compared to the blissful cloud of arousal on which I was surfing. To be pleasing Ray this much was my only goal and the connection I felt with him in this moment was ecstatic! No one in my skin could say this was wrong. I resolved to hold onto that feeling, no matter what might happen, no matter what judgments might be rained down on me.

As much as I was enjoying the journey, an itch arose in me for the culmination. I watched Ray's cock throb with arousal, getting almost beet-red with the blood pulsing in it. I knew he needed his completion.

"Give me your cum, baby!" I urged him. "Let me feel you climax. I want your juice. I want to feel you spurt for me. Come for Janine, baby. Give up your cream."

My words pushed buttons deep in Ray's brain. His breathing became ragged and his body tensed.

"I want it, Ray. Feed Janine. Momma wants your baby juice."

"Ugh! I'm coming!" he cried and his hips bucked. I kept tonguing his cockhead and stroking the base of his shaft. There came a jerk and then I felt his hot seed flood my mouth.

"Mmmm! Mmmm!" I hummed, excitement sparking through my body at the taste of his hot semen. His cock spasmed and pulsed and another glob poured onto my tongue and then another, weaker spurt.

"Unh! Unh! Unh!" Ray whimpered, almost as if in pain. I sucked down his precious gift.

"That's it, baby!" I murmured. "Let me have it! I want every drop!" I said and punctuated it by sucking on his cockhead again, trying to vacuum every morsel from his slit.

"Oh God, so good!" Ray gasped. "How could it be so good?" he asked rhetorically.

"I'm just that good, I guess," I cracked.

Ray opened his eyes and smiled at me.

"I guess you are! Damn Tonya! I'm telling her I'm keeping you!"

"Telling who?" I joked, and Ray pulled me into a bear hug. He pressed his lips to mine and his tongue snaked into my mouth and I swore he was savoring the taste of his own cum mixed with my saliva.

"Can you taste yourself?" I hazarded.

"Maybe," he answered sheepishly. "Mostly I just taste you and smell your perfume. But, yeah, maybe I taste something. Is it ... do you like it, how it tastes? Or is it bad? Most gals don't like to swallow, I'm told."

"It's not bad. Strange the first time. It's not going to become a Baskin-Robbins flavor. I mean, who likes blue cheese or caviar the first time? But it grows on you, until you grow to like it. Love it. It's you, your essence. I want every drop of it." I proved it by squeezing up his shaft and collecting the last drops from his slit and bringing it to my mouth and smacking my lips.

"Well, good. I'd hate to think you were hating it and hiding that."

"No, not even close. I love your cum!"

"God, that wore me out! Do you mind if we rest for a little bit?"

"Not at all, as long as you hold me!" I answered.

Ray pulled me to him, hiking my nightgown up so he could press his groin against my bare behind. I had spent so many nights sleeping by myself since Tonya began sleeping with Brian; it felt nice to be held. We spooned lazily like that for maybe 45 minutes. Then Ray started to stir. He cupped my chest into a tit and began to toy with one nipple. He kissed the back of my neck and then began to nibble on my ear.

"Somebody's done with their nap, I guess!" I murmured.

"It seems like a waste to nap when there's a beautiful half-naked woman at my disposal!" Ray answered. I gave a little whimper as he tweaked my nipple to hardness. It wasn't the only thing that got hard, which Ray discovered when his hand wandered down to my groin.

"Looks like I'm not the only one who's woken up!" he remarked, as he grasped my little hard-on and started milking it.

"Oh!" I squeaked, amazed at how excited I was getting. But of course he'd come twice to my one. And what he'd been doing to my nipple had been marvelous.

"I'd like to try something," Ray said hoarsely, his voice hesitant.

"What?"

"You just lie back and see," he said mysteriously. He extracted himself from behind me and lay me back on the couch. He continued to stroke my erection delightfully. True to his instructions I closed my eyes and enjoyed his attentions. To my surprise the next thing I felt was the wetness of his mouth closing on my penis! My eyes snapped open.

"Ray, you don't have to do that," I said nervously.

"But I want to. I want to try it. I want to... be that intimate with you. And it's ... it's so cute. It ... it fascinates me."

I shivered at the emotion in his voice and the idea of his crossing that line because he wanted to be closer to me. A ripple went up my spine, like my hairs standing on end (except I'd shaved them all off!). I signaled my acceptance of his desire by lying back and closing my eyes.

I felt his lips close around my stiff little penis. His mouth was warm and wet and my cockette hadn't felt anything that good around it in a long, long time. I luxuriated in that wonderful sensation, but the acceptance I felt at Ray deigning to take my penis in his mouth was even more mind-blowing.

I opened my eyes and watched amazed as Ray's head bobbed up and down on my slender shaft. It looked more as if he were sipping on a straw than choking down a hunk of man-meat. The hem of my nightgown and the lace of my garter belt and stockings contrasted with the sight of my willie sliding into Ray's mouth. The perversity of my strange half-man, half-woman status sent sparks through my mind.

For a beginner, Ray was doing a nice job. I felt my excitement mounting rapidly.

"Watch out! I'm going to come any second!" I warned him. I expected him to pull off and let me squirt on my chest, but he continued to cradle my stiff little hard-on in his mouth! "Ray! Don't!" I urged him, but he continued to suck on me. I couldn't hold back.

"Auurrggghh!" I cried as I spurted into my lover's mouth.

"Uck!" Ray cried as he tasted my ejaculate. And a second later he was coughing and choking, spitting out my meager load.

"Oh, Ray," I laughed. "I told you! It's not your thing!"

"I'm sorry," Ray said sheepishly. "I wanted to do it for you. But I just couldn't.... How can you...?"

"It's not so bad once you get used to it. It's more the thought that bothers you. Obviously, I've come around to a different way of thinking," I said, gesturing toward all my feminine accouterments. "But I think it would be pretty hard for you, and that's OK. I'm touched that you would even try. But I'm OK if you don't want to do that."

"I did, I did want to do it. I want to do anything for you."

"That's OK if you don't though. You make me feel good with your cock and your hands. And they way you suck my tits—oh my!" I said, cupping my nipples suggestively.

"The sucking was OK, but the...."

"...jism?" I suggested.

"Yeah, that was ... I wasn't ready for that, I guess."

"And it's OK if you're never ready for that," I told him. "We're not the same, you and I. That's OK, that's what draws us together. A key and a lock are made for each other, but they're very different. But they fit together." I pulled him to me and kissed him, tasting the familiar taste of my own cum still on his lips. "Like your cock fits in my ass!" I said salaciously. "That's what really turns me on the most!"

"Me too! Your ass around my cock—that's the best thing I've ever felt!"

"God, yes!" I agreed. "But right now, a little shuteye would feel pretty good too. This has been an exhausting night!"

"Will you stay? Or do you want to go home?" Ray asked.

"Try and get me out!" I challenged him. "I want to sleep, but I want to sleep in my big man's strong arms!"

I could tell that really pleased him. He crushed my in a bear hug. Then to my surprise he picked me up and carried me into the bedroom!

"Whoa! I'm not that light! Don't hurt yourself!" I yelled, but deep down inside I was melting with the feeling of his both overpowering me and taking care of me at the same time. I felt a warm shiver go down my spine again and I relaxed in his grip.

"I can handle you!" Ray said, and I felt safe and loved. He placed me down in his bed and pulled the covers over me. "Um, I have to brush my teeth," he said sheepishly.

"Do you have some special paste to get the cum-taste out?" I asked him.

"Don't tease!" he said. "I feel bad about it!"

"Hey, baby, not everybody likes caviar either! No blame. Aren't we the poster children for 'different strokes for different folks'?"

"I guess," he conceded.

I gave him a minute in the bathroom and then I slipped in and brushed my teeth with the toothbrush he had provided me last time, still in its holder.

"No other visitor toothbrushes here, I hope?"

"Sure, I got a dozen of them. I put my other girlfriends' brushes away though," Ray kidded, and I knew he'd shaken off his embarrassment about the cum-swallowing debacle. "I have them color-coded so I don't get them mixed up!"

I stuck my tongue out at him. We slipped under the covers of his bed and tangled our arms and legs together. I felt his flaccid cock touch mine and a warm tingle went through me. I pressed my groin against his and reveled in the nasty sensations of our two male members entwined like our bodies were. Ray reciprocated by grinding his junk against mine.

"Mmmm," I purred, just excited enough to warm my belly but not too much to keep me from slipping into a muzzy sleepy fog.

"This beats sleeping alone," Ray murmured.

During the night I dreamed. I was in a church wearing a white wedding dress and veil. My dress was scandalous, the front being a gauzy material through which my C-cup breasts clearly showed. Across from me was Ray, wearing a morning coat, looking like a million dollars. Thad, Will, and Brian were his groomsmen. I turned around and Tonya was my matron of honor, and Natalie and Nikki were my bridesmaids. I looked down and Tonya was no longer wearing her wedding ring. I looked at my left hand and there was no wedding band, but an engagement ring. In the audience were David, Calvin, Babette, Marty, Mitch, and many patrons of the Cuck 'n' Bull.

I looked at Ray in the dream and he smiled warmly. Rather than being embarrassed of showing off my new tits through my wedding dress I stuck my chest out proudly, happy to show that I was every bit a woman now and worthy to be Ray's wife. The minister was Hugh, the MC from the Cuck 'n' Bull.

We went through the standard vows, except when the minister came to the part about "forsaking all others," Ray said, "Leave that part out," and Hugh smiled and winked at him. The minister pronounced us "man and wife," and then said, "You may fuck the bride."

Ray bent me over without resistance and pulled up my skirt. I could now feel a heaviness in my behind and Ray tugged at something and withdrew a heavy gold butt plug and placed it on a velvet pillow. My ass cried out at the emptiness, but it was only a second before Ray plunged his cock into me, accompanied by the cheers of the assembly. I grasped the rail of the podium and cried with joy at the sensation of my husband plowing my rectum. When he had clearly spurted inside me the witnesses cheered again and shouted their praise of Ray's cocksmanship.

But no sooner had he pulled out than I felt another body behind me, and it was Hugh's cock replacing Ray's. When he was spent, Brian took his place, then Calvin, then David, then Thad, then Will, then I lost count. And in the dream, I enjoyed every one of them, while Ray blew kisses at me, grinning proudly at his harlot wife.


-Day 104 Thursday-

I woke up with a raging hard-on, only to realize that Ray was humping my ass cheeks. I pressed back against him, eager to turn my dream into reality. I didn't say anything, but Ray took the initiative this time. I could tell by the light in the window that it was barely dawn. Plenty of time for another bout of lovemaking! I felt Ray's fingers press lube into my anus and then reach in me, tickling my prostate. I was already so hot from my dream that I was ready for him with little preparation. I sighed with relief as I felt the thickness of his cock begin to spread me open from behind. It was easy this time, as if my rectum were a holster designed to take this penis.

"Oh, God, I love to have your cock in me!" I whimpered. Waves of warmth radiated from my ass, settling a hot vibration all over me. Being taken from behind felt even more primitive, more animalistic. I loved the feeling of his pelvis pressing against my rump.

"God, I love how your ass feels around my cock!" Ray gasped in his turn. "So hot, so slick!" His tempo was medium slow, as if he were savoring every sensation. I was happy just to feel him in me, filling me again and again. The emptiness of his out-stroke was just poignant enough to heighten the pleasure of feeling him enter me again.

"I need you in me!" I mewed. "I want to feel full, but I want to feel you stroking my ass!" My words inflamed him and I crowed as I felt his cock bottom out, hitting the top of my rectum, sending warning signals through my groin at the same time that the feeling was deliciously wicked. "Oh, I love your long, thick cock!"

"I've never felt anything like your ass!" he returned the compliment. "I could live with my cock in your ass!"

But that was not to be, as much as we both might want it, for he could not help but pick up his pace as the primordial instincts kicked in. I thrilled as I felt his lust overtake him, knowing that I was the cause of that lust! But I also thrilled at the feeling of being used, that in the throes of his lust he cared only for his orgasm and my ass was only a receptacle for his need. As he plunged into me I was helpless and could only submit, only wanted to submit to him, his maleness, his superiority!

"Fill me with your cum!" I begged him, taunted him. He stiffened and then I felt his cock swell and twitch and the welcome heat of his cum flooding my insides. He slammed against my backside, rooting as deeply as he could.

"Oh God! Oh! Oh!" he cried desperately, as if in pain. He jerked into me again, as if frustrated that he could not get in any farther. "Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck me!" Then his body went limp against my back, spent, his cock still hard within me. "Oh, my God, how can you make me so horny!"

"I don't know, but I'm glad I do!" I said, rubbing my ass suggestively against his groin.

"Oh, you nasty, naughty, dirty girl!"

"Me? I was asleep! I woke up to find myself being molested!"

"Oh, yeah, you're so innocent! Do you know you were talking in your sleep? Not much mystery what you were dreaming about! You were saying, 'Fuck me! Oh, fuck me with your big cock!' I was getting turned on just listening to you!"

"I don't know what you're talking about!" I said with mock indignation. "I don't recall having any dream like that! How do I know you're not making that up?"

"You little liar!" he said, giving my rear end a smack. "You're a wanton little minx and you need to be fucked morning and night to keep you in your place!"

"And you're just the man to do it, I suppose?"

"Actions speak louder than words!"

"Well, we'll just have to see if you can keep it up!"

"Speaking of keeping it up...," he said, grasping my still-hard cockette in his fist.

"Oh!" I said, his hand feeling so good around my little penis and his big one still squishing around in my ass. "You can stop that, say, at the turn of the next century!" He started to stroke me and it was so delicious that I couldn't help but squirm, causing his cock to tickle my anus delightfully. "Oh, a reach-around!" He hunched against my ass and his half-hard cock still felt wonderful inside me.

"Oh, God, baby, that feels so good!" I moaned. It was a slow build-up of arousal, my cock feeling almost itchy and my stretched ass feeling relaxed. I felt out of control. My orgasm snuck up on me,. One minute I was just enjoying his stroking and a second later I was squeaking in surprise as my cum squirted out onto his sheets.

"Oh, fuck!" I said, half in satisfaction and half in chagrin. "That's a mess!"

Ray continued to grasp my deflating cock, his hand now gooey with cum.

"That's the least of our worries!" he said. "It's worth doing a little laundry!" He continued to hold me as I oozed a wet spot onto his sheets. Gradually his cock shrank to where it slipped out of my canal and I had the bittersweet feeling of loss, mixed with the deliciously wicked feeling of my anus yawning open as a result of a very good fuck by a very large cock. I felt delightfully used and slutty as my stretched ass leered open and my lover's seed dripped out.

"Oh!" I groaned and I reached back and caught some of the drainage in my hand. I raised it to my lips and tasted my lover's essence, fresh from my bowel.

"You love that stuff!" Ray marveled.

"To each his—or her—own," I replied. "I could tell you how great getting fucked is, but I don't think you'd like it the way I do. I bet there's two different kinds of people. There's hunters and hunted, fuckers and fuckees. You're a fucker. I'm a fuckee. That feeling of opening up to you—being opened up by you—I can't describe what that's like for me! It's a helpless feeling: I'm in your power, defenseless. But I love the helplessness! I love the feeling of letting go, of being taken. But I bet you like the feeling of being in charge, of taking what you want, of ... violating me, in a way. Not in a bad way: in a masterful way, a powerful way, getting what you want, taking what you want."

"You're what I want!" Ray said, shutting up my philosophizing by covering my mouth with his. I breathed in his masculine scent and reveled in the feeling of his muscular body against my slighter one.

"Speaking of our worries," I reluctantly said, "our main worry is having to face a day at work after that night!"

"Groan!" Ray said. "I suppose we must. Do you have time to stay for breakfast?" he asked. I looked at the clock.

"Only if there's no more funny business. Remember, I have to go home and change into my work clothes. That's more trouble for me than for you!"

"Yeah, I bet. Wouldn't it be nicer if you could just go to work as Janine?"

"It's very tempting, but I'm not sure I'm ready to deal with all the complications right now. It was a step in the right direction to come out with the girls last night. But facing the guys and my bosses—ugh! It just makes my brain hurt to think of it. But maybe, one of these days."

"Do you like waffles? I have one of those flip-over waffle irons."

"I love waffles! Pancakes I can take or leave, but waffles—especially if they're crisp—oo la la!"

Ray smiled at me.

"Me too!" he said and raised his eyebrows as if to say, 'See, we're made for each other!'

I jumped in the shower, giving extra attention to my greasy and well-used butthole. I couldn't resist the temptation to slip my finger inside and feel the looseness and lubrication and then taste the faint savor of Ray's lingering semen. In fact, I took the time to slip two fingers in and recall the way his cock had filled me.

"Hurry up, the waffles are almost ready!" Ray interrupted my private moment, just sticking his head in the door. Startled, I whipped my fingers out and said to myself, "You said no more funny business!" and hurriedly finished my shower. Without time to dress I pulled a terrycloth robe out of Ray's closet and whisked into the kitchen.

"My! Helping yourself to my clothes! Maybe that's a good sign! Are you moving in?"

I blushed, as that thought was too close for comfort to where my fantasies had been drifting.

"I didn't want the waffles to get cold. No time to dress. I'm not going to eat waffles naked!"

"The proprietor would have no objections to that. Feel free!" Ray teased.

"I'm not that kind of girl!"

"I disagree!" he said, and he pulled the robe open and snatched at my hairless groin.

"No funny business, I said!" I squealed. "Let me eat my waffles in peace!"

"I thought you liked being helpless, possessed? Let me play with my possessions!"

"There's a time and a place!"

"And I know just the place!" he said and his hand dived between my cheeks and stroked my not-so-tight anus. Just that touch sent a thrill through me, and I loved how free he felt with my body! But there was no time.

"We don't have time for this! My god, I just fucked you 30 minutes ago, you beast!"

"I'm my own boss. I can go in any time I want!"

"But I'm not!"

"Well, then, come work for me! You can be my 'personal assistant.' And I can think of all kinds of personal things you could do for me!"

"I don't think that's a good idea! Don't mix business and pleasure."

"Is that what your mommy told you? Did she also say, 'Don't suck men's penises'? 'Don't wear dresses'? 'Don't let men fuck you up the ass'?"

"Well, not in so many words.... It was more of an implied thing! Let me eat my damned waffle!"

He relented and I pointedly tied his robe tightly around me. I sat down and spread butter on my waffle. I looked for the syrup bottle and spied a ceramic pitcher. I was surprised to find it warm.

"Warm syrup! Oh, what a luxury!" I squealed and smiled at him. Ray grinned to have pleased me. While I wolfed down the delicious waffle he fetched some heat-and-eat sausages from the microwave and sat down to eat his own waffle.

"OK, so after we're married, I know what we're going to have for breakfast," he said.

I stopped in my tracks, a forkful of waffle in my mouth, and looked at him. I coughed.

"Married? Don't you forget I already am married? And that you've only known me two weeks? And that legally I'm a man?"

"Details, details. The real question is, what do you want? If that's what we want, we can make it happen."

"Whoa! Hold on, mister! You're getting way ahead of me."

"Am I? Haven't you thought of that? I have. I admit it's soon, but it sounds wonderful! You there at my breakfast table, in my bed. That feels good." He looked at me. "Looks good. Actually, looks beautiful! And could be even more beautiful. You're just new at this, but you're already beautiful. With more practice, the hormones, maybe even some surgery if you want, you could be stunning. A model. But I digress. I'd marry you tomorrow if I could." He got down on one knee. "Janine, will you marry me?"

I sputtered.

"You ask me this at the breakfast table when we're already late, with a piece of waffle in my mouth?"

"Is that a no?"

"No!" I said.

"So that's a yes?"

"No! It's a non-answer! It's too soon, too sudden! I need time ... to take this all in."

"You didn't need much time to take this all in!" he said, cupping his groin.

"That's ... that's a little different thing," I temporized.

"So you're saying you're a slut? You'll let me fuck you, but not marry you? I'm offering to make an honest woman of you!"

"It's ... it's a generous offer. I'll ... I'll need time to think it over. Sleep on it." I returned to eating my breakfast quickly. "I'm going to be late as it is. We have to hurry." I wolfed down the rest of the food and quickly pulled on my clothes so Ray could take me home. He pulled on a casual outfit and I knew he'd be coming back to dress properly to go into the office.

"If we keep going out on Wednesdays, Thursdays are going to be brutal!" I remarked.

"Not if you had all your stuff here," Ray pointed out.

"Next time I'll pack! I didn't want to be too presumptuous. It looks trashy to bring a suitcase along on a date!" Ray laughed and the slight tension caused by his proposal seemed broken.

That day at work I was a happy wreck. Taking off my make-up and dressing as John took even longer than I feared. I almost forgot to take my hormones. That would be sending things in the wrong direction! I was a half-hour late, which raised eyebrows in my female coworkers, who knew where I’d been last night! They were solicitous and teasing at the same time.

"Good morning, Janine!" Martina whispered to me.

"Oh yeah, she got lucky last night!" Sherri smirked. "Are you walking a little funny today, 'John'?" she asked with a definite "air quotes" in her voice around "John." "I'm guessing Ray is smiling pretty broadly today!" I blushed at their obvious certainty and their easy acceptance of what they knew was a night of butt-fucking!

"So you two had a nice date after?" Annette asked more properly.

"Oh, grow up, Annette!" Sherri rebuked her. "Did you see how they were looking at each other? They didn't go out to eat! I'll bet they went straight home to Ray's, didn't you?"

"A nice girl doesn't tell tales out of school," I demurred, but they could tell from my discomfort that Sherri was right on target.

"Was it ... good?" Emily asked. I could tell that the idea of enjoying anal sex was inconceivable to her, and the idea of two men in bed, no matter how dressed and coifed, was hard for her to wrap her head around.

"Yeah," I said sheepishly.

"Well that's all that matters," said Martina, "and anything else is none of our business," she added protectively.

"It's OK," I said. "You guys—you guys were great last night! Ray felt very welcomed. And me too. That was the first time I showed myself as Janine to normal, er, I mean, to anyone who only knew me as John. Your support has been great. It's made it so much easier on me than I thought it would be. It's even got me thinking about things I'd never have even imagined before."

"Like...?"

"Like toying with the idea of coming out to everyone here. And even thinking about Ray and I ... having some kind of a future together!"

"Wow! You mean like ... marriage?" Martina asked.

"I know, it's crazy to even think of it! I'm already married."

"That can change," Annette said. "I mean, if you and Tonya...."

"God, how can I even think of that! Tonya's been ... been great to me. How could I do that to her? Divorce her?"

"Well, that's up to the two of you," Martina said wisely. "If you think you can be happier with Ray. And if she's happier with other men. It wouldn't have to be nasty. In fact, I think I've heard that those are the least rancorous divorces, is where one of the couple come out as ... well, gay, even though that's not exactly your situation, I guess. But there's not that jealousy: 'What's she got that I don't?' In those cases it's pretty obvious what he's got that she doesn't! She might even be happy for you, like her roommate or her sister getting married."

"How could I do that to her?"

"Maybe she wouldn't see it that way," Martina continued. "I mean, I guess you guys have an open relationship."

"Very open!" Sherri chimed in. "I mean she let herself get knocked up by another guy!"

"That was ... well, I mean, I, uh, agreed to that. It's not like she ... just came home one night and said, 'Surprise! I'm pregnant and it's Brian's.'"

"You knew she was going to get herself pregnant with him?!? And you agreed to that?!" Emily marveled.

"It ... I know it sounds terrible. But it was like ... a gift. A gift I was able to give her."

"You mean that Brian gave her!" Sherri hooted.

"It wasn't like that. Look, I don't expect you to understand."

"It's OK, Janine," Martina assured me. "Actually you make my point. You guys have a different relationship. You can't judge it like other relationships. You don't know that Tonya would be hurt if you said you wanted to, um, be free to, er, make a life with Ray. She might understand. She might even be happy for you, supportive! You've said she seems very, uh, understanding."

"Or crazy!" Sherri butted in.

"Sherri!" Martina again came to my defense.

"Yeah, give the guy a break!" Annette agreed.

"Give the gal a break, you mean," Sherri chuckled.

"You know what I mean!" Annette said sheepishly.

"Look I have to get to work," I said. But work was the farthest thing from my mind. I felt happy and scared and guilty all at the same time.

I almost dreaded telling Tonya about my "date." I had run so late that she'd been gone by the time I got home that morning.

"How was the big unveiling?" she asked when she got home. I'd almost forgotten that the big news was supposed to be my coming out to my coworkers and their meeting Ray. It was a relief to talk about that and delay having to reveal the other.

"Oh! It was fine. They really liked him."

"And how did they like Janine? I mean, who wouldn't like Ray? But seeing their male coworker as a girl, that wouldn't be everyone's cup of tea."

"They handled it fine. I mean, they asked us some, um, embarrassing questions. Especially Emily. That girl will say anything that pops into her head! Like, 'How do you do it?' I mean, has she been living in Amish country?"

"Oh, God! How did you handle that?"

"With great delicacy and aplomb, of course. Actually, Ray handled it mostly and he did it so smoothly! He acted like he'd known them forever and that he introduced people to his transsexual girlfriend every day. I love him for that!" That last slipped out before I could catch myself and my guilty secret made me get nervous suddenly.

"Of course you do," Tonya said in an odd voice. "He very lovable that way. And how did the rest of your evening go?"

I was suddenly thinking about what I wanted to tell and what I didn't. That's the poisonous thing about secrets. Here was my wife, who had been so supportive and understanding with me, and I was measuring my words and deciding what I should tell her and what I should conceal. I already felt like a rat and I hadn't even done anything yet! I took a deep breath and decided I'd just have to tell her everything.

"We never even went to dinner. By the time we'd had a couple drinks and been grilled about our sex life, we were so hot that we went straight home and tore each other's clothes off!"

"Good for you! Wow, you two really have some chemistry! It almost makes me jealous, and then I remember that this was practically my idea!"

"Are you having second thoughts? I mean, this thing with Ray and me, does it bother you?"

"Oh, my God, no! I didn't mean that! I mean, it's like you see someone eating a big hot fudge sundae and you have a little twinge of envy, like, 'Oh, I'd like one of those!'. But I already have one of those! I guess I'm more like the person who already ate his sundae and wishes she could eat another one, but she's too full! Fortunately though, cunts never really get 'too full' to get filled up again!"

"God, I know what you mean! Ray fucked me this morning and a half-hour later he was trying to talk me into calling in sick to work so we could do it again!"

"Ah, young love! Or is it young lust?"

I didn't answer right away.

"Oh ho!" Tonya squealed. "So it isn't just lust! I told you he'd fall in love with you, just like I did! You're very lovable! Maybe even more lovable as Janine. I think it suits you better. And you ... do you love him?"

"How can I? I just met him! We've been on three and a half dates!" I protested.

"The heart has its reasons. You didn't really answer the question...."

I looked at her. I felt hot. My eyes started to well up.

"I do! I think I do!" I said and I started to cry. "Tonya, I'm sorry! I'm so sorry! How can you ever forgive me?"

"Forgive you? What's wrong? Why should I forgive you?"

"He ... he asked me to marry him! He wants me to come work at his office, as Janine!"

"Marry him!?! Oh my! This is unexpected! I knew you were a charmer, but...."

"It's not a joke! I feel terrible! How could I do that to you after all you've done for me?" I said desperately.

"You're not doing anything to me! Come here, baby. Let me hold you!"

I huddled into her chest and even though I'm bigger and taller, someone it seemed as if she were the stronger one and I was like a child being cradled by his/her mother.

"This isn't about me, baby, or even about you and me. It's about you. What do you want? What will make you as happy as you can be? Do you want to? Do you want to marry him?"

"I don't know! I don't know anything!"

"No, no, no, baby. It's not about 'knowing.' What do you want? In your heart, not your head. Do you want to say 'Yes'? Forget me, forget Johnny, forget your work, forget your family. What does Janine want? Do you want to marry him?"

I felt as if I were going to explode. I felt hot. I felt shaky all over. I wondered if I were going to pass out. I knew what my answer was, but I was afraid to say it. Afraid my whole world would fall apart if I said it.

"Yes!" I croaked out. I started crying harder. "Yes!"

Tonya crushed me to her chest and rocked me.

"Baby, baby, baby! I'm so proud of you, so happy for you! You've found love! A love so great that it can burst the bounds of gender, convention, your little ideas of right and wrong and declare itself, force you to do the right thing no matter what your fears, your expectations!"

"But I love you!"

"I know you do. You love me more than I could have ever believed!! You love me enough to let other men fuck me, enough to let another man make me pregnant, enough to suck my lover's cock! Will you love me enough to become a woman and marry a man?"

"But ... how would that show I loved you? Do you want me to? Do you want to divorce me?"

"Baby, I want you to do whatever will make you the happiest! Because I love you! That's what real love is: to care so much about someone that what makes you happy is what makes them happy! Isn't that what you've done for me? You love me so much that when you saw how happy it made me to be fucked by a real man, you wanted me to do that. You love me so much that it even turned you on to see a big-cocked man fuck me! So much so that my cunt sloppy with another man's cum became the sexiest thing in the world to you—at least until....

"Won't you believe that I could love you that much too? That I could see how happy it makes you to suck a big fat cock? To taste a real man's sperm? That I could see how a man's penis sawing in and out of your ass gave you more pleasure than my cunt ever did? And that I could love you enough to see that becoming a woman would make you happier than you could ever be as a man?"

"So you'd want me to ... to marry Ray? To divorce you?"

"If it's what would really make you happy! I'd never divorce you, baby, unless you wanted me to. If you want to keep things as they are, we can do that. If you don't mind me having more babies by other men and sucking their cum out of my pussy and ass.... I promised ’ 'til death do us part.' But if marrying Ray would make you happy, that would make me happy too. I'd never stand in the way of that! I'd be happy for you! Happy that you found a love like that. I'll never stop loving you, no matter what you do!"

I started crying again, but this time it was tears of joy, not tears of anguish.

"Tonya, I don't deserve you! How could you love me so much?" I sputtered.

"Oh, baby, you're pretty special! I knew that when I fell in love with you. How else could you win me despite that little dick? You've got a big heart, that's what. And I know you love me so much. That's pretty important too, isn't it?"

"I do love you!" I sobbed again, and buried my face in her luscious tits.

"There, there, baby. You're so tender-hearted. This is all so hard on you, all these feelings, all these changes." She patted my thigh. "Oh!!" she said. "That's not all that's hard on you!" She ran a hand across my groin and then up under my dress. "All this talk about marrying Ray seems to have gotten you excited!"

To my surprise her hand found a stiff erection in my panties. She snaked her hand into my underwear and began to feather my hard-on. It seemed the one thing I could count on was my penis to get hard at the most embarrassing times.

Tonya continued to stroke me.

"So having that issue decided makes you excited, does it?" I shivered as her hand expertly aroused me. "So have you two set a date? Where's your engagement ring?"

Tonya's easy acceptance of the idea of my marrying Ray inflamed my libido. Here she was, my wife, masturbating me while encouraging me to marry a man! The perversity of it aroused me no end!

"I haven't even said yes yet," I stuttered, as her talented hands wrung delicious feelings from my little organ.

"Think of yourself in a wedding gown! Ray, up at the front of the church in his tux, smiling as you walk up the aisle to become his wife! Who'll give you away? Not your dad certainly. It really should be me, shouldn't it?" she said, her fingers tickling the sensitive underside of my erection.

"But you'll be my maid of honor," I choked out.

"Why, thank you! Maybe I can do both. I really think I should. Because I will be giving you away, won't I? Just like you gave my cunny away to Brian to have his baby!"

I groaned at the wicked simile and the arousal she was causing was like a fever in my brain.

"Pull your legs up, darling," Tonya ordered sweetly. I obeyed and she slipped my panties up, exposing my genitals and anus. Moments later her finger was at my hole, dabbing lube there and then slipping in. I shivered.

"You like Ray's cock in your hole, don't you, baby?" she asked, gently working her finger in and out.

""God, yes!" I said sincerely.

"Oh, you're a dirty girl," Tonya remarked. "You need a douche." But she didn't stop fingering my ass. In fact, she introduced a second finger and I sighed at the welcome stretching of my anal ring. "You love to feel his long fat cock in your ass, don't you?"

"So much!"

"No wonder you couldn't fuck me how I needed," Tonya continued. "You'd rather get fucked yourself! That's probably why you got so excited to see me getting fucked by a real man. You were longing for a cock yourself!"

I didn't know if that were true, but it was deliciously humiliating to imagine it was.

"Yes! I love cock. I love cum. I love to be fucked! I want to be a girl so I can be fucked and fucked and fucked!"

"Yes!" Tonya hissed and she pumped my penis furiously. Seconds later I was squirting all over my belly as her fingers kneaded my rectum.

"Oh! Oh! Oh!" I whimpered as delectable feeling wracked my body.

"That's right, baby. You are a cock-whore now. But we'll make you an honest cock-whore. You'll be Ray's little wifey and you'll go to sleep with his cock up your butt every night! And he'll probably lend you out to all his she-male loving friends." She continued to toy with my asshole. "Have you decided if you're going to get tits?"

"Oh, I want to!" I said eagerly, surprising myself. Had I decided that too? "I want to, for Ray. I think he'd really like that. He loves to play with my nipples, but if I had real tits.... I want to be a real girl!"

"If you're going to be a full-time girl, than you'll need tits. Imagine: you could wear a bikini!"

"That would be great! But what I really want is to feel Ray playing with them, cupping them, sucking on them! Then I'd feel I was really the girl he wants."

"Baby, he already wants you! That would just be the icing on the cake. So I guess you'll have to have that done before the wedding. You'll want your new tits to fill out your wedding dress. And for your wedding night!"

I thought back to my dream: Tonya was imagining my wedding almost exactly like my dream! Except for the gang-bang after. But maybe she was imagining that too!

Tonya nonchalantly began to scoop up my cum and feed it to me, even as her other hand continued to tickle my ass.

"How big do you want them?" she asked.

"Big enough to make it worth the trouble," I said after thinking a moment. "C-cup? Would that be too big? Can they make natural-looking ones that big?"

"Oh, I think they can do amazing things these days. You've seen all those she-males on the tranny sites. Some of them are so natural looking it's hard to believe they weren’t born with those tits! And Ray knows all those plastic surgeons. They're the best in the country, some of them."

Wow, Tonya wasn't just spitballing. She was seriously thinking about this! My chest tingled where my new tits would be. They'd take some getting used to. But it could be very fun getting used to them!

"So shouldn't you be calling Ray? Isn't there something you need to tell him?"

"Oh! I guess so," I said uncertainly.

"Do you want me to call him? I think this kind of thing should be done face to face, don't you? He can come over here," Tonya suggested.

"I don't know...."

"Didn't you just tell me you want to accept his proposal? What are you waiting for? Life is short and you've wasted too much of it trying to be a man, and doing it badly. You need to make up for lost time."

"OK, I guess."

"You'll thank me later." She twisted her fingers in my ass. "There's been a lot of things you weren't too sure of when I first suggested them, and those have turned out pretty well, haven't they?"

"Yeah, you're right."

"I'm right again this time." She pulled her digits out of me and began to wipe them off. Then she got out her cell phone and pressed the buttons.

"Hi, Ray! This is Tonya. I hear you and Janine had some deep conversations last night and this morning. I think the two of you have some unfinished business. Why don't you come over? Sure, I'll be here. Any time. That's perfect. See you then."

"He'll be here in an hour. We better get something to eat. This isn't something to do on an empty stomach."

"Where's Brian?"

"Oh, he's out for some beers with his buddies. That's the kind of Neanderthal thing you never used to do and I was glad. But it's just as well. I think this is the kind of moony 'girlie' thing he'd hate."

We each ate a big salad, as us gals are wont to do. We have to watch our figures after all. Then I quickly repaired to my make-up table to fix my make-up as well as best I could. I wanted to look my best. I wasn't thinking about sex at all—-in fact, my mind was a muddle—but Tonya told me to douche. I slavishly obeyed her, making sure my bottom was a clean as a whistle.

The doorbell rang and I was as nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof. Tonya greeted Ray at the door. I stayed on the couch, like a deer in headlights.

"Hi, baby. How's my girl?" Ray said, giving me a kiss.

"OK."

"Anything wrong?"

"No!" I said too quickly. "I'm just a little nervous, I guess."

"Ray, Janine's told me a lot about what the two of you discussed last night and this morning. I think you have a question you'd like to ask her?" She looked expectantly at him and raised her eyebrows, motioning with her head at the floor in front of me.

"Oh!" Ray said, the light dawning. "Sure," he said, smiling. He got down on one knee at my feet and took my hand in his.

"Janine, my dear, will you make me the happiest man in the world and marry me?"

I looked at him, his eyes bright with expectation. My heart felt full to bursting, seeing how much he hoped he knew what I would say! A smile started to spread across my face and tears started to well up in my eyes.

"Yes! Yes, I will!" And I started to cry.

"Oh, baby!" Ray said and he sprang up off his knee and he was hugging me and kissing my tear-streaked face. I sniffed back my tears and kissed him back.

"Aren't you two forgetting something?" Tonya said. We looked at her blankly. "A ring?"

"Well, I wasn't really prepared for this," Ray sputtered.

Tonya unclasped the chain around her neck. She unstrung our engagement ring and handed it to him!

"But this is yours," Ray protested.

"I insist. It will mean more on Janine's finger than around my neck."

I looked at the ring in Ray's hand and felt wistful for all the hopes and fears that that ring had originally carried. Ray looked at me.

"Is it OK? I'll get you another one if you like."

"No, Tonya's right. It's fitting in a way. A passing of the torch," I said.

I reached out my hand and watched as Ray slipped the band past my long pink fingernails. It was a snug fit and he struggled to push it past my last knuckle.

"We might need to get it sized," Tonya advised. "You won't be able to wear it to work, so you'll need to take it off almost every day."

I held out my hand to admire it, and then looked at Ray.

"I love it!" I said and began to cry again.

"Those hormones couldn't have worked that fast, not after five days," Tonya said. "You're just a pansy!"

"She's a girl, and girls have the right to be emotional," Ray said protectively.

"Of course, you're right. But when Johnny was struggling to try to be a man he wasn't like this. I'm just not used to it."

Ray held me in his arms and it felt so right.

"So I guess you're alright with this?" he asked Tonya. "You're willing to give Janine a divorce so that we can marry?"

"I'm just happy to do whatever will give Janine the chance to be as happy as she can be," Tonya said, tearing up herself. "Johnny's given up so much to make me happy. Given up his husbandly rights, given up fatherhood, sacrificed his pride, and now his masculinity itself, what little he had. I see how happy you make Janine." The waterworks really started now. "It makes me so happy to see that! I wish you both nothing but happiness, so to give up that little thing, the fiction that John is still my husband in any real way, that is a small sacrifice." She cupped my face tenderly.

"But I still love Janine and I will always love her. So I hope you are OK with our continuing to be intimately involved in each other’s lives. If you were the jealous type, I don't suppose you would be going to the Cuck 'n' Bull! But sometimes people do a 180 when they get in a relationship. If you mistreated Janine in any way or tried to come between us, you'd have a fight on your hands!"

"No! Heaven forbid! I would never try to change a thing!" Ray remonstrated. "I think your devotion to each other, sexually and otherwise, is wonderful. Maybe it is one of the things that drew me to Janine. I envy the closeness you have. I'd like us to have that same closeness, but I would never try to replace you! I believe Janine has a big enough heart to love me and you. And the baby you will have, too."

"Oh, Janine, you've got a keeper there!" Tonya said to me. She turned to both of us. "I have sneaking suspicion that you two lovebirds might want some privacy right now, to, uh, 'seal' your engagement officially? So why don't you two retire to Janine’s bedroom? I won't consider it rude, under the circumstances!"

I hadn't really been thinking of sex until she said that. I had so many other things zooming around my mind! But the minute she gave us permission to "fool around" it was almost like magic, my little cockette sprang to attention. Ray smiled and I knew that Tonya's suggestion pleased him too.

"I've never seen Janine's bedroom," he said.

My bedroom! The one with pictures of Brian's cock and other lascivious photos designed to condition me to cock-lust! What would Ray think of that?

"Oh, I think you'll like it!" Tonya teased.

I let Ray lead me to my room with trepidation. As soon as he opened the door his jaw dropped.

"Oh my!" he said. "I don't think this would pass muster at any sorority."

"Heck there's some sex clubs that wouldn't allow pictures like this!" I admitted. "Are you aghast?"

"Surprised, but not aghast," he replied. "You forget that I'm a member of the Cuck 'n' Bull Club. I really should be gratified that you find the male gender so endlessly fascinating. it promises a lot of pleasant nights for me!"

"Starting with this night!" I said, plastering myself to his front. "Tonight is your first chance to make love with your fiancée," I said in my most tigress / come hither voice.

"I like how that sounds, 'my fiancée'!” He grasped my butt cheeks in his hands and squeezed them and ground his groin against mine. It felt as if he were already hard.

"My you do seem awfully possessive!" I said. "We've only been engaged for 5 minutes and you're acting as if you own me!"

"Yes, and I mean to help myself to my possession!" he warned me. He pulled up my dress and grasped my butt cheeks again, with only my panties between his hands and my globes.

"You take such liberties, sir!" I said, but I made no move to stop him. He. put his hands under the silk of my drawers and grasped my cheeks and spread them. My breath caught and far from stopping him, I mentally begged him to touch my center.

"Oh!" I moaned as his fingers dove between my cheeks and stroked my hole. "Such wonderful liberties!" I moaned as Ray kissed me. I ground myself shamelessly against his fingers, inviting him to enter, but he just teased me, satisfying himself with proving that he could touch me there whenever he wanted. It felt wonderful! I was almost hypnotized by the feeling of violation, vulnerability, and tenderness all wrapped into one. I didn't know if it was a myth, but I'd heard that you could hypnotize a frog by rubbing its belly. Well, I know for a fact you can hypnotize a tranny by rubbing her asshole!

"Do you object to my liberties?" Ray asked puckishly.

"Only if you stop taking them!" I answered with a groan.

"Get on the bed on your hands and knees," he ordered me rather forcefully. My heart skipped a beat. I loved him taking charge! He pulled down my panties and pushed up my dress without undressing me, as if he could not wait to claim his prize. I impatiently pulled one foot out of my panties so that I could spread my legs for my fiancé. I heard him unzip his pants and saw them come down, but he hadn't even removed his shoes.

I felt a glob of lube cool my anus and I was so glad Tonya had insisted on my getting an enema earlier, so I could relax knowing I was ready for my love's use. He massaged my rosebud delightfully, still not penetrating, but pointedly taking possession of that orifice. I moaned in anticipation and impatience to be entered! His fingers dipped ever so subtly into the winking eye and my anus relaxed and tried to open for him. Then at last one finger slipped in and I whimpered my joy. Then a different finger replaced it, then two at once and I felt the tightness. I willed myself to relax, pushing back onto his fingers. I whimpered when they disappeared and I shivered at the thought that he was greasing his penis to fill me.

"Do you want me?" he asked. "Do you want your fiancé's cock in you?" he asked.

"Yes!" I pleaded. "Please!" And I felt the knob of his cock fill the much narrower window of my relaxed hole and start to spread it, and I winced as he pushed in, never relenting, but claiming, claiming my rectum as his property, as my husband-to-be. I strained to take him in, to be worthy of being his wife, to give him my body to use, to take his pleasure from.

His cock pushed in, so big, so fat, so long! It felt as if it must be twice too big for my ass to take and I felt my muscles stretched, pushed aside. No willpower could make my tissues relax enough to take him easily, but I was proud to be submitting to this invasion. I smiled as I felt his cockhead glance off my prostate and then wring a twinge from my colon as it reached the top of my rectum. I felt relief as he started to withdraw and then set up a slow fucking rhythm.

My rectum warmed with the friction of his wonderful shaft rubbing back and forth across my stretched innards, the slippery caress sending delightfully sexual feelings through my whole pelvis! Gradually I felt my sphincters let go and it began to feel better and better and better.

"Oh, fuck me!" I sighed. "Fuck me! Fuck me!"

"Yes! Yes!" Ray answered. "Your ... ass ... feels ... so ... good!" I began to rock back into him, wanting to fuck myself on his wonderful penis. I wanted to be his sex object, his receptacle, the glove for his hand. Forever. His wife. His number one. His cum bucket.

"Spunk me! Spunk me! Spunk me!" I whispered, half to myself, half to him. I began to slam back into him and he slammed into me. His cock now slid into me effortlessly and I reveled in my own receptivity, how open, how defenseless I felt. I was helpless and I loved it.

Then I felt him freeze and grasp my hips and hold my bucking ass hard against him. I felt his cock expand and then felt hot cum spill deep inside.

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" I prayed to the penis god. "Make me worthy! Make me yours!" I said under my breath. I looked down at my spread left hand on the bed, with its glinting diamond engagement ring and I smiled.

Ray was gasping on top of me, exultant to have spewed his jism into my ass. Then he reached under me and grasped my hard-on and began to rub it furiously. I groaned, as his hand pumped me as fast as he could.

"Come for me! Come for me, my love!" he demanded. His commanding tone touched my submissive libido like an electric shock and in seconds I was groaning and my milk was spurting onto the bedspread and my bunched dress. The strength of my orgasm was mind-blowing and unexpected.

"Oh God! Oh God!" I whimpered. Ray's hand continued to pump and I felt like aftershocks were going through my system. I felt at least two more spasms after my tubes were empty, as if I would ejaculate my testicles through my penis if I had one more. "Fuck! Fuck! Unhhhh! Unh! Unh!"

Ray pulled himself out precipitously, as if he'd proved his point and was done, but my orgasm had been so overwhelming that I hardly noticed. I collapsed sideways, panting, my brain scrambled.

"God, if that's what it's like to be engaged, what will it be like when we get married? You're going to kill me! But I'll die happy!" I groaned.

"I know!" Ray gasped. "You drive me crazy! I daydream about your cute little asshole and I get hard! I want to touch you there, and then when I touch you there, I want to be inside you. It makes me crazy, like an animal! I can't help myself!"

"I love that! Never stop feeling that way! It makes me feel so dirty and nasty and sexy when you touch me there, but so desirable! I love that you want me so bad it makes you crazy! I want you like that too!"

I looked down at his glistening penis and I wanted to suck it so bad that I couldn't stand it. I swung myself around and sucked his cock into my mouth. The oily taste of the lube was starting to have a good association for me, and I didn't mind it as long as it was mixed with the naughty taste of his warm cum and the male scent of his balls and pubic hair. Ray lay back and enjoyed my post-coital cleaning services. I reached between my legs and swiped my fingertips over my lax anus, collecting more lube and cum draining from my widened rectum. I sucked happily on the collected remnants of our lovemaking.

"I love you, Janine!" Ray said, hugging me to himself.

"I love you, Ray!" I answered.

"Are we the luckiest people in the world?"

"I don't know, but it feels that way. We are so lucky to have found one another. The odds are a million-to-one against. We should buy a lottery ticket."

"Don't be greedy: we already won!" Ray grinned and we hugged and smiled.

"I owe you a dry cleaning," he said. We've made a mess of your dress."

"I'll send you the bill!" I laughed.

"I hate to leave, but I have a big day planned for tomorrow, and I think I'd better go home and get a good night's sleep," Ray said with a sigh.

"I know, babe. It's been quite a day. I'm wrung out. I think you're right. Let's call it a night and get a good night's sleep." I leaned over and kissed him, first on his nose, then his forehead, then his cheeks, then his lips.

"You are a girl!" he said. "Only girls kiss like that!"

"If I weren't a girl, I'd take offense at that, but since I am a girl, thank you!" He kissed me and then pulled his pants up and got ready to leave. I walked him to the door,

"Ray‘s going home," I told Tonya.

"Did you two make it official?" she asked mischievously.

"To six billion other people in the world, I’d say, "None of your damn business!' ” Ray said, ”but since you ask purely with caring intentions, I'll say, 'Damn straight, we did!' " He laughed and pulled me to his side in a hug. I kissed him and he left.

I was shocked when Tonya immediately ran her hand up my skirt and fingered my hole. I could not believe how erotic that felt, to have her treat me as if my body belonged to her too.

"Oh, yes, he must be pretty well endowed," she said, feeling how stretched my anus was. "Do you think he'd ever be interested in doing me?"

"Tonya!" I scolded. "Do I try to fuck your boyfriends?"

"Yes! All the time! In fact, sometimes you leave them too exhausted to take care of me."

"OK, well, you've got me there. But I don't think I really have to worry there. I think he's got a hang-up about natural women. I think he's really scared of them deep down. You know, 'vagina dentata.' His mom's a real castrating bitch and I'm not sure if I mean that figuratively or literally!"

"It's a shame," she said, continuing to run a finger around the distended edge of my anus. "A cock that nice shouldn't go to waste."

"And fucking me is a waste? I beg to differ!"

"I mean, it's a shame I can't sample the merchandise."

"There aren't enough other nice cocks in the world for your hungry cunt? What was your calculation the other day? What are you wasting time talking for? Shouldn't you be out there on the street corner with a sign, 'Big cock? Fuck my pregnant cunt!' "

"Wow! That's an idea!" she teased and stuck her hand down in her pants and started rubbing herself. "Why don't you suck me off instead? Brian's out. I don't know if he'll come back in time or be too drunk to fuck me. All this lovey-dovey stuff has got me all horny! Or are you too 'tired' from 'sealing your engagement' to bother with your boring old wife? The last person you promised to take care of in sickness and in health?"

"Which one is this? Sickness or health?"

"Oh, sickness, definitely!" she said, obscenely fingering her pussy under her slacks. The boldness of just shoving a hand in her pants and not making any attempt to hide what she was doing was ultra-hot! "If my pussy doesn't get some attention, I'm going to have high blood pressure, hives, and borderline insanity!"

"So playing matchmaker / wedding planner gets you all hot?" I asked.

"God, yes. Not to mention how hot it is to give away your engagement ring. I keep my wedding band on," she said, fingering the gold ring On the chain around her neck, "because the irony gets me wet. You know, how it's supposed to represent fidelity and all, 'forsaking all others,' when it's really your little peepee and my wedding vows that I've forsaken. So helping you get married again has an irony that practically has me creaming my jeans!

"Take your dress off," she ordered me. "I like to see your little barometer there, so I can see what parts of this turn you on. Lie down on the floor. I want to be in the driver's seat, as usual."

I unzipped my skirt and took it off. My penis was limp but still had a faint sheen of lube on it. Tonya slipped her pants and panties off and I could smell her arousal from six feet away.

"Fucking is the best, but pussy licking is a close second," she said, spreading her lips apart as she lowered herself to my face. "Ahhh!" she sighed with pleasure. "God, that is so hot to be planting my pussy on your face! This is the position all wives should assume with their cuckold hubbies. It makes it so clear who's on top, not just in the position, but in the relationship, in life."

As much as I'd been preoccupied with cocks, the smell and feel of Tonya's cunt submerging my face in pure femaleness was ecstatic. The sensation of her thighs and pussy surrounding me on all sides brought out the same submissive joy that if felt when my ass finally gave in to being penetrated by a cock. As much as I loved the taste of cum, I equally relished the taste of Tonya's cunny juice. I quickly began licking her swelling inner and outer lips and dipping my tongue into her vagina. Her pussy lips were larger and darker as her pregnancy progressed.

"Oh, baby, that's something you do for me that Brian never will come close to matching!" Tonya enthused. She grabbed her tits and began tweaking her own nipples and her satisfied murmurs told me she was enjoying my efforts. "Cuckolds and lesbians will always have an inside track on pussy licking over real men. To real men, this will always be only an appetizer to fucking, if they deign to do it at all."

Tonya's undulations stopped momentarily.

“I want to give you a drink," she said, concentrating. "Open wide, baby. Do you want Mama's peepee?"

I opened my mouth in answer, and to my amazement, I felt my penis start to harden! I was a slut for humiliation.

"Here it comes, baby. Mama's pee for her little girl!" Somehow that 'little girl' made it even dirtier, as if I were a child being initiated into a forbidden act. My penis throbbed as the first squirt of Tonya's urine hit my tongue. The warmth, the saltiness, the smell and the rush of it coming out of Tonya's pussy were familiar and thrilling. My nervous system sang with the joy of submitting myself to Tonya again, proving my devotion to her, even to being her toilet. This was a special bond we shared and I thrilled to have it reaffirmed after everything else that had changed.

I swallowed and felt the warmth of her piss oozing down to my stomach. The smell was much stronger now that my nose filled with the warm aromas. The taste was bitter but not unpalatable, like a bitter IPA. I eagerly licked Tonya's cunt, giving extra attention to the little peehole and the lingering drops there.

"Thank you, mistress," I heard myself say.

"You're welcome. My, I enjoyed that! And apparently you did too!" she said, reaching back and grasping my little hard-on.

"Yes, thank you," I admitted.

"I think that's one of those things Ray will have to get used to our still doing after you're married. I can't imagine giving that up!"

Tonya resumed pinching her nipples as I lapped at her pussy with even greater enthusiasm. I grasped her ample thighs and her pregnant belly loomed over me. My tongue stabbed into her cunt and I licked up, sucking on her engorged clitoris. The slickness of her pussy and the hunching of her hips told me that she was nearing her climax. I felt her grab my head and begin rubbing herself against my face as if I were a sex toy.

"Suck me, Janine! Suck my pregnant cunt!" she cried and then I felt the first shudders of her orgasm. "Hnhh! Hnnhh! Unh! Unh!" she grunted, her head whipping from side to side. "Oh, God! Oh, God!" she wailed. "So good!" She collapsed forward onto her hands, completely smothering me for a second and then she rolled off and lay on her back, panting. After a minute she rolled on her side and smiled at me.

"Oh, baby, if cocks didn't feel so good, you'd be in fat city with your pussy licking." She wiped away some of the juice covering my face wetly. "I'm afraid I've mussed what make-up you hadn't ruined yourself with your crying!" She leaned over and kissed me and I felt her lipstick slide over my lips on the lubrication of her juices. "If you had a pussy I'd lick you. Pussy juice tastes good! God, I loved eating Maxine out!"

As Tonya had suspected, Brian showed up a while later, tired but not too drunk. When Tonya told him my news and I showed him my engagement ring, he just laughed and shook his head in wonderment. Brian wasn't a very deep guy, but he at least had a "live and let live" philosophy. Even though he couldn't fathom my lifestyle, he wasn't mean enough to be revolted, just puzzled.

"So he's going to have a same-sex marriage and get hitched to a guy? What will his family think of that?"

"No! It's not going to be a same-sex marriage: Johnny is Janine now. We'll get it changed legally. Then she can marry Ray legally as a woman."

"Is he going to have the <snip-snip>?" he asked, making a scissors gesture with his fingers.

"No!" Tonya answered. "Janine is satisfied with being a she-male. Ray likes her that way."

"Is Ray a fag too?"

"Look, Brian, there aren't just he-men and fags. My Johnny is something in between. He's not taking those pills because he's gay: he wants to be a girl, or as much like a girl as he can be. I know that's confusing for a lot of people, but that's for Ray and Janine to figure out. When the baby comes, wouldn't it be nice to have Aunt Janine around?"

'Wow, I hadn't thought of that! Great idea!”

"Especially if that little tyke is a girl and is more interested in tea parties and ballet than football and baseballs!"

"Let me outta that!" Brian exclaimed.

"I thought so."

"So are you going to quit your job? Or are you going to go in and say, 'Call me Janine from now on or I'll call my lawyer!'?"

"I hadn't decided yet," I answered.

"Well, you better make up your mind before you show up with a set of tits!"

"You don't have to worry about all that right now, baby," Tonya assured me. "But Brian's right about one thing: there's a lot to think about and a lot to plan. But you don't have to figure it all out tonight. And you don't have to figure it all out on your own. We'll all help you: me, Ray, Brian, Natalie, Burke, Dr. Rosenwald. We can help you.

“I can file for a divorce, we can find out what it takes to get your gender legally changed, Ray can talk to his doctor friends about breast surgery, and you can think about what you want to do about your job. Your girlfriends at work might help you there. Then we can start planning a wedding! And a honeymoon! It can all work out. Tonight, you just be happy that you're engaged to a man who you're in love with!"

Tonya had my head spinning. On the one hand, she'd barely scratched the surface and just the first things she'd mentioned overwhelmed me even knowing where to start. On the other hand, she was being so supportive and enthusiastic that I couldn't help but feel comforted. I'd gone in less than a day from being afraid she'd be devastated if I even told her what Ray and I were thinking, to her acting like she couldn't wait to divorce me and start planning my she-male wedding!


-Day 105 Friday-

The next morning I woke up and began to contemplate going in to work as John. I looked at my engagement ring and felt disloyal at the idea of taking it off, but I couldn't very well go in with a woman's engagement ring on. With a sigh I grabbed the ring and started worrying it around my knuckle. It was awfully tight. Tonya was right: I'd have to get it sized. But the harder I tried to get it off, the less it seemed to want to come off!

"Soap," I said to myself. "Don't they always say soap gets rings off?" I squirted some soap on my finger and sudsed it up, but it still wouldn't come off! I started to panic. Maybe I should call in sick. Or I could go in and act like it was part of "gay John's" affectations. Then a strange feeling came over me.

Maybe this was a sign. A sign that I shouldn't take it off; I shouldn't go in as John at all. I was at the end of the high diving board. The only thing left was to step off. This never was going to be easy, no matter how I tried to prepare for it. It just needed to be done. With all the things I needed to do, none of which I had a clue where to start, maybe I just needed to start doing them. Putting it off would only give me time to stew and be miserable. I'd do it. I'd go to work as Janine!

The minute I said that, my anxiety level went off the charts! My heart was pounding. I couldn't do that! "Stop! Don't do it!" I went to my closet and started to pick out an outfit. Something businesslike, not sexy. I could wear pants, but that would be a half-measure. I had to look the part. I pulled out a skirt and a lacy top. My hands were shaking!

I went to the bathroom and began to shave. I had to be careful not to nick myself. Then I sat down at the make-up mirror and began to put on my foundation. Working on my eyes took concentration and that calmed me, but I had to stop a couple times because my hands were unsteady. I watched my face become more feminine as I put on blusher and the gold hoop earrings and a wig.

'You can always stop,' my mind yelled at me. 'It's not too late! Just take the make-up off! Just call in sick!' But I continued to apply my lipstick and lip liner. I looked at my nails and thought, "At least I don't have to take these off and put them on again later!" I put on my bra with the breast forms and matching panties and garter belt. I smoothed nylons up my legs and pulled on the blouse and skirt. A medium heel completed the outfit. I looked at myself in the full length mirror.

Janine looked back at me! "That's me," I said to myself. My stomach had butterflies, but it did not feel wrong. I liked what I saw. That was me now. Ray loved me like this. Tonya loved me like this. I would love myself and everyone else would have to get used to it!

My pseudo-confidence was shaking again as I walked down the hall and I knew I would have to tell Tonya what I was doing. I could still back out. I could turn around and take it all off. I felt as if I might puke with nervousness, but I pushed through it. Tonya looked shocked when she saw me, but I jumped in before she could say anything.

"I'm doing it. I'm going to work as Janine. I'm going to tell them today. It's got to happen sometime, might as well be today."

"Wow!" Tonya said. "Are you sure?"

"Hell no, I'm not sure! But when will I be? I may as well get it over with."

"You don't want to research the labor laws, maybe even get a lawyer?"

"No, I'm going to just brazen it through. I think the law is on my side and if I talk fast enough, maybe I can scare them into going along. Just the threat of a lawsuit is enough these days." I was talking tough, but I looked down and my hands were shaking. I held them together to stop them.

"Besides, I can't get the ring off!" I said and then the absurdity of it hit me and I started to laugh.

"Have you tried soap?" Tonya asked and I was laughing so hard at that that I could only nod and then shake my head.

"So you're going to let a ring that's too small make this decision for you?"

"No, but maybe it's a sign. Or maybe it doesn't matter. I'm taking it as a sign. It's a sign to get off my ass and do what I need to do!"

"You get off your ass and get someone else in it, you mean," Tonya chuckled.

"Yes, my well-fucked, cock-hungry ass!" I answered.

"Someone hungry for cock out here?" Brian said, coming into the room.

"Yes, two people, I think," Tonya answered. "But we don’t have time for that now. Janine's going to drop the bomb at her work!"

"Dang!" he said in real astonishment. "You go, girl!" I smiled at his encouragement. Brian did have a generous heart, as well as a magnificent, tasty, hot, long, thick.... "I guess you're really serious about this."

"I hope I am," I said. "I hope I don't lose my nerve!"

"Here, here's your pills," Tonya said, and handed me the hormone pills. That was the perfect thing at that moment. I mean, if you're taking female hormones, you're already committed, right? Get the rest of your act in gear, for Chrissakes. "And let's get you a good breakfast. Some protein. You're going to need all your strength to see this through. Girl Power!" she said and held up her hand for a high five.

"Yeah, girl power!" I said with more conviction than I felt.

Tonya rustled up breakfast and served me, flashing me smiles and warm looks throughout. I really was making her happy by becoming a girl! There was the bonding thing, sisters and all. And then, of course, there was the symbolic castration of emasculating me. I think she got off on the power trip there, just as she relished pissing into my mouth. Maybe there was a hint of retribution for those years of deprivation when she had to settle for my inadequate lovemaking. I was her creature.

By the time I got to work I was afraid I might faint before I got across the parking lot. Every step I could feel my heart beating harder and my blood pressure rising. I felt as if I were walking under water. I decided to go straight to Human Resources, rather than to my boss. HR would be the most scared of getting in some kind of trouble for sex discrimination, or whatever I was going to call it. Gender discrimination? When I was both genders and neither?

I walked into the department and people gave me looks like, "Who is she?" rather than, "What the hell is John doing?" I walked up to the reception desk.

"I need to speak to Mr. Davenport," the head honcho of HR. Go straight to the top, I decided. "It's kind of an emergency."

"What's your name?"

"John _____."

"Excuse me?"

"John R____. I work in the _____ Department. But I don't want to work here as John ____ anymore. That's what I need to talk to Mr. Davenport about. I want to work here as Janine R____ and I need to see what we need to do to change my records and make sure that there isn't any harassment or discrimination from my making that change."

The poor receptionist looked at me with wide eyes.

"Well, I see. Um, yes, uh, I will see if Mr. Davenport is available. Please have a seat."

Mike Davenport had a little bit of a reputation as a rough and ready kind of a manager. He'd come to the company from a union shop, where part of the success of an HR manager in getting along with the union was being able to drink the union boss under the table.

But I'd been to enough employee meetings to know that even he'd been sobered by all the new laws and regulations and lawsuits and court cases. And the company attorneys were pretty scared of lawsuits. We'd been through enough workshops on sexual harassment in the workplace that I figured I was starting from a position of strength.

I could just hear enough of what the receptionist was saying into the phone to know that she was pretty startled by my request. Her tones were laced with urgency, anxiety, and uncertainty.

"Come into my office, 'Janine' is it?" Mike said.

"Yes, that's right, Mr. Davenport."

"Call me 'Mike.' May I call you 'Janine'?"

"Certainly. That would be a good start, Mike!" I said and I gave him my best cute girl smile. Before I could sit down he held his hand up.

"Let me get a good look at you," he said. He gestured for me to turn around.

"I'm not here on a modeling assignment," I countered.

"C'mon! Let me see what we've got to work with anyway!" he protested. I hesitantly turned around.

"Is this how you try to avoid sexual harassment claims?" I asked with a querulous tone.

"I need to know how the other employees will react to you. I'll have to say, you make a pretty good-looking girl. Not like some guys who just look like an ugly guy in a dress."

"Thanks, I guess," I said churlishly, but inside I was actually quite gratified at his assessment. "But my looks aren't the issue. The issue is whether I will be allowed to do the job I am qualified to do, or whether my gender identity is going to be used to discriminate against me."

"Uh, yes, I understand some of the issues involved. But let me get oriented here, no pun intended! You intend to work here as a woman from now on?"

"Yes, I am in the process of legally changing my name to Janine and my gender to female," I lied. Well, I would be doing that eventually. If I could. Legally.

"Has this been something you've been planning for a long time? Are you seeing a doctor? Taking hormones? Have you had ... surgery?"

"That's really between me and my doctor, but yes, I do have a doctor and I am taking hormones."

"And this doctor is ready to certify that you are..., um, that your gender identity is now female and that it would be psychologically damaging to you to work here as a male? That is it medically indicated for your ... condition ... that we make accommodations here for you to work as a female?"

"It's not a disability! No accommodations necessary, except to treat me as a female. But I'm sure my doctor can give you whatever you need," I lied again. I'm sure that Maxine would sign whatever needed to be signed.

"You're sure you want to do this? This is going to be hard for your coworkers to swallow. The next thing that's going to happen is that somebody's going to come in here and they're going to say that working with you dressed like that is violating their damn rights somehow, that they've got some religious objection or some crap. Christ!" he said, thinking of his own problems for a second. "But you're going to take some crap off people. They'll be making some cracks or leaving things on your desk or whatever. Do you want to deal with that?"

"That's why I came straight to you. It's the company's job to make sure that nothing like that is going to happen. That's sexual harassment and a hostile work environment."

"You don't have to tell me about labor law, missy! Christ, I have to put up with that shit all day! Makes me long for the day of working with damn union stewards and their pansy-ass grievances. Oh, sorry, no offense intended!"

"Well, I've told you what I expect. I plan to continue to work here and continue to do the job I'm qualified to do and that I've shown that I can do. I intend to work here as a woman and expect to be treated with respect and if I'm not, I will pursue my options."

"OK, OK, you don't need to threaten me with lawsuits! I suppose you'll want to use the women's restroom?" he said with an exasperated air.

"Of course. Do you want to use the men's restroom?"

"Hell, maybe we'll let you have your own damn restroom! We'll make you your own key. No one else will be allowed to use it. Otherwise some Baptist grandmother will be suing me saying she was being made to use a bathroom with a man! Brother! Oh, excuse me: 'Sister!' It's Friday, for Chrissake. You couldn't have let me sail into the weekend and waited until Monday?"

"I sympathize with your position, but that's your job to deal with that. That's what you're being paid to worry about. Look at this way, you'll only have to get through one day and then everyone will have the weekend off to settle down and get used to the idea."

"How do I know this is for real? Do you have something from a doctor with you right now? How do I know this isn't some kind of stunt?"

"You'll know when you get a letter from my lawyer or the Equal Opportunity Commission, I guess."

"What if you just prove it to me right now?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean if I'm convinced that this is for real, not some crazy-ass idea you've got, then I could make this all smooth sailing for you. If I really believed that you think you're a girl and you're the victim of some cosmic screw-up, then I could be the best ally you could have. I could throw my weight around, put the fear of God into everyone that if they as much as don't open a door for you, they'll be in hot water. And I could scare the higher-ups, tell them that if we don't go along with this, you'll sue us and win."

"So what do I have to do to prove it to you and get your oh-so-valuable help?" I asked.

"Well, let's think. What could you do to prove to me that you really are a girl, at least in your own mind?" He tapped his head, as if thinking hard. "I know! How about if you suck my cock?"

"What! That's how you're going to protect yourself from a sexual harassment suit?"

He moved over to the couch in his corner office.

"I'm told I'm pretty well endowed. Many women have found my manhood well-nigh irresistible. If you sucked it and impressed me with your enthusiasm and enjoyment, that could go a long way to showing me that this 'gender identity' of yours is real. If I were on your side, things could go a lot lot easier. Or we could do it the hard way: grudging, foot-dragging compliance; hidden agendas; hair-splitting, lawyers, lawyers' bills, long drawn-out appeals." While he said this he was unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants, as if I'd already agreed!

And then he pulled out a handsome piece of man-meat. He had an uncircumcised penis, but the head was already peeking out of the foreskin. He began to lazily stroke himself and his cock grew apace. I found myself staring at it, my mouth dry with my anxiety, but starting to moisten with ... arousal? It was a surreal situation, but my focus was narrowed down to me and that ... that ... gorgeous cock.... It was as if Mike wasn't in the room anymore. His cock called out to me. I licked my lips.

"Can't take your eyes off it, eh? Yeah, a lot of gals have that reaction." He continued to pump it slowly. "You're not bad looking yourself. Like I say, you make a pretty good girl." He looked me over appraisingly. "Yeah, you get the joystick's seal of approval. Now show him you're not just a pretty package."

I felt ashamed of myself. I was here for Ray, right? But I was looking at that cock and ... my mouth was watering? My little dick was getting hard? I was getting on my knees? Licking my lips? This was the wrong way to do it, but it might be the easy way.

"That's a good girl," Mike encouraged. "Show me how much you love cock!"

I felt as if things were in slow motion. My mouth opened. My head lowered. Mike's cock loomed, the pink head contrasting with the buff skin of his shaft. Its pee slit almost looked like a mouth, saying, 'Suck me!' It wasn't too late. I could still stop. But I was listening to that little mouth. I wanted to taste his cock. I wanted to feel my lips around it. I ... I wanted to feel his cock explode in my mouth!

Mike sighed as he felt my mouth close around his swollen flesh. He murmured satisfaction as I began to bob my head slowing up and down his shaft. I whimpered, half out of pleasure and half out of shame at how much I thrilled at having a penis in my mouth again!

"Oh yeah! Oh ... yeah ... honey! Oh, it's been too long since I had my cock sucked good!"

My ego swelled at his praise. I was proud to be a good cocksucker. I guess I was a natural, because in the big scheme of things I'd practically started yesterday. I'd made up for lost time, I guess.

Mike smelled different and tasted different. I guessed it was the smegma. And his skin was looser, even though his cock was plenty hard. I started to wonder how it would feel in my ass ... fucking me. Mmmm....

'Janine! Shame on you!' I scolded myself. 'You're only doing this for Ray, to be his girl. You shouldn't be lusting after other guys' cocks! Just concentrate and get him off!'

Concentrate on this cock. This luscious, fat cock. Yeah. Mmmm. I tasted his pre-cum and he was starting to roll his hips. I felt him start to thrust involuntarily. He was really enjoying this! I couldn't resist turning the tables a little. I slipped his cock out of my mouth and began to slide my hand around it, using my spit as lube. Mike groaned as the different texture of my hand sparked his arousal.

"You like that, eh, Mike? I'm a pretty good cocksucker, eh?" I stroked his rod and then plunged it back into my mouth and he hissed. I sucked on it like a hungry babe at the tit. Then I resumed my hand job.

"Am I your first tranny, Mike? I hear we’re the best. We know what makes a cock feel good, but we love to suck it too, because we love men. And we do have something to prove. We want to prove what good little girls we are." I sucked on his cock some more and he whimpered, because he was so close. "and by 'good" I mean ''bad'!" I said, teasing his slit with my thumb.

"Oh, Jesus, don't do that!" he pleaded.

"So do I pass, Mike? Are you going to tell everybody they have to accept me as a girl or else?"

"Yes! Yes! Just ... let me come! Come … in your mouth. And ... swallow it. Swallow my cum ... and I'll make everything happen!" He was desperate now. He'd have given me the deed to his grandmother's house to come now.  He was watching me intently, watching my lipsticked mouth swallow his hard-on like a sword swallower.

"OK," I said to him. "Come for me now then," I said, stroking his wet penis lewdly. "I really do want to taste your cum, feel you lose it because my mouth feels so good around your dick. That's what us girls love, is to know how we can drive you wild! We love to see you lose it!"

Mike moaned as I took his throbbing cock into my mouth again and I braced for the payoff. I murmured delight around his erection and he began to buck and then 'Ahhhh!' his cum began to flood my mouth, squirt, squirt, squirt, unh!, squirt. The spicy taste of fresh cum thrilled my taste buds and I hungrily sucked his cream down. I gently squeezed my lips and tongue around his shaft, scraping up every drop, and then I licked his pink glans. I pumped the base of his cock with my hand and coaxed a few more droplets out of his peehole.

I watched fascinated as his foreskin slipped so easily over the tissue beneath. God, I loved cocks! A few months ago I couldn't imagine even touching one and now I couldn't pass one by without sucking it! I knew I should be guilty or ashamed, but I was actually feeling flush with victory, as if I had somehow defeated Mike by getting him to come! Another notch on my bedpost!

Mike seemed to be coming back to Earth now. He opened his eyes blearily and seemed to slowly realize that he was in his office with an employee with his pants down.

"Whew! Well, 'Janine,' I didn't know John, but I think you must be a huge improvement over him." He quickly pulled his shorts and pants up and buckled them. "Why don't you get yourself a cup of coffee, or rather, I'll have Louise get us two cups, while I plan out how we're going to introduce you to the rest of your coworkers." He ran his fingers through his hair and started to pull his wits together.

At least he was a man of his word. He pulled my startled supervisor and his boss into his office with me and explained the situation. He didn't pull any punches, posing this as a delicate situation legally and painting a dire picture if any harassment or discrimination was tolerated. I was to be treated 100% as if I were any other female employee and as if I had always been Janine and I was to do my job as I always had without any fear or favor. He would start the paperwork to have everything changed on my personnel records. Then he organized an immediate impromptu meeting of my whole department and gave them the same spiel.

When I walked into the meeting there was an immediate hubbub, almost pandemonium for a few seconds and then Mike shouted it down.

"OK, OK! Take a good look, sputter and whistle, jab each other in the ribs, and then it's over!" he said. "And I mean over. No wolf whistles, no cracks, no pranks, no lewd remarks. From this minute, Janine is to be treated as a competent, respected female employee of this company. She will be subject to the same rules in return: she is to focus on her work and treat all her coworkers with courtesy and respect just as before. If you have to think twice before you say something, if you have to ask yourself whether it is tolerable or over the line, don't say it."

I would have to say that the sober atmosphere of people shuffling out of that meeting was not exactly the most comfortable. There was sort of a chill. Except for the female employees. They came over and hugged me and congratulated me and told me they supported me!

As we were leaving the meeting there was Don! He was my boss's boss's boss, so he hadn't been invited to the meeting.

"I heard, and I want to say that I respect the courage it took for you to take this step. It can't have been easy. And I want to say that this company will support you and if you have any problems, my door is always open, as is Mike's."

I didn't care about the open door. I was worried about what might go on behind closed doors though.

"Yes, Mike has shown me the same kind of support that you have, sir," I said, looking him in the eye intently. I saw his eyes widen at that. "I appreciate what a big help Mike has been so far, once he convinced himself of my sincerity."

"Well, that's wonderful," Don said, but I could tell he started to be nervous about what I might have told Mike and he made himself scarce.

I walked back to my desk and began to go through my e-mail and my calendar. I'd already missed the end of week progress report meeting this morning. Even as I sat at my desk I could feel eyes on me, but no one said anything. It was almost as if I were in a glass bubble. I decided I had to break the ice.

I walked up to one of my coworkers, Matt.

"So what do you think about all this, Matt?" I said, gesturing at my dress.

"Um, it's a bit of a surprise. I had no idea about any of this. But it's ... it's your personal business. I'm not gonna give you any trouble."

"I don't want everybody to be afraid of me! I'm the same person I was. Well, not exactly the same, but pretty much. I don't want to get anyone in trouble. But this is who I want to be now."

"Well, that's pretty..., um, it's gonna take some getting used to. It's just ... weird. I'm not saying you're weird," he rushed to say, "just that it's a weird ... situation. You can't expect everybody to just shrug it off, like, 'Oh, you're wearing a sweater today.' 'Oh, you changed sexes today. So what?' It's a little different than that. And the way Davenport came down like a ton of bricks. Damn! That's gonna make people a little jumpy."

"Just treat me like anybody else. I mean I could have been woman all along."

"But ... but you're not. Were not. I mean you're still, I mean, down there...?"

"Yeah, as much as I ever was."

"But do you have ... sex ... with guys?"

"Well, I'm a girl, so ... yeah," I said.

"I ... I couldn't do that," Matt said, shaking his head.

"But you're a guy. I mean, if you were gay you would. But if you're not, then no, you wouldn't want to."

"But you were a guy. And your wife, she's hot. Didn't you want to...? I mean, did she know ... this ... when she married you?"

"Hell, I didn't know this when I married her."

"So it's something you ... discovered? I mean, you didn't know you were, and then you decided you were?"

"It's a long story, but let's say, I decided I'd be happier this way than the other way."

"But changing your sex? It's not like changing from Democrat to Republican or anything!"

"No, it's nothing like being a Republican!" I laughed, and Matt laughed. "But I like it."

"You're sure you're not gay?"

"No, gay is two guys having sex. I'm a girl having sex with guys."

"Guys plural?"

"Too much information, Matt. Let's leave it at that."

"OK."

That felt a little bit better. At least he wasn't afraid to talk to me now. Maybe he'd spread the word that I didn't bite.

The girls took me out to lunch and bought me a drink.

"To Janine!" Martina toasted, raising her iced tea to my Cosmo.

"Janine!" the others chimed in.

"Wow, how did you decide to do it?" Sherri asked.

I raised my hand and showed off my engagement ring.

"What is that?" Emily asked.

"It's an engagement ring!"

"What?!?" they all said at once.

"Ray asked me to marry him! And I said 'yes'!"

"And Tonya?" Martina asked.

"You were right: she's OK with it."

"So you're getting a divorce?" Annette asked. I nodded. "That's too bad. I liked Tonya."

"No, it’s not like that. She still loves me. I still love her. But I want to make room for Ray in my life. It’s not sad; it’s good that we’re divorcing."

"Congratulations!" Sherri said. "This calls for a real drink!" she said, motioning for the waitress.

They toasted me again and admired my ring, Tonya's ring.

I went back to work slightly drunk. I blew a couple kisses at the guys in my department and then I decided that might get me in trouble for sexual harassment, so I cut it out. I tried to distract myself with work, but it was a long afternoon. Drinking at lunch is a bad idea, period.

Walking out of work I was on Cloud 9 though. I'd done it! I didn't have to change at home, unless I wanted to change into something sexier! I couldn't wait to tell Tonya how I'd pulled it off!

"I called a lawyer today," she said after I'd told my story. "He said we can't get divorced until after the baby is born. But we can have everything ready. I asked him about the legal name and gender change. We'll need a letter from a doctor and a sympathetic judge, since you haven't had the surgery, you know, what Brian calls the snip-snip. He thinks it can be done.

"You should call Ray and get the name of the best breast man."

"I think I've already met him. But that would give me a good excuse to call Ray anyway."

"You don't need an excuse: he's your fiancé!"

'Fiancé.' Wow, that sounded good!

"Yeah, he is, isn't he?" I giggled like a schoolgirl.

"Can I see you tonight?" Ray asked when I called. "Do you and Tonya have any plans? If not, I could redeem that rain check for that dinner we didn't go out to the other night." I looked at Tonya and she gave me the 'shoo-shoo" gesture.

"Sure, I'd love that! I want to see you too," I said and my heart went pit-a-pat. 'My hunk,' I thought. "But we're really going to go out to eat this time?"

"Sure, but who knows what we'll do after that?"

"I think I know! I'll pack an overnight bag!"

"Cheeky one!" he scolded. "But I like you anyway. And yes, pack a bag!"

I was going to have to start putting together an overnight kit, I thought. I quickly rifled through our closet and found a small bag and a toiletries kit and put some make-up and a change of underwear and a more casual outfit into it. Then I changed for going out to dinner. Tonya and I were going to have to go and do some serious shopping. I was going to need lots more outfits. I changed my make-up to 'sexy.'

I couldn't believe what a difference had come over my attitude from "being on a date" to "going out with my fiancé." I was excited, but I wasn't nervous. Ray wasn't judging me: he was on my team now. I just looked forward to seeing him.

"You look like a million bucks!" he said as soon as he saw me.

"It's my new jewelry," I said, holding up my engagement ring.

"Yes," he said, kissing me deeply. "It looks very good on you."

"Not as good as I look with you on me!" I whispered.

"Scamp! You can try to get me hot and bothered, but I'm taking you to dinner this time! We have to act like a civilized couple some of the time." I stuck my lip out in an exaggerated pout. "Oh, it won't be so bad," he assured me. "I'm told I can be quite charming if I try. And if you behave yourself, we might do something later."

"Oh, dessert!" I squealed, like a child.

"Yes, do you like cream desserts?"

"They're my favorite. I like sausage for the main course with a cream dessert."

"Sausage in a bun?" he asked.

"Of course." I answered and my heinie hole squeezed in anticipation and a frisson of arousal made my little tool tingle inside its gaff!

Once at the restaurant and we had our drinks I hesitated before I launched into my big news about coming out to everyone at work. It almost felt disloyal to have taken such a big step without his knowledge, as if I had done something behind his back. But I felt sure he would approve.

"I did something today. I probably should have discussed it with you first, but I had an impulse and I went with it. 'Janine' went to work today. I came out to everyone at work."

"Oh my gosh!" Ray responded. "That's great! I mean, that's great if it went OK. What did they say? How did it go?"

"So you're OK with that?"

"Of course! Changing back and forth must be terribly hard for you. If you really are Janine, then going to work as John is like being in drag."

"Yes! It is! Well, was. I think it is going to be OK. I ... I went straight to HR and I told the head honcho and I hinted that I'd better be treated right or.... You know."

"And that worked?"

"Well, I was very persuasive," I said, thinking of myself on my knees sucking on Mike's cock. "I used my feminine wiles and he was impressed with my sincerity."

"You mean you flirted with him!" I didn't answer right away and I started to blush. "You fucked him?"

"No! It was ... it was just a blow job!"

"Feminine wiles, my foot! No, his cock! Well, I guess all's fair in love and war," Ray conceded. "But that worked?"

"You're not mad? Not jealous?"

"Janine, I love you, but remember where we met. The Cuck 'n' Bull Club. I'd be some kind of a hypocrite if I tried to keep you under my thumb. Just don't fall in love with someone else, that's all I ask."

"Oh, Ray!" I said, kissing him. "That's why I love you!"

"So, other than that, how did it go?"

"As well as could be expected. Most of the guys treated me like I was radioactive, at least today. HR put the fear of God in them about hostile work environment. They might have laid it on too thick. I hope that wears off. It could get lonely there. But I've got the girls with me at least."

"Well, it's early days yet. They could get over it, find out it's not a big deal unless they make it one. Well, I think this deserves a toast! To your courage!" he said, raising his glass. We clinked glasses and then kissed again. Our waiter waited patiently for us to finish so that he could serve us our food.

"We're making a spectacle of ourselves!" I said.

"I don't care!" Ray replied. "I'm in love and I don't care who knows."

"Yeah, but let's not make the rest of them feel bad. Not everyone can be as lucky as we are."

He smiled at that and tucked into his meal.

Having been absolved for sucking off Mike Davenport, I felt more relaxed to tell Ray the whole story of my day, from not getting the ring off, to Mike's profanity, to how he'd cowed everyone, to my talk with Matt, to the girls' toasting me as one of their own. It was funnier in retrospect than it had felt at the time and we had a few good laughs.

"Tonya called a lawyer today. We can’t get divorced until the baby is born. And we may have to pull some strings on the gender change because I haven't lived as a woman or had 'The Surgery.' "

"My family is pretty well connected. I may be able to find a judge who owes me a favor. They do have reelection campaigns, after all," Ray hinted. "Speaking of family, my mother wants to have you over to our pool on Sunday."

"Are you going to tell them ... about the engagement?!?" I asked with real terror.

"I think it's better to wait until they know you a little better. But I think they'll fall in love with you about as quickly as I did."

"I don't know: they probably wouldn't appreciate all my charms as much as you do!"

"True. Perhaps I am a little love-struck. But when they see how happy I am with you, they'll come around." He took my hand and a shiver went up my spine.

"Ray!" I sighed happily, wondering what I'd done to deserve him. 'You spread your legs and let him fuck you up the ass,' my nasty side said to me. 'Shut up!' I said back to it.

"So you'll come on Sunday?"

"Of course!"

"I was also hoping we could go to the Cuck 'n' Bull tomorrow night. I want to show you off!"

"My, you've got my social calendar all booked, don't you?"

"Too much?"

"No, silly! Who would I rather spend my time with?"

"Tonya and Brian could join us tomorrow night, of course."

"I think they might like that. Sort of, 'return to the scene of the crime,' eh?"

"I want to 'share my good fortune' with Thad and Will!" Ray explained. My ass really twitched at that!

"You mean like they 'shared' me two weeks ago?" I asked.

"If it's OK with you. Is it wrong that that idea sounds really hot to me?" he said in a low, hesitant voice.

"I'm the last person to ask about right and wrong! But I do know what you mean. I'm still a little sheepish about how aroused I get to see Tonya fucking a guy. Why? Why should that make me hot? Shouldn't it be the opposite? But it's a scientific fact: it does. Insanely much! So if it's wrong, so be it. I can't fight it, so I'm not even gonna try."

"I got so ... turned on ... when I watched you with Will and Thad! It made me want you so bad!"

"Oh, yeah? Good to know! You won't think I'm a slut?"

"Au contraire: I will! My slut!" he said, and we both laughed so much that I had to take a sip of my white wine.

"To sluts!" I proposed a toast. "Of both genders!" I said meaningfully.

"I'll drink to that!" Ray said, clinking my glass.

I realized as we drove to his house that I had been thinking of Ray as a slut because of wanting to watch me get fucked by another guy! But I hadn't really considered the other half of that: how would I feel if he wanted to fuck another she-male? Would he want to? I suppose he would! I'd be foolish to fall into the female fallacy: "If you really loved me you wouldn't even look at another girl!" Could I be OK with his playing the field like that "as long as you come home to me"?

I'd made it pretty clear so far that I was going to take any opportunity that I fancied to suck or fuck a nice big cock, and Ray said he was OK with that. Wouldn’t it be hypocritical to be jealous if Ray did it too? Tonya didn't seem to care if I was the Whore of Babylon with men, but it had been sort of understood that I wasn't free to seek out other women. Would Ray and I have a non-reciprocal relationship like that? Maybe I'd have to wait and see how I felt if and when the time came.

I didn't feel funny about carrying an overnight bag into Ray's house. In fact, I felt more confident. I belonged here. I was his fiancée now. I had a right. (Boy, if anybody tells you that marriage is just a piece of paper, are they ever wrong!)

"Shall we?" Ray said, gesturing toward the bedroom and I smiled. We were on the same wavelength. Time for dessert. The no-calorie kind. Actually I think I read somewhere that an ejaculation is less than 25 calories, so very low calorie anyway. (And that's only if you swallow it. If you put it other places, I don't think you'll absorb any calories!)

We kissed and started to undress each other. I was surprised how erotic it felt to undo Ray's belt and unzip his pants. I felt like such a naughty girl! And his unzipping my dress—oo la la! I felt less turned on by his undoing my bra. I was losing my tits! It was better when he started to cup my chest in his hands from behind.

"Would you ... like it better if I had tits?" I asked hesitantly.

"Would you?" he dodged.

"Yes! I think I really would! I would feel so much more of a girl then. Like I'd still be a girl when I didn't have any clothes on. Even though I'd still have my ... thingie, I'd feel more like a real girl."

"Thingie? You are a real girl if you call it a 'thingie'!" He kissed the crook of my neck and grasped my chest and nipples. "I'd love it if you had tits!"

"Then I want to get them as soon as I can! We don't have to wait on the legalities for that. Who is the best?"

"I think it would have to be Dr. M_____. But I don't know how he would feel about operating on someone who had only been cross-dressing recently and only on hormones for such a short time. They have to worry about people changing their mind and then suing them. But I think maybe I could talk him into it as a favor to me. I'd have to make it clear that it had to stay confidential. My family can't know about what makes you 'special.' "

"You mean other than my sparkling personality?"

"Yeah, that," he said sarcastically. "So you can imagine having some tits, eh?" he said, cupping my chest. I could easily imagine that and the idea excited me! I imagined having two beauties handing out there, filling Ray's hands, filling my bra, filling his mouth....

"Suck them, lover," I begged him, and he lowered me to the bed and began to knead my nipples and suck on them alternately. I still wore my panties and gaff and my cock swelled against them. I pictured my body with a nice conical pair and I moaned.

"You'll be so beautiful with them," Ray whispered, reading my mind. "Even more beautiful, more perfect than you already are." He continued to suck my nipples and then kissed me, while he ground his thigh into my groin.

"Oh, Ray!" I gasped between kisses. He pawed at my panties and I assisted him in getting them out from under my bottom and skimming them down my legs. I shuddered when he toyed with my unsheathed penis, causing my hips to writhe. He began to kiss his way down my chest and then he was kissing my little hard-on.

"So cute, so little," he said. He teased it, just feathering his kisses and running a finger up and down the sensitive ridge. He thumbed the spot just in the notch of my glans, while he returned to suckling at one breast. My penis throbbed in his hand, but I knew what I really wanted.

"Please.... Fuck me!" I whimpered softly. My anus twitched at the happy thought of being spread by his manhood. He had taken charge this whole evening, so I lay there, trembling, waiting for him to take me, willing him to want to be inside me.

He rose up off of me and I felt exposed. I tried to make myself look helpless and vulnerable, sexy and desirable. 'I'm yours,' I thought. 'Take me.'

Ray only stopped to slip off his boxers and my breath caught at the sight of his perfect cock. Well, more perfect when he slathered lube on it to ease his way into my rectum. I obediently pulled my knees to my chest to offer him my rosebud, and I sighed when his greasy fingers dabbed at my pucker. One finger easily slipped in and I smiled, thinking back to when my very soul would have resisted such a violation. One finger became two and I felt some token resistance, but Ray's gentle probing soon had me ready for more.

'Do me,' I prayed silently and I felt the hard-softness of his cockhead prod at the stretched but still narrow orifice. I pushed out and felt my hole expand to ease his penetration. My sphincter gripped his thick penis tightly and I felt the head move past the stricture and begin to fill my rectum. My muscles were like a rubber band around his shaft. The sliding of his greased manhood thrilled me and then I felt his thickness goose my prostate. 'Yes!' I thought as his tip touched the top of my rectum.

"Oh! Jesus!" he said low to himself, and I felt his breath catch at the pure pleasure of feeling his cock encased in my flesh. He began to slowly stroke himself in and out and I could feel my ass begin to welcome his penetration. I reached my hands up and felt the strength of his muscular arms. I loved the feeling of his strength and virility contrasted with my yielding weakness. He deserved to use me and I was happy to be used!

His slowly building tempo began to heat up my tunnel. I felt as if my ass was melting under the heat of his pistoning penis. Every thrust banged against my ass cheeks and prodded the top of my rectum delightfully, telling me how deep he was in me. The stretching of my anus was like a reverse hug, keeping us in tight contact. My stomach did flip flops at the unnaturalness of the invasion, but those very flip flops told me that I was giving my essence to this man. Every poke of my prostate send another erotic shiver through me. I wanted it to go on forever!

I reached up and grabbed his sides and pulled his torso to me. If I could, I would draw his entire body inside me. I wanted more, more, more of him! Deeper, harder, longer!

Ray’s breathing became more ragged and his thrusts more frenzied. I knew his semen was bubbling up, ready to shoot. I longed to feel those spasms, to feel his hot seed burn within me! I lay back and willed myself to open to him, to accept everything he gave, to feel every sensation, every twitch. Ray slammed into me and with a groan his penis began to unload its precious cargo. I felt his shaft throb and pulse and I felt the flood of his juice. It was hot and it warmed me deep within.

"Go, baby! Give it all to me! Give it all to your Janine! I want every drop!" I urged and I meant every word. His hot dick in me felt so good and my ass was now relaxed and open, welcoming him. He gasped for breath and could not speak for a minute. He collapsed on top of me and I hugged him to me, wishing we could stay like this, welded together.

"Oh, God!" he finally said. "That is ... so good...."

"Enjoy it, baby! Enjoy your Janine's hot ass!"

"Oh, you're a dirty, dirty girl!" he growled playfully at me. "Oh, you're drained me, you succubus!" he said and pulled out and rolled over, exhausted.

I groaned to feel him leaving me, but I loved seeing his cock, now half-deflated, all covered with lube and cum. That was one well-fucked human! I felt his cum slipping out of me and I covered my lax hole with my fingers and scooped it up.

"Mmm, mmm!" I said with exaggerated glee as I tasted my fingers and went back for more. Reluctantly I squeezed my stretched sphincters, trying to squeeze out some more of his deposit, which I happily consumed. Then I swung my head down to take his gooey penis into my mouth and vacuumed out the last drops of his tasty semen and gave his flaccid cock a kiss.  That only got me hornier and my hard-on reminded me that I hadn't come yet.

"What about me, babe?" I complained gently.

"You mean you didn't come just from that excellent fucking I just gave you?" he gibed. "You don't have vaginal orgasms? You need a clitoral orgasm? Oh, you girls are so much more trouble than us guys!"

"Just a little attention would be enough!" I protested.

"Oh, you've made me limp as a rag with your hot, tight little hole! I've warmed you up. Why don't you finish yourself off while I watch? Wouldn't that be nasty?"

I felt a mix of disappointment and fascination. It would be sort of naughty to masturbate for him. And It was true that I was pretty well warmed up and he could take credit for that. Acceding to his request, I reached for the lube and lubricated my little erection.

"Talk to me about my tits while I play with myself." Just the thought of them made a zing go through my groin and my penis stiffened a little more.

"They'll be so pretty, just the nicest set of feminine mounds. You'll be so proud of them that you won't want to wear clothes. 'Look at my pretty, sexy tits,' you'll say. 'Don't you want to play with my tits?' " His voice was so sexy and the picture he painted so alluring that I felt as if I could pop any second. I slowed down so I could savor the lightning going through my cock and enjoy his seduction.

"And I will want to play with them. They'll be just the right size: pert, pointy, not too big or saggy. Saucy tits. I'll love to cup them in my hand and I'll love to suck on them. When I'm banging into you from behind they swing with every thrust. Men will look at you in a bikini and beg for your top to fall off."

I was sinking into his word picture, imagining every part of it. I could almost feel my chest swelling, feel my new tits hanging!

"And I'll be proud to show them off to other men. I'll strip you in front of them and invite them to have a feel or a lick. And your tits will burn for their hand and your nipples with stiffen to feel their lips suckling you."

Oh! We hadn't talked about that, but clearly Ray had thought about it! He wanted to have me, but he wanted to give me away too! And he said 'men,' not just Thad or Will, but maybe others. Maybe lots of others! The idea fired my lust like a wildfire. My cock swelled and a second later I was spewing cum all over my belly.

"Oh, you like that idea, you little slut!" Ray laughed. "You're just like 'O'; you pretend you're a reluctant pawn but you secretly long to be a brazen whore for any cock larger than your own!" He rolled over and gathered up my sperm with the side of his hand. "Lick up your mess!" he said more roughly, "like the cum-lover you are!"

I licked up my own spunk without a second thought. He was right. The idea of being the concubine of whoever Ray offered me too was not at all repugnant: it excited me terribly! What aroused me the most was the idea of being an object of intense desire, that I could fire the lust of men to the point that they had to have me! Their stiff cocks and their rutting and their spurting into my ass or over my tits or down my throat would prove my desirability. The more, the better! And my willingness would be Ray's trophy, that he had the woman that others desired, and I was his possession to give away.

I felt aroused but ashamed at the same time. My orgasm over, I couldn't meet his eyes right away, as if he had stripped something away that left me more naked than mere nudity could. I hid my embarrassment by cuddling up to him and nuzzling my face in his chest. But as he had so often, he proved a perceptive lover.

"Don't feel bad, lover," he whispered to me. "I feel it too! Don't let's be ashamed of our lusts. Let’s celebrate them, indulge them, follow them where they lead. They have led me to you and you to me. If they lead to others' beds, or many others' beds, let's not be shy. As long as we stick together, just as you and Tonya have stuck together, we'll be OK."

My heart swelled to have his unconditional acceptance. What courage he had to admit such things, to be willing to say them out loud! I raised my face to him.

"How did you know what I was feeling?"

"I don't know, I just could tell. We're a lot the same you and me."

"Not these!" I said, nuzzling my shriveled gherkin of a cock against his limp but still thick member.

"No-o-o, that's true. Our bodies are different, but in our hearts we're much the same," he said reassuringly. "Will you stay the night?"

"Try and get me out!" We snuggled for a while and then we got restless to do something. It wasn't late enough to go to sleep. I pulled on my "away game" nightgown, and we moved to the couch and watched some TV. Ray made us some popcorn and it was a rather domestic scene.

We spooned in bed and his groin snuggling up to my backside felt good. I even felt a little thickening of his lump from the wiggling of my ass against him, but we settled into a restful erotic haze. I longed for a pair of breasts for him to hang onto, and I resolved that we would really explore that soon.


-Day 106 Saturday-

The next morning I awoke in that dreamy, hungover state where it took me a second to remember where I was—and who I was! I felt Ray's muscular body next to mine. I thrilled to the thought: "My man.” I had a whole man at my disposal. We were front to front now and I reached for his meaty tool.

"Finally I have a big cock!" I said to myself. The idea thrilled me. After a lifetime of having a small cock, now I had a big one that belonged to me! I gripped it in my delicate hands and just hefted it. It was solid and substantial, even in its flaccid state, although that state didn't last long. It began to expand almost immediately. "A real man's cock!" I said to myself as it slowly swelled to full size.

I snuggled forward to bring my smaller organ next to his and the sight of the two penises excited me! I wasn’t ashamed of my size anymore: it was just the right size for a “girl’s cock”! I humped my little stiffy against the underside of Ray's erection, but I continued to hold his. I fantasized that his was my cock, and I imagined the women who would be fawning over me if I had this rod!

"But it's all mine now! They can't have it!" I said to myself, although I had no pretensions about keeping him from fucking other she-males or even men, if he wanted. I didn't even imagine him fucking a woman: I was pretty sure that wasn't going to happen.

"That's a nice way to wake up!" Ray muttered,. "Are you trying to start something?"

"That's how you start a fire, isn't it, rub two sticks together?" I said, all innocence. "No, I was just admiring my man's cock. My fiancé's cock. And feeling grateful to have such a nice one at my disposal."

"It is at your disposal, too," Ray intoned. "Anytime, anywhere."

"On a lounger beside your parents' pool?" I teased.

"As long as no one's home!" he said.

We jumped in the shower together. I was a little hesitant, for in the shower I'd be bereft of almost all of my feminine accouterments. But the opportunity to soap each other up and fondle each other's parts seemed to make up for that. I'd brought my shaving accessories and took the opportunity to give myself a close shave everywhere and got Ray to help me with the places I had trouble reaching. He was nervous to nick me and showed the gentlest touch and care. But the opportunity to inspect all my private areas closely seemed to excite him. I had picked a good man to take care of me. I felt very lucky.

I decided I'd make him breakfast and insisted that he let me pamper him for a change. I made us Western omelets and Ray pronounced them delicious.  After breakfast I regretfully told him I needed to get back home. Tonya and I had to do some shopping if I were going to be a full-time gal. Ray said he would try to contact Dr. M____ and get the ball rolling on that front. We decided he'd pick me up at 7:00. He'd call Thad and Will to be sure they'd be at the Cuck 'n' Bull and I'd invite Tonya and Brian.

Tonya was up for a shopping trip. So far my wardrobe had been focused on what would be alluring to wear out to a club, not to work. We bought me some more business-like attire, as well as casual outfits for the weekend. But we also splurged on another "come-hither" dress for my debut at Cuck 'n' Bull as Ray's fiancée.

I was astonished what a difference it made in my attitude to be going to the Club as Ray's intended, rather than as Tonya's cuckold. I wasn't out to conquer: I was out to impress and make Ray look good. I was his trophy, not a horny b-girl on the prowl. I made my make-up as sexy as I could and wore dangly earrings. My new dress had a crisscross design that created the illusion of a bust and cleavage as much as I could manage. Ray was appropriately complimentary when he picked us up.

"Those guys will be eating their hearts out when they see who I'm with!" he said.

"Somebody will be eating something, but I don't think it will be hearts!" I came back.

We were a little early when we got there and got a table. Nikki and Babette joined us soon. I was eager to show off my engagement ring, which caused Nikki to raise her eyebrows and give Tonya a shocked look.

"Janine has my full blessing," she said. "I wouldn't stand in the way of her happiness. But I intend that we will still be intimately part of each other's lives 'till death do us part.' " I saw Babette look at Nikki and Nikki put a hand on hers, as if to say, "Not for us, babe."

Thad and Will arrived together shortly after and I smiled to see what pride Ray took in introducing me to them as "my fiancée." They raised their eyebrows, but soon followed it with high fives and backslaps, as if to say, "Well bagged!" We had a drink and then I took a turn on the dance floor with each of the three friends. There wasn't much doubt what the next order of business would be when Thad started squeezing my ass during a slow number.

"Ray's a lucky guy," Thad said. "You and he don't have any objection to Will and I sharing in his good fortune?"

I dropped my hand to his crotch surreptitiously and confirmed both his intentions and his appreciation of my charms. I fondled his package and felt it swell larger.

"I think he and I are looking forward to it! In fact, I think if you didn't he'd be a little bit insulted." I leaned in and planted a soulful kiss on his lips.

"Well, we can't have that!" Thad said, a little breathless.

"You're ever the gentleman, Thad," I said. "Ray's lucky to have such good friends that want to share in his happiness!" I felt my cockette fight against my gaff to stand up, in vain. I was sluttishly looking forward to giving Ray's friends a sample of his future marital bliss.

Thad suggested we find an unoccupied alcove to share.

When we got there, Thad said, "You don't mind if I go first, do you, Ray?"

"Oh, I insist," Ray replied. "I've been looking forward to sharing Janine."

Oh, that made a warm thrill go up my spine! Ray was like René in the Story of O! Being able to give me away only proved that he owned me! That made me feel like a jewel. I felt as if I were glowing!

Thad dropped me onto a sofa and began to help himself to a kiss. As hot as it had been to do this two weeks ago, being Ray's "wife to be" and having him watch was twice as exciting! Two weeks ago he had been a handsome man, but only another pair of eyes I was exhibiting myself to. Now I felt as if I were "his," and being "loaned out" like this was a powerful way of feeling owned by him. The idea of placing myself in his power, to use or abuse as he wished was remarkably arousing!

I felt swept by lust and I returned Thad's kiss, not hard but sensuously, sexily. My lips felt supersensitive, as if I could feel every nerve ending, every cell. My nipples tingled and my trapped penis felt the strictures of my gaff pull it down.

"My! This filly wants to run, Ray! I do believe by putting your harness on her you've made her twice as eager to be ridden!"

He was so right! I put my mouth on Thad's, impatient to continue to feast on his lips. I stole a glance sideways and I was thrilled to see Ray watching us with rapt attention, as if he could not take his eyes off us. Thad grasped my false bosom, but the very intimacy of the act excited me anyway. My hand stole down to his crotch and wantonly fingered the stiff cock I found tenting his pants.

"I want to make this boy's acquaintance again!" I teased. I pawed at Thad's belt buckle and he was only too willing to help me out by unbuckling it and unbuttoning his pants, while I made a show of lowering his zipper. He graciously slipped his pants from under his rump and I grasped the hot thick cock that sprung out.

"Oh, yeah," I sighed as I felt its heat. The silky tender skin felt so good against my palm. Thad hissed as I squeezed it and gently slid the loose skin up and down. As many times as I had jacked my own penis, I never got over the zing of feeling another man's cock, er, a man's cock, I mean.

I watched my hand move up and down and watched the skin bunch and stretch hypnotically. I leaned down and placed a kiss on the tip and saw the imprint of my lipstick on it. I couldn't help but want to lick that slit, the slit I wanted pre-cum and then hot spunk to spew out of. It looked so good that I couldn't wait and I took it into my mouth and sucked greedily on it.

"Oh, God!" Thad moaned and he lay back to enjoy my attentions. I bobbed my head up and down a few times, savoring the wonderful feeling of my mouth being filled. I moaned softly at the delightful feel of his soft skin sliding wetly across my tongue and lips. I prodded the back of my mouth with his cockhead, wanting as much of him in my mouth as I could get.

I looked over out of the corner of my eye and was shocked to see that Ray had undone his pants and had gripped his own cock and was slowly milking it! My proper fiancé, who had watched me be fucked twice two weeks ago without as much as rubbing himself through his pants, was now openly masturbating in front of me and his friends!

God, that was exciting! I sat back and continued to stroke Thad with my hand. I watched my so feminine hand with its long fingernails slide up and down Thad's glistening cock, and then I turned and smiled at Ray and blew him a kiss, as if to say, "This is for you!"

But it was for me too! That cock looked so good that I couldn't just stroke it with my hand. I needed to taste it, to suck the dribble of pre-cum starting to ooze from his beautiful pee slit. And I wanted it in my ass ... and soon!

"Thad, I need you ... not in my mouth. I need your big cock in my pussy! I want you to fuck me, fuck me in front of my future husband. Show him what a cockslut I am! Show him how much I want to be fucked by any big cock that comes along!"

"With pleasure!" Thad croaked out. He laid me over the arm of the couch, pulling my panties down and releasing me from my gaff, and flipping my dress up to expose my hungry backside. I reached back and spread my ass cheeks apart to offer my anal opening to him. My anus twitched in anticipation. But first I felt Thad's finger force its way in, slathered in lube. I smiled at the welcome violation and I savored the in-out stroking of his finger, confirming that I was empty and ready for him. Then I felt a second finger probe me and I pushed out, trying to open myself for a good ass-fucking.

"Oh, God, this is delicious!" I heard Ray mutter to himself and I glanced over and saw his cock red and dripping pre-cum, light glinting off the lube he had greased himself with. He was already having to let go of his cock for fear of coming too soon and it bobbed lewdly in front of him. He shuddered as he regrasped his penis and hesitantly pumped it.

I felt Thad's penis press against my muscular ring and I tried to push back on it, but I didn't have any leverage, bent over as I was. His juicy cock felt hot against my anus and I felt my resisting muscles give way under his steady pressure. His manhood felt so thick that I grunted at the strain of taking it in. But I reveled at the same time in the wonderful fullness of being taken and used. His thick meat tickled my prostate and I whimpered at the electric sensation that lanced up my penis. He jockeyed back and forth a bit to relax me and then he cried out as his next thrust buried his tool completely and he felt the tip of my rectum grasp his glans.

"Fuck her!" I heard Ray whisper to himself and I shuddered at the pure lust I heard in his voice. Thad obeyed him and he began to saw in and out of my rectum. The friction and the irresistible pistoning of that cock soon had me hypnotized. I was a limp piece of meat for Thad's pleasure. God, I loved being fucked!

"Fuck me!" I croaked at Thad. "God, I want you to fuck and fuck me!" I confessed. My urging properly inflamed Thad and he acceded to my request, reaming all the more enthusiastically.

"Oh, God, I want your cum! Fill me up with your hot cum!" I pleaded. Thad didn't need to be asked twice, my fellatio having sufficiently warmed him up. Only a few more thrusts were necessary and I felt him swell and with a jerk he was spending himself deep within my belly. My heart sang with joy to feel the another man lose himself to my charms. But I smiled too, to know that my night was just beginning! This was only the first and far from the last, I was sure.

"Oh, God!" Ray cried out almost exultantly, as if it had been him who came, not Thad. Thad, perhaps sensing what the next chapter was, unceremoniously pulled out, leaving my poor ass gaping for all to see.

"Oh!" cried Ray again, his throat catching. "It's ... beautiful! You've blessed her pussy. I have to have it! Now! I have to feel it all stretched and hot and slick with another man's cum!" He shuffled over to me, his pants around his feet and without any preamble, slipped his inflamed cock all the way into my leering anus.

"Oh!" Ray gave out a strangled, almost painful cry. "Oh, my God! So hot!" He began to fuck me almost wildly. "So loose, so slick!" he marveled. His thrusts continued spastically. "My cock, bathing in another man's cum...! So good!" But with my ass stretched out and slippery, he had to fuck me like a madman, even despite his having been on the edge a few minutes ago.

But it didn't take long, as inflamed as his lusts were. With a roar, he was adding his semen to Thad's. My ass was looser now and I couldn't feel every twitch, but I felt sure that he had loosed a huge load in me. His arousal was contagious and I felt proud that I could unleash such passion in him!

Ray almost crumpled to the floor next to me. Cum drained out of my open ass and began a stream down my leg. But Ray's mouth was on mine then, mashing our lips together.

"Men will use you, Janine!" he whispered urgently in my ear. "I will be sure there are lots of men to use you!" he said, as if I had no say in the matter. Not that I objected! "Your ass was made to be fucked! That was ... that was...." He shook his head, as if words failed him. "Fucking you after him ... that was the hottest thing ever. I want you like that ... often! I want to watch other men take you. I then I want to take you back. I ... I want ... to feel ... my cock ... slide through their cum! I want to feel your ass opened up for me by their cocks: loose, stretched, defenseless."

"Oh, baby, then I want that too! You can have my ass any way you want. Whatever makes you happy!" and I kissed him back.

Strangely, it didn't bother me to be used like that, with no regard for my own satisfaction. Knowing I had satisfied them, knowing I was desirable, knowing that my ass had excited them to frenzy, that was my reward and my satisfaction.

"There's still some men here who haven't been satisfied," I said, lifting myself up and beckoning to Will. "I wouldn't think of leaving anyone out," I said to him. "Oh my!" I exclaimed as I felt a gush of cum leaking from my ass now that I was upright. "Just a second," I asked, and I made a show of swooping my hand up my crack and scooping up some fingerfuls of two men's sperm and lube. I held the glistening goo up for all three men to see and then I seductively brought it to my mouth a licked it off sensuously. "My, I'm a mess, thanks to these naughty boys and their naughty hoses!" I dipped back in for more and licked that up. By the time I was done, Will looked like he was about to have a stroke.

I sat on the couch and gestured for Will to join me. I pulled him into a kiss, which he eagerly returned. He'd already had his cock out during the previous festivities, so I merely needed to reach through the tails of his shirt to take a grasp on his hard-on. My, but it felt good! Such a nice-sized penis, a real man's cock. God, I loved this! What if Tonya had never encouraged me? I'd have missed out on my true calling! The excitement of holding his beautiful penis made me kiss him all the more hungrily.

As much as I enjoyed fondling his joystick, it only made me crave the taste of it. I broke off the kiss and dipped my head to his groin,. A large dollop of pre-cum already seeped from his slit, like a drooling mouth. I kissed the cum off his tip and dabbed at his slit with the tip of my tongue. But I couldn't wait long to feel my mouth filled, so I licked his cockhead wet and slid it across my lips and deep into my mouth. Umm, goo-oo-ood!

His cock was warm and I could feel the blood pulsing through it. A penis is so alive! Not like sucking on a finger or an ear. It is tingling with life, with energy. The fount of new life, impelled by the drive to procreate. It is a man's very self, his most prized possession. I caressed Will's penis reverently, mindful of the great present he was bestowing on me.

"Your penis is magnificent, Will!" I declared. "Thank you for sharing it with me." I saw Ray smile at that and wink at me. He was already fondling his own cock, although it was sleepy now. But I was suspicious that our show would wake it up again.

"It loves your mouth," Will responded, "but it loves something else more!"

I stroked his cock, slippery with my spittle.

"Whatever can he mean?" I said, miming ignorance with a hand to my cheek.

"He wants to put it in your armpit!" Thad suggested, and Will whimpered. "No?"

"Between my tits?" I offered, pressing my fake boobs together.

"One day, maybe!" Ray said.

"Your cute little ass!" Will answered lustily.

"But it can't possibly fit there!" I said in faux alarm. "It's so big, and my little ass is so small and tight!"

"Not anymore," Thad laughed. "Just tight enough for a great fuck!"

That was enough to make Will impatient.

"No matter, we'll fit it in there! You may have to stretch a little more for me than for those fellows, but you'll adjust!"

"I confess, sucking on your man-meat has my little pussy twitching. I wonder if ... if I could fit this in there. It would be tight. Nice and tight. It would stretch me so! Mmmm, stretching, filling. So full!" I mused dreamily.

My ingénue act inflamed Will.

"On your back, slut!" he bellowed. I stretched back on the couch. My little penis was erect but not hard-hard: my lust was focused on feeling that prick fill my rectum.

"Oh, you're no gentleman!" I complained.

"And you're no lady!" he retorted.

"My virtue!" I cried.

"You're virtue is being a good fuck!" Will told me. He greased his hard cock and aimed it at my pucker. I could tell that I'd been fucked twice already, for my ass was slightly sore, but it offered little resistance to Will's attack. He slid in with only slight hesitation and my breath whooshed out of me in relief at having my yearning fulfilled. And my ass filled!

"God, so hot!" Will muttered. "So slick!" He began to stroke, slowly at first but with increasing speed. "Oh, yeah!" he exclaimed.

"I love you like this!" Ray said. "I love to see his cock taking your hot ass!" He resumed kissing me and the lewdness of his kissing me while another man fucked me was like a shot of sex adrenaline. I kissed Ray back while I felt Will's pumping become more frenetic.

"Come in me," I whispered. "Fill my unfaithful ass!" I told Will.

My wish was his command. I felt his cock jerking and the hot sperm bathe my rectum with a creamy enema. Will groaned out his completion and I was transported onto a cloud of bliss.

Will panted atop me for a minute and then reluctantly withdrew, his hot semen spilling out of my wrecked anus. But no sooner had he vacated than Ray's penis was plugging my tunnel again. Ray had to reclaim my ass for his territory and the primal urge to do so whetted his lust to a sharp edge. He fucked me with a ferociousness that almost seemed punitive, but which I suspected was born of an arousal that took him to near insanity.

"Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" he yelped in his distraction. My ass was so stretched and slippery and his cock was so drained from his earlier orgasm that he had to pound into my bowels for several minutes before he finally erupted. I heard him whimper with the strength of his climax, pulling semen from near-empty vesicles, already exhausted by his previous massive spurt.

"There, there, lover," I comforted him, knowing that he would feel empty, almost defeated in the aftermath of his spewing. "Janine is all yours. Your cock is still my favorite. Janine's ass will always be yours, no matter how many other cocks fuck it." Ray shuddered at the bittersweet image of miles of cock fucking his wife, of repeatedly finding her ass soiled with the seed of other men, of seeing her anus gaping open after having welcomed another man. Ray both dreaded and longed for that, just as Johnny had felt both defeated and exultant whenever he sucked a man's cum from Tonya's pussy

I lay down on the couch in a sexual daze, despite the fact that I hadn't come yet myself. But my satisfaction came from the sore feeling of my stretched anus and the feeling of four loads of cum trickling from my still-open behind. Ray stemmed the flood with his hand and raised it to my mouth for a welcome taste.

"Essence of Man," I murmured and thought of the risqué scene in the old Jane Fonda movie, Barbarella, where they smoked from a hookah containing a naked man. That scene had always excited me. Little did I realize that I would eventually be both the submissive man being smoked and the Jane Fonda character!

Our initial sexual frenzy sated, we wandered about to see what amusements the Club offered that night.

"Janine! You have to see this!" my pregnant wife urged me. There was an artisan with a tableful of metalware. He was fitting up a cuckold husband in one of them. I watched in fascination as the artisan pulled the husband's scrotum and penis through a very tight stainless steel ring. Then he threaded the poor man's penis into a metal cage, with some difficulty, as the man's cock was trying desperately to get hard, apparently excited by this whole process.

The cage seemed way too small to accommodate the man, but I guess penises are remarkably squishable. The vendor managed to cram the organ in there long enough to slip a smal lock through the place where the ring and the cage came together. The discomfort of the process had cooled the cuckold's ardor somewhat, but his cock still filled the cage to overflowing and his pre-cum dripped out the end. The vendor ceremoniously handed the keys to the lock to the man's wife.

"Oh, I love it!" his excited wife exclaimed.

"Does it have to be that small?" the husband protested. "Won't it do some damage if my cock keeps trying to get hard?"

"No, that's the size most husbands and wives want it," the artisan explained. "If it's too large, it's too bulky. It looks best if the cage is pretty much filled with your penis when you're soft. Most men like that feeling. That way they're aware of the cage pretty much all the time. It's like a connection with their keyholder. And if the fit is too loose, you might be able to come too easily even with it on, and that would defeat the whole purpose."

"That's right," his wife chimed in. "The whole idea is for you to come only when I say."

"But what happens when I get excited? My cock won't be able to get hard at all in this!"

"Oh, you'll get hard all right! But you won't be able to get an erection. It's a very ... um, congested feeling," the vendor explained. "But very sexy. You'll be so horny you won't believe it. Some men say it makes them horny 24/7."

"Oh, that will be delicious!" his wife declared.

"How long do I have to keep it on?"

"Well, you might want to try it overnight tonight, to make sure it fits right. There are adjustments we could make if it chafes and is actually physically painful—as opposed to psychologically uncomfortable. Then gradually you can wear it for longer and longer. I've been wearing mine for three years and it's the third model I've had. I've been chastised for six years altogether."

'Chastised?' These were chastity belts, or rather chastity devices. Cock cages!

"Oh, Janine! If I'd have known about these, you would have had one long ago!" Tonya gushed.

The vendor completed the transaction with the couple. I looked over at Ray and saw an excited look in his eyes. He began talking with the salesman immediately.

"I know it seems backwards, but it really is a sexual stimulant, one aphrodisiac that actually works," the vendor explained. "By preventing an erection, it actually draws the wearer's attention to his penis all the time. It like having a cast on your foot: you can't forget you have it on ever. So even if you can't come, you are feeling turned on all the time. Most men who try it find it addictive."

"But why the lock then? If it is pleasurable, why do you need to have it locked?" Ray asked.

"Weakness. Men are very weak when it comes to sex. As nice as it is to have that horny feeling all the time, we're wired for that orgasm. When the excitement level gets high enough, any man is going to crank one off—if he can. He can't help himself. It's an instinct that's hard-wired into our nervous system by evolution. So if he's going to experience that high he's got to be prevented from giving in to that temptation. Someone else has to hold that key.

"And that person is going to become the center of the man's existence. That person is the only one that can give a man his penis back, his most prized possession. So the chastised man's thoughts revolve around that person 24/7. It becomes a very intense relationship. And a very wonderful one! It brings two people as close together as anything in this world."

"Who holds your key?"

"My husband."

"So it doesn't have to be a woman? Does your husband wear one of these?"

"No. There's couples where both men are caged, but usually there is one chastised and one not. Usually it goes along with a dominant-submissive dynamic. The keyholder enjoys the power and the chastised partner enjoys being under the other's power. That's the way it is with my partner."

"So do you wear it all the time?"

"Yes, except when Roger wants to take me out to play."

"So how often does he let you?"

"It's all up to the moods we're in. Wearing it makes me horny all the time, so I'm ready to do anything. But it changes your focus. I'm just as happy to suck Roger off as I am to have my chastity off. His orgasm is as satisfying to me as if I came, maybe more so, because I'm still excited even after he comes. Whereas if a man comes he usually has a big letdown after and then he isn't interested in sex for a while."

"So how often does he let you come?"

"I haven't come in 3 years! But I've had lots of sex! Probably more than a lot of the folks here! We play lots of teasing and denial games, and of course, Roger gets lots of orgasms. I pretty much can't turn him down: I'm ready whenever he wants for whatever he wants."

"Aren't you getting the raw end of the deal?"

"Hah!" he laughed with genuine amusement. "Yeah, I get a raw end sometimes! Raw but satisfied! But no, I don't feel deprived. By giving up those few moments of release I gain hours and hours of sexual arousal. It's hard for most men to understand until you've experienced it. Many couples let the man go a week or two or three between orgasms. If he's behaved himself!" the vendor laughed. "But in most couples it tends to gradually stretch out longer and longer over time: first a month, then 3 months, then 6 months. Then maybe once a year. They drift toward no orgasms ever as time goes on."

"Why is that?"

"Because they find the chastity is more exciting than the orgasm! It's like a prolonged high. The orgasm is a peak, but then there's a letdown. After a while, you want to keep the high and avoid the letdown."

"But how do you have pleasure in that cage?"

"It's possible. But we play a lot with the cage off. Roger teases me until I'm half-mad, but I'm not allowed to come. We've learned to recognize how much stimulation I can stand and to back off. Roger can keep me on the edge for an hour. It's mind-blowing."

Ray grabbed my hand.

"Oh, Janine! Would you? Would you wear one of these for me?"

"Would you really want me too? Don't you like to play with my ... girl-cock?"

"Oh, I'd still play with it! But it'd belong to me then!"

"It already belongs to you!"

"OK, then, no problem, right? Babe, I've got to see one of these on you! It'd be like ... cock jewelry! Wouldn't it? Your little cock with all this silver around it? God, I'm getting hard again just thinking about it!"

"I don't know. It looks kind of uncomfortable."

"Only at first," broke in the salesman. "Like a new pair of shoes. You just have to get used to it. But after a while, it feels weirder when you don't have it on, like when you go onto an airplane. Metal detectors and all. Of course, you can opt for the strip search. That's a lot of fun! I've done that! I'll bet those TSA guys have a lot of stories. Ben-wa balls and such."

"Let's just try it. If you don't like we can stop," Ray begged.

"Are there sizes?" I asked, and Ray's eyes sparkled. When you ask that, I guess you're halfway there.

"Are there different size cocks?" the salesman laughed.

"Uh, yeah," I said.

"Small, medium, or large?" the salesman asked.

"Small...," said Ray.

"Medium...," I said at the same time.

"Don't worry! In my business we can never take the customer's word for it! We measure very carefully. The problem is, we need to know what the size when you’re is soft. And getting measured for a cock cage is just too darn exciting! So we need some artificial help." He brought out an old-fashioned ice bag. "Let me see what the young lady is packing," he suggested.

I raised my skirt timidly. My anxiety was doing something to shrink my member, but the exposure started it swelling again.

"I'm a pretty good guesser after a few years. I'm betting around 2 and a half or 3 inches. If you'll excuse me, this will be pretty uncomfortable for the first minute," he said, bringing the ice bag nearer to my cocklette.

"Oh, Jesus!" I said, jumping as the ice contacted my penis. I could barely stand still. It didn't take long before my cock started dwindling. "That's not fair! It's going to shrink to nothing with that ice on it!"

"We'll let it warm up a tad. We don't want to measure it all shriveled up: we want the 'resting state.' " He got out a ruler and placed it under my shaft, against my scrotum. "One and half inches," he announced to whoever wanted to know. "But I know that's too small. We'll let it warm up and see what we get."

Penises are amazing organs, for there was no debating the accuracy of his first measurement. Slowly my cock began to relax from its "turtled" condition.

"That's probably more how it is most of the time," the vendor granted. "Let's see. Oh, a little shorter than I thought. Two and a quarter. That would suggest a two-and-a-half inch cage: there's a little gap between the ring and the cage." Then he whipped the ruler sideways and looked. "Inch and a quarter wide, soft."

"Don't you want to measure how big it is when it's hard?"

He smiled and winked at Ray.

"That don't really matter. The idea of the cage is to keep it small! Unless your boyfriend wants it to come out and play." My cock was already shrugging off its freezing and starting to erect itself. "My guess is that how big it is hard isn't the main attraction, eh?" he said, looking at Ray again, as if my little cock were an inside joke between them. He passed a tape measure around underneath my balls and across the base of my penis. "8 inches around. Don't get yourself too excited, missy," he cautioned. "It won't take me but a minute for me to put a cage and a ring together, once your boyfriend decides what style you should have."

"Don't I get some say?"

"Not usually! It's usually the keyholder's choice. I mean, he's in charge, right?"

I was getting an unsettled feeling in my stomach, like a too-fast elevator going down. I was seeing a side of Ray I hadn't seen before. He seemed a little too eager for me to be his property. Was he one of those guys who change as soon as you put their ring on? And now he was going to put a ring around my cock and balls!

On the other hand, the idea of being under his control had its attractions. I thought of the way his body seemed to overpower me when we embraced. The way his cock penetrated and forced itself into me. The way I surrendered to him—and how good that felt! Maybe this would only be another way for me to submit to him, to put myself in his hands.

"This one, definitely," I heard Ray say. It was a down-curving tube with lengthwise bars and a ring around the end, about where the rim of my glans would come.

"Ah, the Jailbird. An excellent choice. Our most popular model. I think I have her size."

'The right size cage for your girlfriend's cock.' Not a phrase I ever thought I'd hear. Or anybody ever thought they'd hear!

Ray perhaps sensed my reservations, even despite the power-lust that was swirling through his own brain. He took me in his arms.

"Darling, this is the greatest gift you could give me! You've given up your masculinity to be my girlfriend, and soon my wife! What could be more perfect than handing me your little penis? Saying, 'Here, take it, I don't need a penis anymore: I'm content to be your girl.' It's the best of both worlds: you can have a penis and not have one at the same time!"

He almost made it sound good. "Be my girl" sounded good. "Not have a penis," not so good.

"Oh, it's not much like not having a penis," the craftsman corrected him. "You never forget you have a penis when it's in this diabolical thing!" He held up the cage. It looked so small! How could even my little cockette fit in there—much less live in there!

The idea apparently both frightened and excited my little penis. It began to stiffen!

"Does she like the idea, or is she trying to get too big to fit in here?" the vendor teased. He took a silver ring in his hand. "This fits around your balls and cock." I held up my skirt and he reached and gently took my sac in his hand. "Pull one side of your ball sac through the ring, like this," he said. He gently grabbed one piece of wrinkled skin and pulled it through the ring. My testicle barely fit, but it slid through into the sac. "Then pull the other side of the sac through. I was amazed to see the other ball slide through the ring. I marveled at the sight of my scrotum encircled by the silver ring.

"Now I could force your penis through, but stiff like that, it would hurt. So either think of something very unsexy quick, or we'll have to use the ice bag again."

I tried to think of something, but with this strange man holding my balls and my lover and my wife looking on at my symbolic castration, my tendency to find humiliation arousing made it impossible.

"No?" the salesman said. "Well, that's probably a good sign! You find this all a little too exciting! Most do. So ice bag it is, I'm afraid."

Once again I yelped as the infernal ice bag sent shock waves through my system. That wasn't sexy. My willie shrank even more quickly this time. I was glad it was somewhat numb when James (that was the vendor's name) crammed my limp dick into the ring and managed to pull it out the other side.

"Now quickly, before you recover," he said, and he slapped some lube on my cock and quickly pushed and pulled my swelling penis into the cage. My cock was filling the cage quickly, but the unyielding metal was not impressed by mere flesh. Although I was already pressed against the end of the tube, James just pushed the cage down until the slot fit over a tab on the top of the ring. Deftly he slipped a locking post through a hole in the shaft, turned the key and withdrew it. My cock was locked up!

The cage was incongruous, the hard silvery metal contrasting with the soft pink of my flesh. The weight of it felt strange, hanging from my cock and balls. My poor penis felt almost painful, swelling as it was against the bars of its cage, but unable to become erect. It was a bizarre feeling of being excited, but the feeling of being confined and stunted left a hunger, a frustration.

"Oh, it's beautiful!" Ray exclaimed. He reached down and palmed my balls and felt the weight of the cage.

"Oh, Janine!" Tonya gasped. "It's perfect! It's ... it's ... gorgeous on you! Your cock was made for that!"

"How does it feel?" Ray asked. "Does it hurt?"

"No, not hurt. It feels ... strange. A little scary, like maybe it could hurt if I do the wrong thing."

Ray was fascinated by it. He dipped a fingertip between the bars and stroked the trapped flesh.

"It's ... in jail. The cage, it's pretty, like jewelry. But your little penis is in jail. Like it's been naughty. That's kind of hot!"

"What's it in for?" Will asked, teasing.

"For growing on a girl!" Thad suggested.

"For being too big for a clit and too small for a penis!" Tonya offered.

"It's a prisoner of love," Ray said, looking me in the eye. "Oh, Janine, I love it!" he said huskily to me. "And I love that you're doing it for me!"

My poor penis hardened at the passionate declaration from my beloved, which led to the oddest mixture of arousal and discomfort. My organ swelled as much as it could in the confined space. pressing my throbbing flesh against and between the metal. It'd already been fucked four times, so I had no lack of backed-up fluids. Ray saw my attempt at an erection and fire burned in his eyes.

He mashed his mouth to mine and pulled my groin to his. The bulk of the cage was caught between his erection and my groin. My hips bucked instinctively, but it only succeeded in pressing the metal against my cock and pulling the ring against my balls. Other than those sensations, I could get no physical stimulation. But the mental stimulation, the need, the frustration were overwhelming. Pre-cum oozed from my slit and dripped obscenely between the metal bars.

"We call those chastity tears!" James said. Ray reached down and caught the string and wiped it across my lips.

"God, I'm going to have to fuck you again tonight!" he hissed in my ear. I quailed at the thought of what it might be like to be fucked with this contraption strangling my erection, or attempted erection rather. But at the same time my ass was on fire and my nipples were hard at the thought of Ray's cock filling my rectum sweetly. I kissed him hard back and even my mouth seemed more sensitive.

"You'd better fuck me! That's the only way I'm going to get satisfaction unless you let me out of this thing!"

"We'll take it," Ray announced to James.

"Then you'll need these," James said, ceremoniously handing a pair of keys to Ray. I watched with rapt attention as the two little keys slid into Ray's hand. Those keys, and the man who controlled them, suddenly became the center of my world. Oh my, I could already feel my psychology shifting.

For some reason that made me think of Tonya. I looked over to her.

"Are you OK with this? With Ray having the keys?" I asked her.

She smiled indulgently at me and stroked my cheek.

"Oh, baby, I gave up my rights to your cock when I gave you this," she said, wiggling the engagement ring on my left hand. "Besides, I never wanted your cock, did I? Even back when I married you, I never really wanted your little cock. I wanted your soul! And I got that, didn't I?"

She mused. "Maybe that was your mistake. You wanted my cunt. But you could never have that. But you still have my heart, babe, even if Brian has my cunt."

Ray and James finished the transaction. I gagged when I heard that the device was costing over $600.

"Well worth it," Ray answered.

James quickly filled us in on the care and handling of the chastised penis. He suggested that we not attempt 24/7 wear right away, but that I wear the device for increasing lengths of time: maybe only overnight tonight (Ow! I hadn't come at all yet!), then maybe for 24 hours, 48 hours, 72 hours, etc. I could shower in it: it was stainless steel. Of course I'd have to sit to pee, but I was doing that anyway. A little lubrication might help while my skin was getting used to contact with the metal. If something really hurt we should take it off and call him. There were adjustments that could be made fairly easily if necessary.

"You said that you hadn't come in 3 years! But if you've been aroused..."

"...a lot..."

"...then what happens to your cum? Does it just build up? Or does your body just re-absorb it?"

"I think your body would do that, if you didn't release it. But there's ways to drain the semen without coming."

"I think I know where this is going...," I said.

"Oh, you've heard of prostate milking?"

"Been there, done that, got the T-shirt," I answered.

"What's the T-shirt say, Janine? 'Got milked?' " Thad teased.

"That's not bad!" James enthused. "I might make up some of those. Probably could sell a few here. It could be an in-joke!"

" 'Cum Cow'?" Thad went on. "No, not subtle enough. ‘Dripped dry’?"

"Prostate milking releases some of the pent-up feeling, but it keeps you nice and horny. Your keyholder can edge you longer after you're milked, but it doesn't take away that need for sex that keeps a chastised partner ... let's say, 'eager.' Roger milks me quite regularly," James expanded.

Speaking of expanding, my traitorous cock continued to strain against its prison, trying vainly to get hard.

"I've got to show you off!" Ray declared. "Take off your dress. I want to parade you around just in your bra and garter belt and high heels."

I found myself obeying Ray without question. I slipped my dress over my head. Now I was a vision of kinky gender-bending, in my sexy underwear, but my captive cock displayed for all to see. Ray and Tonya escorted me around the club, one more bizarre sight in a maelstrom of erotic experimentation. I saw that my new jewelry drew some admiring and interested stares. I was a minor sensation. That helped me start to feel a little pride that Ray had bestowed this gift on me and that he wanted to show me off. I suppose a cock cage could be worn proudly rather than as a badge of subservience.

The fact that Ray showed delight in his new toy, both in his manner and in the tumescence of his gorgeous cock, didn't hurt. He was obviously excited both emotionally and sexually. My own cock seemed to share his arousal, if not his tumescence. My penis was trapped in a limbo of vasocongestion but inability to raise its head. It could only strain against the unyielding bars of its prison in excitement but frustration.

We wandered over toward Maxine's corner, where she continued her experimentation with urethral sound play.

"Janine!" Maxine shouted. "Oh, let me see your chastity! Oh, it's so pretty! And your little cock looks so ... snug. Oh, Ray, I heartily approve! More of our husbands should wear those. Chastity and cuckoldry are a marriage made in heaven!" She boldly reached out and tickled my tortured penis through the gaps in the cage bars. Then to my surprise she gathered me up into a warm hug.

"Welcome to the sisterhood, Janine! I'm sure you'll find being a girl a vast improvement over your life as a man. Why don't you join us as an honorary female tonight and help me show these fellows what kind of fucking their cocks are good for?"

Maxine had a group of wives and cuckolds gathered around her.

"Seth here was just about to experience his first sounding. Since you have actual experience on the receiving end, perhaps you'd like to try showing him the ropes?" She turned to Seth. "I think you'll find that Janine here has quite a fondness for little penises, having owned his own for over 25 years."

Seth's penis was about my same size, except his was apparently quite terrified of the coming event, as it was rather soft.

"Seth may need some encouragement, Janine," Maxine hinted. I fell to my knees in front of Seth and wrapped my hand with its long painted fingernails around his little willie.

"It's not bad, Seth," I assured him. I began to jiggle his shaft up and down and I was gratified to see it start to stiffen. "Come out and play, little guy!" I addressed his penis, and lowered my lipsticked lips to kiss his cockhead. I tickled his slit with the tip of my tongue and then began to suck gently on his glans. If he was the typical cuckold, it might have been a long time since his cock had been in anyone's mouth. Even as little as his cock was, I enjoyed feeling it expand in response to my attentions.

"He likes having his little dick sucked by a tranny!" Maxine announced. My victim looked distressed even as my wet lips traveled up and down his cock and his little stick throbbed. "He better watch out! You didn't start out hot for cock, did you, Janine?"

"No," I said, playing along, stroking the cuck's spit-slick shaft. "I was a regular guy when we started out. I loved my wife's pussy, but she told me I wasn't good enough for her."

"But now?"

"Now I live for cock! I love to suck cock! I love to taste a man’s cum! And most of all I love to have a real man fuck my ass with his big fat cock!" I looked lovingly at Ray, but I could see my victim's head subtly shaking side to side in denial that this could happen to him.

"How did you start down that road?" Maxine asked.

"I guess it started with sucking my wife's pussy after her stud boyfriend had filled her up with his cum. I mean, how gay is that, licking up another man's hot cum as it leaks out of your wife's just-fucked cunt? What guy who wasn't half-gay already would do that without throwing up?

“But I didn't just tolerate it. I was getting turned on by it! The very idea that I was licking up another man's sperm was making me hard! It got to where I craved cream-pie. My wife's pussy was more appealing to me when it was leaking cum than when it wasn't! I think that's where things turned the corner. I had developed a taste for cum, a hunger for it. I wanted my wife to fuck other men so I could eat their spunk!"

I bent down and gave the cuck a few more nice sucks with my mouth.

"Do you do that, Rick? Do you eat your wife's pussy after she's been with her lover?" Maxine asked. He wordlessly nodded his head.

"She ... she makes me," he pleaded.

"She holds a gun to your head?"

"No, but she asks me to. And I want to do anything to please her, you know, because...."

"...because your dick's too little to do it. I know. But do you enjoy it? When her cunny's all hot and reeking of her arousal because she's so excited to be with a real man? And the cum running down tells you that a real man has filled her up, she's let him shoot way down inside where your thing never reached? When you know another man has had her, marked her as his bitch? Isn't that exciting? And when you taste their juices run together, when you know you're tasting the cum of another man—does your little peepee get hard—harder than ever? Are you starting to crave that taste, that smell?"

Rick looked mortified and did not answer.

"Um, I feel his cock throbbing just thinking about it," I announced.

"Or is it that he likes the idea of a she-male sucking his cock?"

"The next step is sucking her lover's cock," I explained. "At first it is 'clean-up duty,' just another humiliation. But once you feel a cock in your mouth.... At first you're confused. 'Why is this exciting me?'. Well, for a long time you're confused. But it just feels so good, so sexy. And that real man's cock is just such a powerful thing. It just reeks of sexual power. It just makes you naturally want to bow down and worship it. And the taste, that taste again of his cum and your wife‘s juices coating his cock—because she's come like gangbusters while he was fucking her—you love that taste. So you start looking forward to sucking him clean after.

"And then it's sucking him hard so he can fuck her again. Because you want him to fuck her again because it's so exciting and you want to eat her cream-pie again! But pretty soon it's more about sucking him. You love that feeling of his hard cock in your mouth. You love to feel it pulsing, throbbing with his arousal. You start to be proud that you're the one that got him hard. Your mouth is pleasing the Penis God.

"And then you're already lost, but you don't know it yet. That lust grows in you. You want his cum. You want to feel his cock squirt. You want to feel his hot cum splash against your tonsils, want to feel his hot cum in your belly, want to know that you made him cum."

Rick was listening intently to my story and I wondered if it was horror or lust that gripped him. If my experience was any guide, it was both. A delicious combination of both.

"And when that day comes, if you forgive the pun, it's wonderful," I said, looking at Ray again. "The feeling of that magnificent cock going off in your mouth is a thrill you will never forget!"

"And that your wife will never forget," Tonya enthused, stroking my rouged cheek. "Seeing your husband bow down before your lover, acknowledging his superiority and your domination of him. Oh, it's wonderful!" Tonya said, winking at Rick's wife.

"And since your wife had probably been fucking you with a dildo or milking your prostate, it's a natural step for her to want to watch her lover take your anal virginity. And if you thought a cock going off in your mouth was wonderful, wait until you feel one shoot in your ass!" I said, and my ravaged ass twitched, ready for more! "My, I've gotten myself hot just talking about it!"

I licked the head of Rick's penis and he hissed at the delectable sensation.

"Once you've had cock, you're not going back. Back to what? Masturbating? Assuming your wife even allows that. No, the only question then is whether you're going to fuck cocks as a guy or a gal. For a previous hetero, becoming a gal is really more natural. All your life you've been brought up to feel that opposites attract. So as strange as changing genders may seem, it's a shorter leap than going from hetero to gay," I explained.

"But back to you and your little spigot. Speaking of fucking, I'm going to fuck your little penis right down your peehole. Do you want me to do that? Do you want me to fuck your penis?"

"My ... my wife wants to ... see it."

"And do you want to?"

"I ... want to please her. Yes, I'll do it. Will it hurt?"

"It'll feel strange. And the first couple times you pee after this might sting a little—or a lot. But no, I'll try not to hurt your little thingie."

Maxine handed me a sound about the thickness of a pencil. I saw Rick's eyes pop.

"It's too big!"

"Oh no! You'll take it!" I told him. I ran some warm water over the silvery sound and then I liberally coated it with lube. "Your peehole will become the littlest cunt in the world!" I teased. "Look, it's creaming for me already!" I said, tickling Rick's erection, which was gratifyingly hard from my toying and which indeed was starting to ooze pre-cum. "Rick can't wait to be fucked!" I saw his head shake "No!" almost imperceptibly and I worried for a second that he would lose his nerve. Enough teasing then. I poised the glistening rod just above his shiny pee slit and I began to slowly dip the sound down his urethra.

"Uh!" Rick whimpered as he felt the first strange sensations of something going down the wrong way. He eyes were glued to the perverse sight of his cock swallowing a metal implement. I felt him flinch as I fed the sound down his shaft ever so slowly.

"Uh! Uh ... God!" Rick gasped as the bizarre sensations sent a volley of conflicting signals through his nervous system: alarm bells of danger and imminent injury mixed with incongruous feelings of sexual arousal. I could feel his body wound up like a spring, almost vibrating with anxiety and tension. I reached the bottom of his ureter, amazingly several inches below the bottom of his cock. His cock was like a sword swallower: how could his cock take a sound clearly longer than itself?

Rick's cock remained hard or even hardened despite the unnatural assault. It was hard to tell with the lube added, but it looked as if it were oozing even more pre-cum now.  I began to withdraw the sound and Rick began to feel the firing of million nerve endings as his pee hole felt the sound caressing his cock from the inside.

"Oh, fuck!" he gasped, but his eyes continued to be riveted on the crazy sight before them. I pulled the sound out a few inches and then I began to re-insert it, oh, so slowly. And then pull it out again, slowly but steadily.

"I'm fucking your cock, Rick," I whispered to him. "I'm fucking your cock from the inside." Rick trembled as I continued to fuck him. There was no doubt now: his cock was bigger and harder and it was drooling pre-cum like nobody's business.

"Ohhhh! Jesus! Unhhhh!" Rick groaned.

"Do you like that, Rick? Do you like Janine fucking your penis?" Rick didn't answer. He was shaking his head, more in disbelief than negation, and moaning very low. His hips began to writhe the tiniest bit, as if his cock wanted to fuck, wanted to pump, but he was afraid to move a muscle.

"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" Rick cried and I felt his cock seize and then cum was squeezing past the sound and his penis was so hard it looked like a hot dog ready to split. I slid the sound out as his second and third spasm shook him.

"OK, so Rick's cock liked being fucked!" I announced. Rick was panting now and his head hung, as if exhausted and ashamed at the same time. A pool of cum collected at the base of his penis and I scooped some of it up and held it to his lips. "Eat up, darlin'," I drawled. Rick looked at me in horror and then at his wife, who dipped her head in assent. Mortified, Rick opened his mouth and let me deposit his cum there. I scooped up more and he hesitantly opened his mouth again. We continued that way until most of the cum was gone. Then Maxine held the gooey and cum-covered sound up. Rick looked at his wife again, who again nodded her head sternly, and with a shudder Rick licked the metal rod clean.

"Thank Janine, Ricky," his wife instructed and Rick choked out a thank you.

"My pleasure!" I answered and then surprised him by taking his deflating penis in my mouth and sucking it clean of his spend. I licked down to the base, tasting the last drops of his cum.

"I think Janine deserves a kiss for giving you such a treat," his wife suggested. Rick looked at me with dread. Despite my feminine appearance, he knew I was (had been?) a man and there was my willie, trussed up in its cage, there for all to see. Rick sighed and closed his eyes and offered his lips. I descended on them with a hard searching kiss, opening my mouth and probing with my tongue. Rick tried to recoil, but I had put my hand behind his head and held him. He held his lips closed, but I hoped I gave him such a kiss that he could not help but be moved.

"You're welcome," I teased and stepped back.

"Janine! You are such an eager assistant, I hope you'll help me with another treat! Max and Hal are two more submissive husbands who have been entrusted to my ... um..."

"...clutches?" I suggested.

"...'care,' I was going to say. I want you to help Max, while I help Hal." Two nervous men stood face to face. The fact that their cocks were erect despite their anxiety told me that I had two fellow humiliation addicts before me. Their anxiety could not dampen their arousal and may be fueling it.

"I have special sound here. It is long and has a stop in the middle. It is designed to penetrate two penises at once!" She said that with such glee, the kind the wicked witch would have explaining her recipe for cooking Hansel and Gretel. "Unlike the sound you used on Rick, this sound is hollow. So if anyone comes, it will flow up the tube! We'll connect Max and Hal that way and then we'll play with them. Whoever comes first will spurt his sperm up the other boy's cock!"

I saw that this startled the two men, so I guessed that they'd been sounded before and had expected that, but not the prospect of being injected with another man's cum. Still, this did not lessen their traitorous cocks' arousal, and their erections pointed at one another lewdly. Maxine bade me take hold of Max and "help" him. Max had an uncircumcised penis about the size of Rick's or mine (when it wasn't stunted in a cage!), but Hal's was clearly stubbier. I experienced again what a cock slut I was, because I enjoyed the feel of Max's penis as I grasped its slender shaft.

Maxine did not seem in a hurry, so we each took some time to stroke our champion to full hardness. Max's uncircumcised organ provided a different feel, with more sliding of the looser skin up and down over the stiff tissue beneath. I had a naughty thought and I turned and began to kiss Max on the lips. He jumped in surprise, but I did not relent and timidly he began to kiss me back. I felt his cock swell a bit more and I moaned into his mouth. Maxine must have approved, for she began to kiss Hal likewise.

I began to feel competitive. I would hot Max up and he would win the race to come first! I kept one hand on his penis, but I reached down and flicked one nipple and was rewarded with a sharp intake of Max's breath. I bent down and took his other nipple in my mouth while I tweaked the first one. I judged this a success by the oozing of pre-cum from Max's slit.

"That's enough of your cheating!" Maxine scolded me. "Time for these boys' sounding!" I wondered how we could possibly insert the double rod in both penises at once, but Maxine showed me how. She greased up the instrument and began to sink it teasingly down Hal's cock. I would have protested that she was giving Hal a head start if I hadn't already stolen a march by canoodling with Max.

Once she had sunk the sound completely up to the stop in Hal's penis, she instructed me to.line Max up with the free end of the wand. Then she handed it over to me. That way I was able to commence shafting Max without giving Hal any control over the proceedings. The power I felt was intoxicating! I was fucking two penises at once and they were both completely in my hands!

Max shuddered as the metal began to slide down his pee hole, while to my right Hal moaned at the sight of his cock being connected to another man's. I eased the rod very carefully straight into Max's penis to the root, leaving only a small part in Hal's cock. Then Maxine reached out and grasped the probe and began to pull it into Hal's depths!

I shivered with the evil delight of what we were doing. The sexual energy mixed with fear and submission was like electricity in the air. Maxine's naughty experiments were legendary in the Club and a small crowd had gathered around us to take in the spectacle.

I grasped Max's shaft as Maxine changed direction and I felt the sound invade his cock again. I gently pumped his penis around the sound, until the stop touched his slit. I could feel his dick throbbing as the strange stimulation excited him.

"Move forward," I whispered to Max. "Fuck his cock!" He trembled at my lewd suggestion, punctuated by my tickling the rim of his cockhead. Max leaned forward and watched with horrified lust as the sound sank into Hal's cock and their two penises approached each other, as if they were going to kiss. A second later the rod was buried to the hilt in Hal's cock and their penises were tip to tip, with only the sound's stop separating them.

"Fuck yourself on the sound," I ordered Max. Tentatively he moved his hips back and the sound pulled out an inch. Then he thrust gently forward. "That's it," I told him. "Just like that. Fuck your cock on it. Fuck your cock from the inside out!" Max obeyed and began a slow steady rhythm. "Does that feel good? Does your cock like being fucked? Are you going to come down Hal's cock? Make him your bitch? Or do you want his cum in you? Do you want to be his bitch?" I continued to hold and tantalizingly feather Max's cock.

Maxine was teasing Hal's cockhead and stroking the sensitive ridge down the underside of his penis. She whispered in his ear and Hal began to mimic Max's mini-thrusts, fucking himself on the wand. Their cocks parted and came together, as if they kissing. Their tips actually touched at times, as their cockheads bulged around the stop.

"Your cock is kissing his!" I told Max and tickled the underside of his shaft. "I bet you like cocks, don't you? What you'd really like is to rub your little cock against a big one, like your wife's lover's cock. Or would you rather take his cock up your ass? I did—and I loved it!"

Max shuddered and I felt his cock pulse under my hand.

"Shoot it!" I hissed. "Shoot your faggot cum up his cock!" It was too late to stop that, but I knew my words would be burned into his brain, probably to be repeated during many future beat-off sessions. 'You're welcome,' I thought to myself.

Both Max and Hal groaned. Even though Hal was probably getting the worst of it, there couldn't be much of anywhere for Max's seed to go, so there had to be some back-pressure there.

"Congratulations, Janine! You may have a future as a dominatrix!" Maxine observed. The two men were a study in contrasts now. Max looked all in, while Hal looked desperate to have his climax despite his defeat. Max started to pull back and the sound started to emerge from his slit.

"Wait!" Maxine barked. "Did I say that only one man would come? I said that the first one who comes with squirt his cum up the other's cock. But so will the second one who comes! Except he'll squirt both their cums up the first boy's cock!" Maxine cackled.

Max whined his protest, but I pressed my hips against his and stopped him from backing off further. I stroked his now supersensitive cock and empathized with how the sound must feel twice as big now that every nerve ending was exhausted.

"Poor Max," I whispered in his ear. "I'm so sorry. But it won't take long now. Look how red Hal's little cock is. Maybe he doesn't have much cum. Maybe you'll like it, having his cum in you." Max whimpered a wordless denial.

Maxine smiled at her devious victory and began to whisper perverted things in Hal's ear. "Fuck yourself on the sound," I heard her say. "Squirt your cum into him. When's the last time your cum went into anybody?" Hal groaned and whimpered and reluctantly resumed sucking himself with the sound. Pre-cum drooled from his slit and the sound glistened with it and lube. "That's it, baby," Maxine urged him. "Your come is just a few strokes away!" Hal trembled and began to fuck himself faster. Maxine ran her hand up and down his cock, feeling the hard rod underneath Hal's delicate flesh.

"UNH! UNH! UNH!" Hal cried and cum bubbled out from around the sound, but most of it was coursing down Max's own penis and down into his balls. Max grimaced and whimpered his own yelp. Of course some of the cum had nowhere to go and backed up into Hal's balls as well.

"Good boy!" I whispered to Max, ever ready to cement the connection between subjugation and affection. I let him back away then and he winced as the sound slid out of his penis. To his surprise, I dropped to my knees and took his cock back into my mouth and sucked it clean, relishing the taste of the mixed semen of the two men.

"You might as well take care of the other one too," Maxine suggested. "I'm certainly not going to!" I meekly accepted Hal's diminutive organ and sucked it clean. Maybe Ray would find this little penis "cute," but I felt sorry for his wife. No one could fault her for seeking pleasure in another man's cock. I certainly would!

Now that this spectacle was over, I had a moment to attend to my own predicament. My own little cock was engorged as much as it could be in its confinement. The wicked doings I'd been engaged in were bound to produce that. But the sensation of arousal without erection was new and strange. The rest of my body felt energized, as if the excitement that could not stretch my penis was rerouted through the remainder of my nervous system. My arousal had me drawn back to Ray.

"Baby!" I whispered to him and pulled him in to a hug and kiss. I felt his groin press my chastity back against my body, but groaned that it could only tickle my cock through its metal surround. "I need you! Let's find somewhere to be alone."

"Alone in the Cuck 'n' Bull? Isn't that against some law?"

"I need you!" I pleaded. And it felt that way. Ray was my man ... and now my keyholder. It was his cage that hugged my cock so tightly. I was his and I needed to be with him. Only him. "Please!"

He looked at me with a mixture or surprise, concern, and gratification. Nice to be needed, but he detected a new tone he hadn't heard before.

Contrary to Ray's comment, there were places to be alone in the Club. That was one of the geniuses of it. It had a variety of spaces, from performance stages, to salons, large rooms and tiny nooks. We found a small windowless room and I locked the doors behind us.

"What is it, babe? Is it the cage? Is it hurting you?"

For a second, maybe two or three, I considered lying. Ray would believe me and he'd take the cage off in a heartbeat. I could beg him to let me come and he would. But it would be a lie. I was frustrated, craving. But I was not in pain. I was in need. And what I needed was him. To be close to him.

"No, it's not the cage. It doesn't hurt, at least not yet. Well maybe it is partly the cage. I feel so strange. Emotional. It's like my skin feels hungry.  I need you to hold me, touch me."

Ray looked at me concerned.

"Of course! Whatever you need! Whenever!" he said, taking me in his arms. Again I felt his front against mine and I gnashed my teeth that I could not feel him against my cock, only a dull pressure of the cage being pressed into my groin. Suddenly my skin was on fire and even the bra and stockings I wore felt like too much clothing. I desperately reached for the hooks of my bra and took it off.

"My nipples. Suck me! I need you!" I pleaded and Ray dived to my chest and began to suckle at one teat. I quivered with relief. My nipples felt so sensuous! I fell onto the bed and writhed as Ray switched to the other nipple while his fingers toyed with the first one. God, that felt so good!

"Oh, Ray! I'm on fire! Keep doing that!" I said. He switched back to the first nipple and I felt as if I wanted him to take a bite out of my chest. Instinctively he reached down to caress my cock and—bang—his hand hit the chastity.

"Oh, yeah," he said sheepishly, and he lightly stroked my turgid flesh through the bars of its prison. Frustrated, he reached down and stroked and held my balls, which he had hardly ever done yet. In my desperation even that felt sort of good. The ring held my balls out from my body and stretched them a little tighter than usual. They felt more solid, taut.

"Your cock," I growled, and I dove at his crotch. His hard-on never looked so good and my mouth was hungry to connect with him as intimately as I could. Sucking on him filled a yawning emptiness and every bob of my head was like a soothing pacifier. "Yes, yes," my spirit said. I could not touch my own cock, but I could touch his. It would have to be enough for both of us and as I felt its smoothness slide over my wet lips, it felt like enough.

As good as that felt, we both knew only one thing would really quench the fire that burned in me. Ray let me feast on his cock until I was not so frantic and then he pulled me to him and we kissed again. His rampant cock pressed against my thigh and my trapped cock nudged his pubis. But now our kiss was long and deep and very sensuous. I was still on fire, but now it was a slow burning, getting hotter and hotter.

And the hotter I got the more I wanted him in me. I wanted to feel his cock stroking in and out of my most intimate place. My hips began to thrust against him, but it was a building arousal. We could go slow and the hunger would grow and grow and then when it was satisfied it would be so good.

My ass longed for him, but I could be patient, I could wait and let the longing become so intense, so sweet. It was good, good to want it so bad, to need it so much. Then it would be so delicious.

I was happy but almost panting when Ray reached for the lube. I rolled onto my stomach, wanting him to take me from behind. It felt right. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted him to take me. I was his to use. I offered him my most private place. I didn't have a cock but I had an ass, and my ass wanted to be used.

Ray's fingers snaked into my rectum and it was all good. I was desperately wanting but relaxed, because I knew satisfaction was coming. I could wait and it would be good. His fingers felt so right, so familiar. There was no tension, only welcoming. 'Welcome home.' Ray stroked my rectum lazily, savoring the way my anus squeezed him, allowing him to anticipate the delights to follow. My ass was already hot, already loose.

When I felt the head of his cock against my asshole I sighed. Here we go! The spreading of my muscles felt like putting your arms around a long lost friend and enjoying the hug. His thick shaft eased in, snug but not too tight, like a hand sliding into a glove. When I felt his cock reach the top of my rectum I shivered. Oh, yeah! Yes! Yes! This is what I need!

My cock struggled against its confinement, but that only seemed to force the arousal through my whole body. Sex wasn't just my cock: my whole body was one big sex organ. Ray's penis in my ass felt like it was glowing with heat and my rectum felt like it was melting around that luscious pole. When he began to slowly fuck me it was so sweet I almost couldn't stand it.

"I love you!" I gasped. "I love what you do to me, what you've done to me!" I strangled out. My cock felt turned inside out, trying to get hard but somehow not able to expand. It was confused and the sensations I was getting from it were mind-bending. "I'm ... I'm proud to wear your cage. I want you to own my cock. It's yours!" I wept. I felt so happy I was crying! I had gone from being a failed husband, to a cuckold, to a sissy cocksucker, to a she-male slut. But now I was 'a beloved'!

"Oh, God, your ass feels so good!" Ray groaned. "I love you and I love what you are becoming! And you will only become more and more beautiful!" He continued to fuck me long and slow and it only felt better and better! I couldn't believe how hot I was! Was it the public display? Was it being given away to two other men? Or was it having my cock locked up? It was so good, it felt as if my chest would burst, almost too much pleasure.

"Soon, when I fuck you like this you'll feel your tits hanging down, and they'll jiggle when I slam into you like this!" he said, planting himself deep in me. That sounded so good! My nipples were already more sensitized than they had ever been before, channeling the arousal that my penis could not absorb. Having tits would make me even more a woman for Ray. I could imagine a pretty bra cupping them and Ray eyeing them with lust.

I shivered with the rutting heat that Ray's cock stoked in me. Every slide of his penis sent sparks through my nervous system. I could feel his shaft stroke my prostate and the caged swelling of my penis was mind-bending. The pleasure was almost too much, but I wanted it to go on and on. Ray, already drained twice, could last almost forever and he was savoring the delectable sensations my gripping ass wrung from his manhood.

"Manhood." Yes, I was being fucked by a man and I loved it! I could feel his strength and feel the awesome length and thickness of his beautiful cock. I loved a man, and I loved his penis, and I loved his cum, and I loved him fucking me, and I loved him owning my cock, and I loved being made into a woman for his pleasure!

"Oh God, I could fuck you forever!" Ray growled.

"Promises, promises," I teased. That seemed to excite him and he began to thrust harder into me. "Fuck me! You've taken away my cock: now make me your woman! Make me your ass-fucking slut! I want more of your cum in my asshole. Fill me up with your cock and your cum!"

Ray was frenzied now with my urging and my ass was on fire with his pumping. It felt so good, I wanted to have a cock up my ass 24/7. I never wanted to be empty.

"Arrgghhh!" Ray keened and with a slam he was unloading his balls into me. I felt every twitch and felt the warmth of his seed. ‘That's it,’ I thought, 'Give it to me. Give me your man-stuff. I want it all! I want to drain you!' Ray pumped his semen into me and then held it for a moment, instinctively wanting to be sure his sperm stayed where it could reach the eggs his genes wanted to reach. Then he was withdrawing, which felt as if he were pulling my heart out with it. My ass felt so stretched, so loose. His cum immediately started dripping out, my poor sphincters way too stretched after tonight to stop anything from coming out.

My cock throbbed within its prison, but I felt happy to have Ray's cum inside me. Every deposit felt as if it were making me more of a woman. Every cock up my ass moved me farther away from even pretending I was a man. My ass hardly made any attempt to close up again and it lolled open, slimy cum and lube oozing out of me. In my continued sexual fog I reached back and collected the goo and licked it off my hand. Unwilling to lose even a drop, I swung myself around and lazily vacuumed Ray's cock clean with my mouth.

"You're insatiable!" Ray said with admiration more than chastisement.

"Hold me," I pleaded, and he pulled me into his strong arms and I lay there soaking up his strength and musky masculinity. I shrank into my own weakness, my fragility, my helpless femininity. I wanted to be his possession, without any will to resist whatever he needed from me. It made sense to me now that my penis should be locked up, that he should hold the key. My body was his to do with as he wished.

"Do you want a housewife?" I asked him suddenly out of the blue.

"Huh? Where did that come from?"

"I want to be yours! I am yours. I want to take care of you. I could see doing that: taking care of your house, your errands, your meals, your laundry."

"Didn't you just move heaven and earth so that you could be Janine and still go to work?"

"It's a woman's prerogative to change her mind!" I declared.

"You are a woman! Are you going to get bitchy once a month too?"

"Only if you don't fuck me every day!"

"No problem, then!" he said, laughing, and I saw a glint of lust in his eye that made me pretty sure he could keep up his end of that bargain. "Wouldn't you get bored at home all day by yourself?"

"You don't understand my job if you think I'm not bored there! But I could make girlfriends, have hobbies."

"Yeah, like fucking your boyfriends!"

"Well, there would be the mailman. And the UPS man. And the next door neighbor," I teased.

"Only if I get to watch!"

"Oh, I'd insist," I said, teasing, but in fact, I started to get hard again inside my cage at the thought. It melted my heart to think that Ray would be willing to let me be wanton, that he understood and accepted me. As much as I loved him, I was pretty sure that the weak stuff of which I was made would not be able to resist many temptations. But Ray didn't seem like the jealous type. I brimmed over with love for him.

"I love you! I can't wait to get married and I can't wait to get my tits."

"We'll get there, baby. We'll get there. We'll call a surgeon on Monday. We'll get the divorce papers drawn up so that as soon as Tonya drops that baby, we can go to the courthouse. But you haven't even been to my parents' house yet, so it might be a little premature to start planning a wedding."

"When can we go to your parents' house?" I said, eager.

"Tomorrow is their pool party. Is that too soon?"

"No!"

"I'll let them know you’re coming. They'll be thrilled. They were about ready to write me off as gay or a monk. Showing up with you on my arm again will send them over the moon. Do you have a bathing suit?"

"Yeah, Tonya and I bought one. It's cute and it has room for my ... extra charms."

"Make sure it works with your new jewelry! I suppose I could let you out just for the pool party. I'd have to keep my eye on you, though!"

"You'd better! You know what a slut I am!"

"The kind I love!"

"Take me home!" I begged him. I was done with the group thing tonight. I wanted to go home with him. And the home I was thinking of was his home, not Tonya's.

"You'd better get some clothes on!" he suggested.

"Only temporarily!" I promised.

"But your jewelry's staying on!" he warned me.

"Which jewelry?" I asked, drawing attention to my engagement ring. Ray reached down and hit his fingernail against my cock cage.

"Both of them!"

I put my hands on his face and drew his eyes to look into mine.

"That's OK with me," I said seriously. I didn't know where this was coming from, but I felt it strongly. Maybe that was the magic of chastity that James was talking about. "It's fine to leave it on. I want it on. I want my cock to be yours. Under your control."

"God, I love you!" he returned, and I shivered at the passion in his voice.

I pulled on my clothes hurriedly and we found Tonya and Brian, making out with another couple. We told them we were going home, if Tonya didn't mind.

Tonya removed her partner's cock from her mouth long enough to say, "Run along you two! Have fun!" and winked at me.

Back at Ray's place, he let us into the front door. As soon as he closed the door behind him I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him into a kiss.

"What's that about?" Ray asked.

"It's about me being madly in love with you! What we did tonight—your giving me to them, your being so excited to take me then, your locking me up—it makes me love you so much! I want to be all yours."

"I want that too! I can't wait."

We went into the kitchen and made ourselves a snack and a drink to recoup our energies. Despite, or because of, our earlier activities, Ray couldn't keep his hands off of me! He squeezed my bottom and rubbed up against my caged cock. The loss of physical sensation from his being unable to touch me there was balanced by the mental stimulation of being reminded of my imprisonment.

"Take me to bed," I ordered him.

"Again?"

"Let me take care of you this time," I told him.

We stripped and crawled into bed. Somehow the metal cage around my dick made the rest of me seem more naked. And it made me all the more aware that his penis was free and at my disposal. I could not wait to take his cock into my mouth! His penis in my mouth felt like a spiritual connection. After three ejaculations, his organ was slow to respond, but I didn't mind. I wanted to take my time and make love to it. I loved the taste and smell of his cum and the lube still clinging to it, reminding me of where it had been a hour ago. My cock swelled in the chastity.

"I love your cock," I mumbled around it.

"That feels wonderful," he replied.

"We can take our time, lover. We don't have any deadline. I know you've already come three times. I just have to have your cock. I don't care how long it takes or even if you don’t come this time."

"Oh, that sounds nice," he murmured.

As desperate as my need was, I knew his was sated and needed to be reignited. I knew he was tired and slowed and my need could be jarring or irritating if it got too insistent. I held myself back, much like the chastity was holding my erection back. I forced myself to be slow, gentle, sensuous, almost relaxed and relaxing. I licked at his cock, but I also stroked his belly and stomach, feeling the masculinity of his muscles and hair. I squeezed first one ass cheek and then another, kneading them. I stroked his thighs. I felt his cock start to respond.

"You make my whole body tingle," he said dreamily.

"Good. I just want you to feel good. Your cock feels so good to me. Hard or soft, I just have to have your cock." I took the head into my mouth again and I felt it start to harden. “Manhood.” He was a real man. I never was, even before. I was a pretend man before. But his manly cock made me a real woman.

Now my burning lust was in synch with his slowly building arousal. I wanted to go slow, to savor my time with his manhood, and he had to go slow due to fatigue. I wasn't striving to drive him into orgasm. I just wanted to worship this beautiful penis, to love every inch of it.

A man's cock, from which I would have recoiled as if from a snake mere months ago, now I couldn't get enough of it, as if it were oxygen for my lungs. Every inch of it felt wonderful and every ridge, every vein made my heart pound! If this was what two hours of wearing a chastity was doing to me, what would a day or a week do?

I licked up the underside and across his slit, coaxing his salty pre-cum out. I took the head into mouth and just suckled on it, as if I could slurp his cum out of his balls with a straw. I wished that were true, because I longed to taste his manly essence again. All the draughts I'd had of his and others' tonight could not satisfy my bottomless hunger for it. Maybe that was my quest: because I lacked the manliness that Nature had insisted I should have, I was like a sexual vampire, needing to feed on others' manhood.

"Oh, God, Janine! You're going to leave me a wreck. I'll be dehydrated!"

I let his penis slip from my lips and he gasped at the respite.

"I'll take you to the ER then! But what will we tell them is the cause?" I teased, and went back to my devotions. The insistent throbbing of my stunted cock in its cage seemed to heat up my whole body, as if it were now a giant penis that was swollen and hot and pulsing. But spreading out like that seemed to blunt the headlong rush for orgasm (not to mention that fact that I wasn't sure I could orgasm with my penis accordioned as it was). I could not stop sucking on Ray's cock if my life depended on it, but I was in no hurry to bring it to climax. I was happy just to be feasting on it, to feel its thrumming, to continue the drip-drip-drip of pre-cum from its tip.

"God, Janine! My brain's going to shoot out my cock if you keep doing that! Oh, fuck!" He thrust his hips at me as if begging me to speed up, to jack him to orgasm, but I smiled to myself and continued the steady rhythm I had started.

"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Ray cried and he started to writhe. I reveled in my teasing, knowing that he was tiptoeing on the edge of shooting again, even though his poor overused penis didn't want to. His balls felt the strain of being asked to cook up another dose of man-juice. His tubes ached with exhaustion. But his nervous system could not resist the siren song of my talented mouth. I'd gone from a novice to an expert cocksucker in just a few weeks! What did Peter Pan say? "I gotta crow!!!"

"Janine!! Oh! Janine!!" Ray begged inarticulately. He didn't know what he wanted to say: "Please stop"? Or "Please let me come"? I marveled at how pleasure could be painful. I fiendishly played with his cock with my tongue, tickling the underside and then licking at his slit and then running my tongue tip around the edge of his cockhead. Then I plunged his penis deep into my mouth and just held it there, letting him soak up the warmth and wetness so much like a woman's wet pussy. I hummed in satisfaction to feel his aroused manhood, every beat of his heart making it pulse. He heaved up his hips, desperate for that last friction he needed to come. I went with his thrusts, keeping him on edge.

"Please!! Please!!" he pleaded, almost mindless with need now. I massaged his shaft with the flat of my tongue, pressing it against the roof of my mouth, trying to bring him to the edge millimeter by millimeter. 'Gently, gently,' I said to his penis. 'Just give me your cum gently.'

Ray calmed down, as if he were frozen or hypnotized by my gentle mouthing. His body was rigid, but he wasn't thrusting now, not pleading, not desperate. Then he was trembling, shaking and amazingly, his semen began flooding my mouth, not a spurt, but a gentle flow. I was milking him with my mouth!

"Unh ... unh...," Ray whimpered, feeling his man-juice draining out of him without the explosion.

I whimpered too with the sweetness of tasting his sperm again. I swallowed it slowly, tasting every drop of it, prizing it as the essence of my lover. My man. I no longer felt any sheepishness about that. I was in love with a man and I loved it! I loved him, loved his cock, loved his cum, loved being fucked by him, loved sleeping next to him.

"God, what was that?!" Ray exclaimed weakly.

"I guess your cock just gave up. Couldn't take any more!" I teased.

"I've never ... never felt anything like that. Never knew that could happen."

"I think we just sneaked up on your floodgates. Just got close enough to trigger one thing and not another."

"It's different."

"Maybe that's all you had the energy for."

"Are you disappointed?" Ray asked me.

"No! I loved it! It's almost more loving. Not a big animal explosion. More like feeding me. Or surrendering to me...," I suggested.

"Well, if that's what you wanted, I surrender! No mas! I'm going to sleep now!"

"Only if you hold me!" I protested.

"With pleasure!" Ray answered. He pulled me to him and I turned my back and let him spoon me. His hand drifted down and felt the chastity. Ray gave a little squeak of surprise and then cradled the cage and my cock. I was double gripped, by his hand and his controller. And I smiled.


-Day 107 Sunday-

The next day was the pool party at Ray's family's house. We woke up rested and happy halfway through the morning. I called Tonya to tell her of the plan and that we'd be by to get my hormones, pick up my swimming suit, and change.

"How's your chastity feel? Did you keep it on all night?"

"It's fine. I can almost forget about it. I guess that means it fits OK."

"But you can't wear it under a bathing suit."

"No, I'll have to be on the honor system at the pool!"

"Honor and Janine don't go together in the same sentence, you slut!" Tonya joked.

"Pot calling the kettle black!" I shot back.

"I'm making up for years of deprivation! What's your excuse?"

"Late bloomer!"

"Touché!" she laughed. "Oh, go ahead and fuck the Seventh Fleet! Whatever makes you happy."

"You make me happy and Ray makes me happy!" I replied.

"Good! See you soon!"

I was a little nervous about wearing a swimsuit in front of strangers, and, of course, the chastity device just wouldn't be concealable in a swimsuit. So Ray had to release me, which obviously led to the hardest erection I could get. It was quite a job to get it into my gaff, and then we had to make sure my falsies would stay in my top. Then I put a loose dress on over the suit and we headed to Ray's family's place. At the last minute I realized I was still wearing my engagement ring and with difficulty I worried it off when Ray wasn't looking and stuck it in my purse.

His family's home was right at the point where a large house stops and a mansion begins. The pool was the best feature, a huge thing with a covered bar area out of the sun. I imagined there had been many parties there.

I should not have worried so much about how his family would receive me. The fact that Ray was bringing a date to any function for the second time apparently was earthshaking and welcome news. So I figured I had been pretty smart to take the ring off, for fear of giving them a heart attack on the spot. Not to mention that I'd start getting the evil eye about being a gold digger. But as it was, I was greeted like a sister by Ray's sister and rather warmly by Ray's mother and father.

I stayed close to Ray's side and I watched how much I drank, as the mimosas were flowing rather freely. I demurred from swimming for a while, but then Ray and Trudy and her husband pressured me so good-naturedly that I gave in and eased myself into the shallow end. They must have thought I was a poor swimmer or afraid of the water, but as soon as I saw that my gaff was concealing my secret quite well and the falsies worked OK in the top, I loosened up and began to swim. Trudy and Troy wanted to roughhouse, but I didn't want my falsies to come loose and end up floating at the top of the pool! So I told them I wasn't that great a swimmer and that I was a little afraid of the water.

Ray did take the opportunity to play a little grab ass underwater and when he lifted me up on his shoulders, the pressure of his neck against my restrained cock was divine. I squealed a good feminine squeal and whacked him about the head to put me down, at least until I could tell whether my struggling erection could be seen through the wet fabric! The easy physicality between Ray and me was apparently a topic of some interest, as I saw knowing looks go between Trudy and her mother. Ray and I went into the house to use the restrooms and I asked Ray about that.

"I ... I wasn't that comfortable with the other ... dates that I brought here. You're the first woman ... I've really been attracted to or that comfortable with. I guess they noticed that. I mean I would dance or help them out of the pool or whatnot, but I guess they've never seen me hug or be that comfortable touching a girl before."

"Well, as the song says, 'Let's give them something to talk about,' " I said and I planted a big kiss on the lovable lug. I entwined my arm around his waist and his around mine and walked him back out to the pool plastered to his side. I decided to embarrass him by being very affectionate the rest of the afternoon, giving him little kisses on his ear or jaw and keeping a hand on his arm or leg. But rather than Ray being flustered, he seemed to bask in the attention. His family noticed. Despite my intention to cling to Ray all day, his sister Trudy managed to corner me in the house later.

"I wanted to catch you alone for a second," she admitted. "I want you to know that I don't know what spell you've cast over my brother, but whatever it is, I approve! I've never seen him so relaxed bringing a date over here. He seems ... happy."

"I guess we just click. I don't think I'm anything special, but I sure think he is."

"Don't be so modest. You're clearly a good influence on him! I want you to know that I'm happy to see him enjoying a woman's company as much as he does yours. I was beginning to think we had a confirmed bachelor on our hands. I'd love to have a sister-in-law!" she said and to my surprise she pulled me to her in a hug.

'Oh, boy, what did I get myself into?' I thought. Trudy mistook my consternation for embarrassment.

"I'm sorry if I spoke out of turn. I don't mean to presume. Forget I said anything," she said quickly and let me go.

I reached out my hand and grabbed her arm.

"No, wait," I said, "I'm just a little taken aback at how quickly you scoped the situation out." I swallowed and decided to take a chance. "I love your brother. And he loves me. In fact," I said with great nervousness, "he's asked me to marry him. And I said yes!"

"Oh, my God!" Trudy said, squealing. She grabbed me up in her arms and tried to lift me off the ground, but I was too heavy for her. "I'm so happy!" She grabbed me by both arms and squeezed.  "Welcome to the family!"

"Shhh!" I said quickly. "I don't think Ray's ready to tell your parents yet. In fact, I don't know what he'll think about my telling you. I'm afraid they'll think it's too sudden or that I'm some kind of gold digger. But I really love him."

Trudy stifled herself with some difficulty. Her squeals had brought some attention.

"What's all the racket?" Ray's father asked, coming in from the pool.

"Oh, you know girls," I said quickly. "We get excited about the silliest things! We're just talking about some great clothes bargains we've gotten!"

"How you can get so giddy about something like that?"

"Oh, Daddy, just like you and Ray go nuts over a football game?"

"Well, that's different!" he said waggishly. "That's important!"

"I was just telling Janine what a nice couple Ray and she make."

"Well, he certainly seems shot on you, little lady."

"Well, I think he's great!"

"He seems very happy and if that's your doing, more power to you!"

"Well, thank you," I said and I took the chance of giving him a little hug. He returned my embrace warmly and I decided I had him to thank for Ray's affectionate nature rather than his colder mother.

As we walked back out to the pool, I whispered in Trudy's ear.

"Not a word to anyone about what I told you! That's just for you." She made the "cross my heart" sign and I knew I had an ally in the family.

On the way home I confessed to Ray that I had spilled the beans to Trudy.

"Trudy's always been able to keep a secret. We tended to stick together, kids against the parents. I'm pretty nervous about telling my folks though. It's one thing for them to want me to have a girlfriend or to like the idea of my getting married in the abstract. It's another for them to accept a particular girl."

"Especially this particular girl."

He'd pulled into his driveway.

"Hey, this is the particular girl I've fallen in love with, so they'll have to get used to it, one way or another!" he said, kissing me.

"God, you're making me horny. I've had to watch your bod in a swimsuit all afternoon."

"Not to mention the way you were draped over me all day!"

"Can you blame me for wanting to touch you?"

"I never felt all that attractive before."

"You have some serious issues, boy! You are dead sexy and there isn't a woman of any stripe who would disagree with that."

"Janine, you make me feel sexy."

"Heck, you're so sexy I changed genders just so I could sleep with you!" I joked, but there was a grain of truth to it.

"Prove it!" he challenged.

"Here? Let's get in the house before we start fucking!"

I dragged Ray into the house and we were both practically frothing at the mouth from having been near each other half-naked all day but unable to do much about it. And of course, I had been through the whole Cuck 'n' Bull experience without having come either. I couldn't get out of my suit and gaff quick enough and Ray's cock sprung to attention as soon as his trunks were pulled down. My own penis felt like a hot poker. As soon as I pulled it out of the gaff, it was diamond hard. Ray couldn't wait to wrap his hand around it and I did the same to his as we pressed front to front and kissed.

I looked down at the thick sausage I had in my hand and shook my head as I compared it to the cocktail weenie in Ray's mitt.

"It's like we're not even the same species," I said.

"We aren't the same species!" Ray joked. "I'm a guy and you're a girl. Your cock is just the right size for a girl," and he silenced any protests with his mouth on mine. He rubbed his erection against mine and the lewd sensation had me gasping for breath.

"God, that feels good!" I groaned. I wondered at times like this why every guy doesn't go gay and the race die out! But I wanted more. "Fuck me, big boy!" Ray groaned himself. He dragged me into the bedroom and I got on all fours on the bed so he could grease up my asshole. I was grinding like a slut when I felt his finger invade me. I pushed back onto his finger and was rewarded with a prod of my prostate and a second finger joining the first. Again I wondered why anal eroticism was so taboo for men: it felt so good! Even hetero guys would be begging their girlfriends to butt fuck them if they only let themselves find out how good it felt!

I let my breath out with a whoosh when I felt the end of his cock press against my pucker. I shivered when his thickness began to spread my anus delightfully! I smiled and concentrated on relaxing and taking in that wonderful organ. Inch by inch I felt him stretch my rectum. He felt so lusciously thick and I welcomed the feeling of joyful fullness. My greased hole accepted his lubed cock smoothly but snugly. My own cock throbbed gently with the beating of my happy heart. I loved this man and I wanted his sex inside of me!

"I can't believe how much I want you!" Ray gasped throatily. ”I fucked you four times yesterday, but I need you now like the first time!"

"I need you!" I answered. "I need you to fuck me!"

I felt his penis reach the top of my rectum and a deep feeling of satisfaction filled me. I was his. I was his woman. He began to pull back and then plunged back in, sliding rapturously across my prostate. His rhythm was wonderfully slow and deliberate, like an ecstatic massage of my nerve endings. I never wanted it to end!

"Oh, God, I love you in me!" I sighed.

"I love being in you! So tight! So slippery!" Ray enthused.  He continued to saw in and out. "You are mine! Your ass is mine!" he declared.

"All yours!" I answered.

I shuddered as I felt his greasy hand wrap itself around my stiff pecker.

"Oh, fuck!" I croaked. The combination of his hand on my penis and his cock in my ass had me in heaven. After the last 24 hours I knew I could not stand much of that. His cock thrusting into me seemed to be sending sexual charge straight into my cock, as if he were pumping a bicycle pump into it. I could feel my cum building up at the base of my prick. One, two, three more thrusts and then I was spraying semen onto his sheets.

"Auurrgghhh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" was my so-romantic serenade. Surges of ecstasy reverberated through my body. As the aftershocks died down, I now felt as limp as a ragdoll. My ass opened up even more and I felt Ray's thrusts become more forceful. I willed him to use me however he liked, wanting him to fuck me with abandon. He accommodated me by pumping into me harder and harder. slamming his hips against my ass pleasingly.

"Yes! Yes!" I urged him on. He could have no doubt what I was agreeing to. To be used as a sex doll, to be his cum dump, to open my innermost place to be his playground.

With that silent agreement, Ray roared his orgasm.

"Unnnhhhh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" he cried as his cock spewed his man-seed into my hot ass. He sealed his body to mine and spasmed his essence into my bowels.

"Oh, yes!" I cried, feeling his hot cum fill me.

"Oh, shit! Oh, fuck!" he answered, in his own world for that moment.

I luxuriated in the feeling, my spent cock slowly shrinking, my open ass gently hugging Ray's still-full tool, the delicious slipperiness of his juices bathing my ass. I gave a big sigh of satisfaction, knowing that I wanted to experience this over and over and over forever.

Ray lowered his chest to my back and hugged himself to me, reaching his hand down to cradle my limp and drooling penis. His caress felt lovely, accepting, comforting.

"That was wonderful!" I told him.

"Yes, it was," he agreed. emphatically.

With exhaustion I slumped down on the bed, feeling the wetness of my ejaculation already soaked into the sheet.  Ray rolled over onto his back. I did likewise and reached down beneath my balls to scoop up the cum that was dripping out of my lax anus. I brought Ray's semen to my mouth and licked my hand like a lollipop. I stretched down again and a third time to savor all I could of his precious gift.

Ray took my limp penis in his grip and squeezed out a couple drops of cum and collected it on his finger and fed it to me. Despite my lassitude, I could not leave a treat untasted, and I roused myself to descend onto his beautiful cock, slurping the dregs of his cum and lube off that magnificent organ.

"How did I ever live without this?" I said, referring to the half-hard cock in my hand. "What made me think cunts were the living end?"

"Search me. I'm scared of them myself!" Ray replied. "But I'm very glad you saw the light!"

"Me too," I said, mumbling around the thickness of his knob in my mouth. I licked and sucked on it gently, not wanting to irritate the super-sensitive organ, but unwilling to let go of it completely.

"Come up here," Ray ordered and he kissed me deeply while playing again with my completely limp dick. I was surprised how good that felt, even minutes after my orgasm. Men get so fixed on coming that we miss a lot of the nice feelings that can have nothing to do with shooting off. It felt heavenly just to be in his strong arms and feel the tingly feelings from a well-fucked ass. That one feeling made me feel so open, so vulnerable, but yet safe to be that way. I felt so his. And I wanted to stay that way—or even be more his, if there was any way I could.

Speaking of being his property, before we could go to sleep, we had to put my ‘peenie’ back into its cage. Ray did the honors, popping my balls through the ring and then squishing my limp penis through there too. Thank goodness my orgasm kept my dick soft, because that ring had no room to spare. James had explained that it had to be that way to avoid unauthorized “slipping out.” Ray had to be so careful in attaching the cage to avoid catching any of my delicate skin in between the metal parts. The cage part was also a tight fit: even in its exhausted state, my penis practically filled the cage, with almost no room for any hardening! But I guess that is the idea!


-Day 108 - 111 Monday - Thursday-

I couldn't bear to leave his bed, so we had to get up at the crack of dawn to get me home so I could dress for work. It took me much longer than in the old days, because I didn't just have to shave, but I had to take off my make-up, shave, put on my foundation and make-up to cover my beard, put on my wig, etc. Being a girl was a lot of trouble, especially when the other girls had a head start! But worth it, as twinges from my well-used backside reminded me.

Taking my hormone pills was a new daily ritual, but since Ray’s proposal it took on a new significance. It was my daily commitment to becoming a woman as much as I possibly could.

After spending the weekend around people who accepted me as a tranny, going back to work was a shock. Even the people on my side still did a double-take every time they saw me. The people who were weirded out by my transformation looked at me with puzzlement at best and outright hostility at worst. Nobody said anything flat out, but sometimes you could hear a sneer when someone said "Janine" or "she" or "her." Staying home as Ray's housewife sounded better and better.

Without any conscious decision, I ended up having lunch every day with "the girls." I felt more comfortable around them than the guys. It was good practice anyway, learning to talk about relationships, kids, pets, clothing, cooking, and movie stars instead of about sports, tools, sports, women, sports, and sex.

At night I couldn't decide whether to go to Tonya's or Ray's. Monday night I went to Tonya's, Tuesday I went to Ray's, Wednesday I went to Tonya's, etc.  I could tell Tonya and I were drifting out of each other's orbit. I still loved her, but my heart was centered around Ray and hers was increasingly focused on the baby—Brian's baby—and Brian. Tonya felt it too.

"My little girl is growing up!" she said to me mock-sad, and wiped away a pretend tear. On the nights I stayed there she would still come to me if she and Brian made love and let me lick his cum out of her pussy or her ass, and it still excited me, especially if Brian had fucked her pretty asshole.

Tonya was fascinated with my chastity device, which I had worn since Sunday night.

"What's it like?" she asked me.

"Keeps me horny as hell, but it certainly limits what I can do about it! To Ray's delight, it makes me mad to suck his cock or have him fuck me in the ass to get some kind of sex."

"But what about you?"

"Nada for right now. I haven't come since Sunday night."

"Poor baby! But surely you get excited? What happens then?"

"The cage makes it impossible to get hard. My poor dick tries, but it is physically impossible."

"Does it hurt?"

"Well, not exactly. It's sort of a swollen, congested feeling. It does sort of help me get used to being a girl. It's like I don't have a cock. And...."

"What?"

"It makes me really dependent on Ray. I can't have sex or come without him! It puts me in a very dependent position!"

"Good! Sounds like it is a good thing for you!"


-Day 112 Friday-

On Friday I packed a suitcase and a dress bag and it was understood that I'd be spending the weekend at Ray's. We agreed that we'd meet at the Cuck 'n' Bull Saturday night. But tonight Ray and I were having dinner with Trudy and her husband, Troy. I could tell Trudy was bursting to talk about the engagement, but since she was sworn not to tell anyone, even Troy, she had to sit on it. But I could tell she was eying me as a future sister-in-law and she grilled me about how Ray and I had met, what my hobbies were, and whether I wanted to have children....

Well that was a touchy point. Of course I'd assumed at one time that I'd be having children with Tonya, and, as much as I'd like to, I wasn't going to be bearing any children myself. Ray jumped in any chastised Trudy about giving me the third degree but I figured I'd have to come up with some kind of answer sooner or later.

"Well," I started, "it's not sure whether I can get pregnant."

"Oh, honey!" Trudy said, embarrassed. "I'm so sorry! Me and my big mouth! But you're so young! How can you know?"

"Well, I have a condition. A genetic condition," I started. Yeah, a genetic condition: having a Y chromosome. Being male. "We might have to adopt. Or have surrogate. I mean, I'd like to have kids, for sure. Ray's kids are bound to be awesome!"

That got Troy's eyebrows up.

"Are you guys ... serious—that serious? You're talking about having Ray's kids?"

Oops! Shit, I’d forgotten that our engagement was a secret! But Ray came to my rescue.

"Yeah, we are, Troy," Ray piped up. He put an arm around my shoulder. "I've asked Janine to marry me, and she's said yes!"

"Whoa! That's sudden! I mean, how long have you guys known each other?"

"That's why we haven't told Mom and Dad. Because that's what they're going to say. So we have to keep it quiet for now. To let them get to know her, warm up to the idea."

"Well, it's no problem for me. Hell, congratulations! That's great! We thought you were gonna die a bachelor or...."

"That I was gay?" Ray asked.

Troy sputtered.

"No, of course not! It's just that you didn't date that much. You didn't seem that into girls. Well, of course, Janine's a girl, but...," he stumbled along. "I mean you hardly ever saw the same girl twice. You were never serious about anybody."

"Well, I am serious about this gal! I guess I just hadn't met the right one yet," Ray said, squeezing me.

"Let's get some champagne!" Troy said and the mood turned celebratory. We clinked glasses and toasted each other and got pretty tipsy. Trudy was so happy to be able to share the news with someone. And I felt so good that Ray was excited to share the news too.

"What about Janine's family? Have you told them?" Trudy asked.

Ray and I were deer in the headlights.

"Well, Janine doesn't see her parents. There's a rift there. But maybe someday," Ray said.

"OK, none of my beeswax. I'm just stepping in it all over," Trudy apologized.

"That's OK," I assured her. "You're just excited. No harm, no foul. I can handle my problems. Especially with Ray by my side," I said, putting my hand over his. "Having him there is the most important thing."

" 'No harm, no foul'? How many girls say that?" Troy remarked. "I like this girl!" he said, offering me a high five. I watched my hand instinctively respond to his offer, slapping five with him, with my long pink fingernails and charm bracelet. Well, I was a pretty remarkable girl.

When we got home I took Ray in my arms and kissed him.

"That means a lot to me that you want to share our news with your family," I told him.

"Hell, I'm excited about it! I just wish I could tell everybody!"


-Day 113 Saturday-

Saturday was the most normal day we'd had together. We went shopping. Ray needed a couple of new shirts and I decided I needed some more nightgowns and dresses and panties and bras and..., since I was going to be a full-time girl now and I was staying at Ray's half the time. Ray insisted on paying for everything. I objected but not too strenuously.... I found that I might be a natural at being a girl: I loved to shop for clothes, especially if someone else was paying....

"I love spoiling you," Ray admitted.

"And I love being spoiled!" The only problem was being careful to see that there was room for the chastity device in the panties and that the dresses weren't too tight across the crotch. But the cage was pretty small and pretty well designed, so going up one size or picking stretchy fabrics was the only concession we needed to make.

We met Tonya and Brian at the Cuck. Nikki and Babette and Chad were sitting with them, so we got a bigger table. There were some unusual vibes going on around the table. Tonya and Nikki sat together and were whispering and touching one another a lot. And Babette made a big deal about asking Ray to sit next to her and she was fawning all over him.

"I'm so excited about your engagement!" Babette explained. "That's the most exciting thing to happen at the Cuck since we've been coming here. I mean, for a b-girl, isn't that the ultimate? Not just to fuck a man, but to win his heart! Janine, you are so lucky and so special!" she gushed. "I like to think I had some part in that, like Cupid. Because it was after you saw me dressing that you had the courage! You go, girl!" she said to me. I liked the encouragement, but I sort of resented her taking some of the credit. But I had to admit that she was right.

"You're right," I conceded. "I met you as Bobbie and then when I saw what a pretty girl you made, I guess that planted the seed. And you're having the courage to come here, in public, or sort of in public anyway, as a girl. I'll never forget seeing you making out right here in this booth, with a man. I was so envious! And then when I saw you ... getting f—-, er, being made love to by a man, as a woman, that was so.... Oh, who am I kidding? When I saw that, I knew I wanted that too! So you're right. You were my inspiration. I guess I owe you a debt of gratitude. Thank you."

"Maybe I'll collect on that debt! That's a hunk of a man you have there. Maybe I'll have to take him for a spin!"

Jealousy flared in my breast! I set my teeth and didn't say anything, but when I looked at Ray, my heart sank. I saw "that look." The same look I got when a lustful idea had gotten its hooks into my brain. He wasn't with me right then. He was in his head, thinking about what it would be like to fuck Babette! What happened next made me wonder if this was a set-up!

"Babe," Tonya whispered to me after she'd taken me aside, "Nikki and Chad and Brian I have hatched a little plan. We want to go to their place and have a private party, just the four of us. If you and Ray could entertain Babette, we'd be so grateful. Things are a little dead here. Why don't you and Ray invite Babette to Ray's place and have your own private party?"

"To do what?"

"Well whatever you want. Maybe Ray would like to watch a little lesbian sex between two b-girls! Maybe he'd unlock you for that. Wouldn't you like that?"

"But that's not what Babette wants to do! She wants to fuck my fiancé!"

"Well, why not? After all, you're the only girl Ray's ever fucked. But you've fucked lots of guys, both before and after you met Ray. Isn't sauce for the goose sauce for the gander?"

My brain was hearing the words but my heart was screaming 'No!'

"But that's different! He likes it when I fuck other guys."

"How do you know you won't like it when he fucks other girls? You like it when I fuck guys, as I recall."

My own basic fairness was going to be my undoing. I strained to try to find a good reason, or even a plausible excuse, to object to Ray screwing Babette. But I couldn't. I knew Bobbie. I knew he didn't have VD. I knew he wasn't a serial killer. I guess I knew he wasn't out to steal Ray away from me ... I guess. But Babette did seem pretty envious of what Ray and I had. Could she be angling to do more than break off a little sumpin'-sumpin'?

"Then you'll do it?" Tonya decided from my silence. "Thanks, babe. It'll be OK. You'll see." Did I see Tonya wink at Babette across the room? Babette sitting there with her hand on Ray's arm!

"Babette!" Tonya announced. "Janine's invited you to go back to Ray's place with them!" Ray looked at me with surprise, but I saw a glint of excitement in his eye that told me his surprise was, "Really? Because that's what I was just fantasizing about, but I didn't think there was any way in the world it would ever happen! OK!!"

"Is that OK, babe?" he asked me in puzzlement.

"Sure. Why not?" I said evasively.

"Wow! Great!" Ray replied, way too enthusiastically for my likes, suddenly looking like the kid in the candy store. Babette looked like the cat that swallowed the canary and my antennae went up that this was what she had been angling for. Why Tonya would go along with it was what I couldn't figure out, unless it was part of her grand plan to push my limits. She couldn't undermine my masculinity any further: was she going to undermine my femininity too?

All the way back to Ray's place (our place?) Babette kept up a nonstop monologue stroking Ray's ego and including me only as an aside. I had to keep up a monologue of my own with my jealous streak. (Where had that been when Tonya was fucking the Seventh Fleet?) ’This was only fair. Ray had a right to do as he pleased: I didn't own him. He was only doing the same thing I had done with his blessing or Tonya had done with my blessing. I would be a hypocrite to object.’

But more telling: I could alienate Ray if I objected. If I tried to fence him in, it might only drive a wedge between us. In some ways Tonya's fucking other men had brought us closer together. Maybe Ray would be grateful that I gave him that freedom. Maybe it would bring us closer together. It could be an experiment. Maybe he wouldn't like it. If I hated it, we could talk about it then. Don't throw a hissy fit. Et cetera, et cetera. I managed to talk myself into a grudging resignation that this was going to happen.

Things were a little weird when we got to Ray's place. This had become our place in a short time. We'd never entertained any guests here. We sure would be entertaining one tonight, I told myself ruefully. Ray, ever the courteous one, asked if anyone wanted a drink and made us some Martinis. I slugged my down in three gulps. That helped a little.

Of course Babette managed to get Ray to sit between us on the couch. Her hands were all over Ray as we talked.

"You're such a handsome man!" Babette started in. "Janine is such a lucky girl! But it would be such a shame if she kept such a dish all to herself, wouldn't it, Ray?" she continued, now stroking Ray's neck with her long-fingernailed hand and played with wisps of his hair. "Babette wants to taste the forbidden fruit. Don't we all? Isn't that why it's forbidden? Because it is so sweet? So irresistible? Do you want to taste Babette's forbidden fruit, Ray?" and she leaned in and kissed him. Ray returned her kiss with barely restrained enthusiasm. When they broke the kiss, his voice was strained.

"Yes..., if..., if it's OK with Janine?" he said as a distant afterthought.

"It's a free country," I said dismissively. "I mean, I've fucked other men. I guess I'd be a hypocrite to object to you doing the same thing."

Ray looked at me with fearful gratitude in his eyes.

"I've never...," he started. "You're the only person I ever.... I'd just like to know..., you know...." 'I love you,' his lips formed silently.

And then he turned back to Babette.

I died silently while he and Babette locked lips and went into a clinch. I saw his hand go to her breast. I knew it was no more real than mine, but still.... They kissed for an eternity, and then it was Babette's hands going to his belt and zipper and in a trice she had his hard-on in her hand, the head already moist with pre-cum.

I had to get up and move to a side chair: it was too perverse to be right there, like a handmaiden to my fiancé's seduction. My traitorous cock started to try to get hard in my chastity as I watched Babette's lipsticked lips wrap themselves around my lover's penis and wet it with her saliva. I hated myself for being turned on, but I couldn't help it, much as I hadn't been able to help being excited by Tonya's infidelities. Tonya had been right: I was getting aroused by this scene!

Maybe it would be better if I did get involved somehow. I crossed the room and lowered my lips to Ray's and began to kiss him, to his shock. Then I started to unbutton his shirt and ran my hand over his sensitive nipples.

"Do you like that, babe?" I heard myself say. "Do you like Babette sucking your cock? Does it feel good? Are you excited to be being sucked by another girl, not your girlfriend?"

"Yes!!" Ray cried out with surprising force. "It is so exciting! So wrong! So hot!"

"Do you want more? Do you want to fuck her tight little asshole? Do you want to fuck her and fuck her? Do you want to paint her bowels with your cum!"

"Oh, God, yes! Oh, please, yes! I have to fuck her!" he declared eagerly.

I surprised myself to find my own cock straining mightily against its straightjacket. I was aroused by the pure lust I heard in Ray's voice! I realized I wanted this now too! I wanted to see him sink his penis into Babette's pink asshole!

"Good!" I found myself saying. "I want to see you fuck her! I want to see your big cock stretching her little ass! We'd better get some lube for you two." Babette looked at me with puzzlement mixed with the desperate lust fogging her brain. Some part of her knew that I hadn't been at all OK with this. Maybe she’d wanted to one-up me this way. My sudden change of course disoriented her. 'What planet did we land on, where that Janine isn't a jealous bitch?' she was thinking to herself.

I felt surprisingly calm and yet excited as I found the lube and returned to the living room! We should have lube and towels in every room, I thought to myself, making a mental note.

By the time I got back, Babette and Ray had stripped down and were lying on the floor. Babette kept her garter belt and nylons on, as well as her high heels, but she'd shed her bra and Ray was suckling at her tits. Babette's unfettered penis was hard and leaking, as was Ray's larger model.

"How do you want her?" I asked Ray. "From the back or the front?"

"Back," Ray croaked. I had to stop myself from saying, "Excellent choice, sir," like a waiter. But I was glad, because it would make my role less awkward. Babette was eager to be fucked and she flipped over without hesitation, offering her backside to Ray. Without being asked I began to apply the lube to Babette's anus, smearing the lube all around. I carefully pushed one long-nailed finger into Babette and was gratified to hear her breath catch. That really got me excited! I began to feel as if Ray and I were a team, fucking Babette together. I scooped up more lube and pressed it into the tight hole. ‘Babette really needs to get out more,’ I thought. ’No wonder she's so hot to get fucked. NIkki is obviously not taking care of her.’

Then I watched myself as I smeared lube on Ray's hard-on, my pink fingernails contrasting with the color of his cock. I found myself noting clinically how red his cock was and how the pre-cum dribbled down it, betraying his excitement. ’He totally wants this,’ I thought. Part of me began to be excited for him, to want my lover to have a wonderful sexual experience, even if it wasn't with me. Maybe I really did love him, the way I loved Tonya, wanting the best for him, whatever the cost to me.

My hand trembled with excitement as Ray positioned himself behind Babette's twitching ass and I pointed his pole at the glistening bullseye that was her asshole, just as I had for Tonya and Brian. I imagined the blessed warmth, wetness, and grip that awaited Ray there. My breath caught as their skins touched and Babette's anus began to stretch around that knob. Babette grunted and strained to relax and accept the unnatural invasion of that place where she devoutly wished to be invaded. Ray hesitated at the unaccustomed tightness, but his cock urged him forward insistently. A gentle soul despite his lust, he pushed forward slowly, gasping at the tightness of Babette's grip, like a tourniquet around his shaft.

"Jesus, fuck!" he exclaimed harshly. ”She’s so damned tight!” His hips twitched as sexual pleasure surged through him and he bucked forward, wrenching another grunt of near-pain from Babette. He pulled back fractionally and Babette's ring pulled back with him, stretching but not relinquishing her prize. Ray groaned and then pushed forward, lodging another 2 inches in Babette's rectum.

I watched with the dim realization that this was only the second body Ray's cock had ever entered. I felt like a priestess attending a religious rite, initiating another acolyte into the mysteries of the faith. Every inch forward deepened my excitement as I imagined what Ray and Babette were each feeling and marveling at the small miracle of the incredible pleasure that was being brought into being.

With a lunge, Ray's pelvis met Babette's ass and he was fully buried in her. Ray hunched against her ass, asserting his presence without withdrawing, letting himself lodge there and letting Babette adjust to him.

"Oh, baby, you feel so good!" Babette croaked out.  She panted, revealing the effort it took to surrender to the thickness spreading her backside. Ray began to gently jiggle himself back and forth, prodding her to loosen and let him begin to fuck her.  He began to make short strokes back and forth only an inch or so, goosing her bottom, and my own ass moaned with envy. "So good, so good!' I thought. I sat back to witness the erotic dance.

Ray‘s cautiously slow strokes told me that Babette was still tight around him, still resisting her violation. Part of me silently urged her. 'Open up. Open up to him,' I prayed. Ray's brow was creased with concentration as he patiently waited for her to accept him, to feel her let go. Slowly his pace picked up and his strokes lengthened, the friction no doubt heating and relaxing Babette's clutching sphincters. ’Would my own ass tighten up like that with disuse?’ I wondered.

Imperceptibly Ray was becoming more forceful and quicker and then suddenly Babette was hunching back into him, urging him to fuck her. He began to thrust into her faster and faster. Now Babette's little cock bounced around from the force of Ray's pumping, swinging this way and that, a spider string of pre-cum dangling from the tip.

I had a wicked thought and reached up under her with my greasy hand and caught her gyrating member and gripped it. Babette rewarded me with a groan and when I began to milk it, she whimpered delightfully. 'Give me your sweet cream, darling,' I thought to myself. 'Let Ray fuck your goo out of you.' Babette began to writhe under the double stimulation, not knowing which way to go, feeling helpless, out of control. Her first squirt took me by surprise, squirting on the floor, and I thrust my other hand under her and caught the next spew in my palm. The warmth of it sent a shiver through me and I looked at its pearly translucence with morbid fascination, like finding an unusual insect. 'Girl cum,' I thought to myself.

'Only one place for that,' I thought, and I moved my hand to Babette's lips and shuddered as I felt her wet tongue lap up the mess unquestioningly. I knew her body would be fighting the post-orgasmic shutdown now, but Ray's thick penis would insist on its satisfaction. Babette would be in a dream state of will-less, helpless surrender. How I wished it were me! Her ass would be opening up all the wider. Ray's cock would feel it and rush to spurt its seed into the womb it thought was waiting, only to find a barren colon.

My own cock strained against its stainless steel prison, longing for some kind of release, unbearably excited by the scene it was witnessing! I sat back now to wait for the crescendo. I watched Ray's gorgeous body meet Babette's smaller form like a pornographic ballet, beautiful in its own lewd way. I felt an odd double sympathy with them, able to empathize both with Ray's eager cock and Babette's happily ravaged backside. It was a ping-pong game in my mind as I imagined one and then the other. I really was some kind of masochist to be so aroused by this!

I thrilled as Ray grunted and slammed into Babette's haunches and I knew he was baptizing her ass with his cum! He roared his release and by the length and the sound of it I jealously knew he was having a glorious, maybe historic orgasm. My heart felt double-jointed, as part of it was happy for Ray and part felt a stab of pain that it was another girl who was bringing him this joy. I felt that flip-flop in my stomach that I always felt when I knew another man was pleasuring Tonya in a way I never could. Was I going down the same road with my new spouse, destined to taking a backseat while others pleased him?

What could I do? I loved him. If another pleased him this much, how could I refuse him that? Would he even let me? If I stood in his way, would he run me down anyway? Could I be a loving wife while he plunged his cock into another—like I was now?

'A loving wife,' I thought to myself again. I looked at Ray's sweaty, naked, panting form. I did love him. I loved every part of him, even the part that was encased in another girl's ass this second. My heart clutched. I couldn't deny him anything, any scrap of pleasure. I had to be happy for him. I wanted him to know I still loved him.

I couldn't get to him fast enough. I needed to kiss him, to reassure, to reassure myself, even as the last drops of his cum dribbled into Babette's rectum. Because his cum bathed Babette's rectum. I had to love him for that, because if he didn't love that, he wouldn't love fucking me. And if he didn't love fucking me, I wouldn't have fallen in love with him!

I pulled his head up and, to his astonishment, I kissed him deeply and long. I willed my love into him, desperate for him to feel my love even as he felt Babette's ass caress his wet cock. 'I love you, I love you, I love you!' I screamed in my mind. 'You can fuck her, fuck them all, I still love you! I'll take whatever you have left for me,' I declared inside my skull, praying that my thought would penetrate his mind, and praying that I could make it true in my own heart. Could I? Could I love him that much?

Ray was torn between his love for me and his lust for the woman he was inside of. He turned his head away and began to kiss Babette's neck and reached to hug his body to hers and the green jealousy monster surged within me. I willed myself to freeze, to say and do nothing, to go numb, to let the moment pass.

I slowly backed off and sat back into a chair and let them be lovers for however long they needed. Ray gently pulled his penis out of her and Babette rolled over onto her back and clutched a hand to her gaping bottom, just as I knew I would have done. Jealousy stabbed my heart as I watched her bring her cum-covered hand to her mouth and savor Ray's spend. Then I writhed in frozen torment as I watched her lower her mouth to Ray's crotch and slurp the last dregs out of his spent schlong—drops of cum that should be mine, mine, mine!

When Babette finally released his cock, I was mortified to see Ray pull her to him in a hug. He whispered something in her ear and they giggled together, oblivious to my presence. Eventually Ray lay back on the floor and turned to me.

"Oh, baby, that was amazing!" He blew me a kiss and mouthed, 'I love you!’ He seemed more pleased with himself than grateful to me though. I resignedly conceded that I couldn't blame him. I had to remind myself: this was the second person he'd ever fucked! He was a virgin weeks ago and just discovered that there wasn't just one ass in the world that would welcome his marvelous tool! ’And maybe he had discovered that my ass wasn't the one that could make his cock feel the best!’ I thought in mounting anxiety. What if he decided that he'd rushed into getting engaged? Maybe the grass really was greener on the other side of the fence! There were lots of other trannies out there. Why get tied down to me?

But minutes later my anxieties seemed paranoid. Ray whispered a few more sweet nothings to Babette, to my angst, but then he got up and got on a robe and—ugh!—leant one of my new ones to Babette (!?!), but put one of his silk robes on me. (I have to admit the smell of his body clinging to them was wonderful.) He acted as if we were just old friends enjoying an evening at home. He made us some popcorn and put on a movie. I was relieved that even though he was between us, he put his arm around me, as if the reassure me, although Babette kept one hand on his arm or thigh. And whispered to him, and kissed him....

I wondered when Babette was going home, but neither Ray or she said anything about it as the movie ended and Ray offered to make us drinks. We had another martini apiece and then to my consternation Ray suggested that as it was late and we were undressed, that it would be just as well if Babette stayed and slept in the guest room. I silently thought, "Where I could strangle her in her sleep!" but smiled and said, "Why not?" Babette texted Nikki so she wouldn't worry and we went to bed.

In bed, Ray drew me to him and said, "Baby, that was so loving of you to let me do that. I had an amazing orgasm! It was so hot, knowing that this was only the second person I'd ever ... had, and having you right there. When you offered to ... get her and me ready and you actually put me ... there—oh my God! I couldn't believe that! That was amazing!"

I felt so guilty. Ray had no clue of how I was feeling and how could he? What could I say now?

"I love you, Ray!" I said. "I can't deny you anything. I just want you to still love me when it's all over."

"I love you more than ever!" Ray said.

"You're not thinking, 'Hey, there's a lot of cunts out there! Why'd I settle down with the first one I fucked?'?"

"Is that what you're thinking? That I'm gonna regret falling in love with you? Janine, I love you! Do you think I love Babette? I fucked Babette—and it was amazing—but I love you. I'm marrying you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

"Even if Babette is 'amazing'?"

"I didn't say she was amazing. I said fucking her tonight was amazing."

"Well, that's completely different," I said petulantly.

"Well it is, and yes, I want to spend the rest of my life with you, even if fucking Babette is amazing." He paused. "Not that fucking you isn't amazing, as I recall," he said, reaching down and tickling me.

"Stop!" I said, squealing.

"And I also recall you inviting me to fuck Babette, which I think was a wonderful idea you had. Do you regret it?"

"Babe, I can't regret anything that makes you feel so good," I said, lying through my teeth.

"So if I wanted to do it again?"

"Do you want to do it again?"

"Well, it was pretty awesome. And I let you fuck lots of guys, and I'm going to have you fuck lots more guys in the future."

"So are you going to fuck lots of girls?"

"I don't know. But I think I might. I've been a late starter, but you broke the dam and there might not be any holding it back now. But I don't want to do anything that would cause a problem between you and me. Is it going to?"

What should I say?

"As long as you come back to me, I want you to do whatever makes you happy," I said, and I tried to make it true. That was going to take some work.

"That's another reason I love you!' he said and he hugged and kissed me. I tried to pour my heart into that kiss. I tried to kiss him and tell myself, ‘I love him even when he is fucking other girls. I want him to fuck other girls if it makes him happy.’ My heart quivered but so did my cock! I was trying to try to get hard thinking of letting him fuck other girls! Lots of other girls. What was wrong with me? I clung desperately to him. I would love him and try to love him as well as I could, whatever happened, and I would ride it out and see where it took me.

"I love you," I croaked, my throat tight with emotion.

I didn't think my next test would be before dawn.


-Day 114 Sunday-

I woke up hours later with a strange sensation. I turned over and reached for Ray. The bed was empty.

No biggie, I thought. Probably just in the bathroom. I turned over and waited to hear his return. Minutes later I found myself unable to fall asleep, waiting for that shoe to drop. I got up and pulled on Ray's robe. The one I was wearing because he gave my robe to her. I crept out of the room. He wasn't in the bathroom. He wasn't in the kitchen. I went into the living room and with a sinking sensation I heard noises coming from the direction of the guest bedroom.

Like a ninja I crept toward the door, knowing what I would find, but hoping I was wrong. I peered through the crack of the door. There was Ray, Babette's legs wrapped around him, plunging his cock into her backside while he kissed her passionately.

"Fuck me, big boy!" Babette urged him in an urgent whisper. "Fuck my tight ass with your big cock! Oh, God, you make me feel so good!"

"Oh, Babette!" Ray replied, 'Your ass feels so good! I want to fuck your ass again and again!"

Babette put her hand behind his head and pulled his face into the crook of her neck and he continued to pump into her almost frantically. It was an incredibly hot scene. My hand went to my caged cock and I bit my lip in frustration as I could only feather the scraps of flesh that pressed through the bars in its arousal.

I raised my fingers to my nipples and I had to hold my breath not to whimper with the surge of excitement that wracked my body as I watched my lover fuck his paramour in the middle of the night, while he thought I was asleep in his bed, none the wiser. Maybe it made it all the sweeter for him, sneaking behind my back, the naughty boy. I knew I should go, sneak back to his bed, pretend to be asleep, but I could not take my eyes off their bodies writhing in lust!

"I want your cum," Babette demanded. "Give me your hot cum!" That surely excited Ray, because his pumping went from frantic to frenzied. Soon she had her wish because Ray cried out, making no attempt at concealment, no doubt oblivious in his rapture. His strangled cries were shorter but just as intense as earlier. She had wrung another stupendous orgasm out of him. Her ass must really be something, I thought ruefully.

I felt aroused but exhausted at the same time, as if Ray's ejaculation had emptied me too somehow. I couldn't bear to watch them cuddle and Babette lick him and herself clean, but somehow I couldn't go back to bed. I couldn't bear to pretend I hadn't seen what I'd seen. I sat down in the living room and gathered myself. My cock still throbbed annoyingly in the chastity, taunting me with what a perverted voyeur and masochist I was. The thought came to me that I might give Ray a heart attack if I jumped him, so I switched on a lamp and its weak light cast a dim glow on the room.

Ray knew something was wrong when several minutes later he stepped out of the guest room, knowing that he hadn't turned on a light. He looked around and saw me.

"You're up," he said lamely.

"So were you."

He came and sat next to me. Even in the dim light I could see that he looked desperate.

"I couldn't ... couldn't get it out of my mind. Earlier, that was so ... amazing. I woke up horny again and I couldn't stop thinking about it. And thinking she was just down the hall and I ... I had to have her again."

"And was it amazing again?"

He looked down and I knew that it had been! He didn't want to say it, but he wouldn't lie to me either. I guess I did love that about him.

"Yeah. Yeah, it was. I'm sorry. Well, no, I'm not. I don't know what to say. I'm sorry if it hurts you, but I'm not sorry I did it. I'm glad I did. I don't want it to hurt you. I want us to be OK. I still love you. I still want you. But ... I think I want that too."

"Want her? Do you want a wife and a mistress?"

"I don't know! I don't think so. But I want that. That feeling. That...." He shivered with the memory of the orgasm he'd just had. "It was nuts how good it felt! I'd just cum hours ago, but it felt like I'd been waiting a month."

"I'm not sure I want that much information. But ... I know. I know how good it was."

"Huh? How?"

"I saw it. I was watching. I woke up and you weren't there."

"You saw the whole thing? The whole time?"

"No, but I saw ... enough. I saw you fucking and I saw you come. I know it was amazing. She must ... really be something."

"I don't know. Maybe it's not her. Maybe it's just the situation. It's you, it's me, it's how you've opened me up to a whole new world! I mean, I was a virgin practically yesterday. You changed that."

"I guess I'm Pandora. I opened the box and let everything out."

"But what Pandora let out was all the evils. Babe, this isn't bad. It's good. You set me free. I was blind and now I can see. That's good. You don't say, 'Well, you're seeing too much. We're going to make you blind again.' "

"Maybe just one eye," I said ironically.

"That's my Janine!" Ray said in relief, knowing that I wouldn't be joking if I were really, really mad at him. "Look, we're not in a regular relationship, so we don't have rules to go by. We've got to feel our way."

"With your cock!" I jabbed.

"Well, it steered me to you. Maybe we should listen to it!" he counterpunched. "Or did it steer me wrong?"

"Don't say that! Maybe we need one of these for you," I said, uncovering my chastity.

"I don't think they make them my size," he gibed.

"Ouch, that hurts. I'm sure you can get them custom-made."

"But then the world would be deprived of this magnificent weapon," he bragged, waving his limp but still gorgeous organ.

"Well, we can't have that. I guess we need to line up every tranny in town to be sure no one misses Magnificent Ray and his Rod."

"When do we start?"

"Twenty minutes ago, apparently."

"And what was this little feller doing while you were watching us?" he said, jiggling my cock cage.

"He was swelling up and saying, 'Let me out, let me out!' like the perverted voyeur-slash-masochist that he is."

"Oh, no, that one is up here," he said, tapping my temple. "And I love her," he said and pulled me into a kiss. I couldn't resist his charms. His lips felt so good on mine. I did love him, dammit. Love make you do strange things.

"Come back to bed, Don Juan," I said sardonically.

"Can I help it if everyone wants me?"

"Yes!"

"But I'm not going to!"

"I guess not. I suppose I'll have to learn to live with it."

"Maybe you'll learn to love it. You've learned to love a lot of things you didn't think you would," Ray pointed out. "Being a cuckold. Sucking cock. Getting fucked up the ass. Being a girl."

"What's a wife whose husband is screwing around on her called? Not a cuckold."

"She's called a 'wife'!" Ray suggested.

"Oh, that's cynical."

"Would be, if it weren't true."

"Wonderful! You make married life sound so good! I can't wait to get hitched."

"You already are! I'm the one that has to get used to the idea."

"Big whoop. Apparently it won't make much difference to you, except having me around all the time. I hope I won't cramp your style."

"Don't worry, babe. I won't let you!"

"Yeah, I found that out."

Little did I know just how soon I would find that out again.

We went back to bed, apparently reconciled for the moment. I reached down and fondled Ray's tool as we snuggled. I had to admit, Babette had cleaned him up pretty well.

"Oh, that's tender," Ray mumbled.

"Working it too hard?"

"I'm a slave driver," he said dreamily and we fell asleep.

Our middle of the night sojourn must have wrung us both out, because we slept in unusually late. We woke to find Babette bustling around the kitchen.

"You shouldn't be doing that! You're our guest!" I told her.

"I think you've been more than accommodating!" Babette said with a knowing (or mischievous?) look. I couldn't tell if she knew or guessed that I knew about their rendezvous, or if she thought she were putting something over on me.

"I know about your and Ray's little visit last night," I told her, not being able to bear the idea of her thinking she'd fooled me. "I've decided to be big about it."

"Wow! I'm glad you're not uptight about us. That's my job, to be tight, although Ray is loosening me up!"

I bristled at the idea that they were an "us," but I couldn't win if I got in a cat fight with her, so I decided to let it go and pretend everything was OK. Maybe I could kill her with kindness?

Ray sat at the head of the table, again with Babette and I flanking him, like a pasha and his harem. (Hell, we were, I guess.) We had a pleasant enough breakfast, although I like my bacon crisper and my coffee stronger. (Women can be catty, can't they?) I washed up the dishes and settled in the living room to read the Sunday paper when Ray came to me.

"I hope you don't mind, babe, but Babette and I are going back to bed. I told her we'd talked things out and you would be OK with it."

"My God, aren't you tired? How much sex do you need?"

"I don't know. We'll find out! I'm sure it's a phase. I'm the kid in the candy store. I may end up with a tummy ache, but for now, I want to gorge."

I fumed as he walked away but something told me I needed to stop and think this through. I had survived Tonya cuckolding me. I guess I could survive this. I felt that old butterflies feeling in my stomach as I imagined Ray and Babette cavorting in our bed. I wondered if Ray's knowledge that I was out here suffering sharpened his pleasure, the way Tonya had told me imagining my frustration made her liaisons all the sweeter. I could not help but feel cheated of the pleasant late morning Ray and I would have had, drinking coffee, reading the paper, exchanging sweet nothings.

I struggled to keep my mind on the paper. Everything in it seemed unimportant compared to what I imagined going on behind the bedroom door. I couldn't hear anything, but I was burning with curiosity. Finally I couldn't resist anymore and I crept up to the door to find out what I could hear.

At that proximity, there could be no doubt that my fears were true. I could hear the moans and grunts and unmistakable rhythms that told me that fucking was going on for the third time in less than 24 hours. Somehow it was even more erotic to be hearing just scraps of sounds, muffled through the door, than to be watching them right in front of me. My imagination filled in the gaps with all the possibilities.

Was Ray taking her from the front, so he could kiss her lips and gaze lovingly into her eyes? Was he toying with her little prick while he took his pleasure? Or was he taking her from behind so that her little tush cushioned his thrusts and he could rut like a wild animal? Or was she fucking him? Was she astride him, had she guided his cock into her eager ass, had she sat down on his phallus? Was she now rising up and slamming down onto his cock, with her little penis flailing around cutely? Or, with her doing all the work, was Ray lovingly masturbating her little hard-on and begging her to spray her cum all over his chest?

Oh, my God, yes, that last one! My cock swelled inside its cage at that image! Ray coaxing her spunk out of her, prodding her prostate from behind and teasing her little willie expertly with his hand while he watched her face distorted by lust—lust that he thrilled to ignite in her!

And was he gloating at the same time? Gloating that here he was, screwing another girl openly while his cuckolded fiancée meekly sat out in his living room, not just tolerating but condoning his infidelity? Was he so pleased with himself that he could toy with me that way? Did it prove to him that he had "won" somehow, that he was the dominant one in our relationship?

I looked down at my penis, trapped in its stainless steel cage and I said to myself, "You have to ask? You're wearing a cage on your cock and he has the key and you have to ask if he's the dominant one in your relationship?" But up until now we had been such equals, up until he saw that man being fitted for his chastity. And now this! Maybe it had really changed when he felt such lust at seeing me fucked by another man, knowing that I was his fiancée. Maybe it was the ring. Maybe the ring made him feel as if he owned me.

And did I want to be owned? Part of me instantly and insistently cried, "YES!!!" I felt a little quiver in my chest, a quiver almost in rhythm with the fucking sounds coming behind the bedroom door. I looked at my engagement ring. I thought of the idea Ray had suggested of my being his "housewife." My heart pounded at that thought. I pictured myself as the 50's housewife in the pinafore apron, sending my "man" off to do battle in the rat race.

I knew, deep down, I envied that wife, the "owned" one, whose the man brought home the bacon and made all the big decisions. The wife who devoted herself to taking care of him, to cooking his meals, bringing him his pipe, keeping his house. "My big strong man."

Could that picture include cleaning up in the kitchen while he screwed his mistress? Changing the sheets stained with the combined cum of their thrashing? Greeting her at the door and welcoming her for a night of lovemaking with my husband? "Oh, hi, Babette! Don't you look ravishing tonight! In that outfit, you'll get old Ray so hard he could cut diamonds with that big cock! He's waiting for you in the bedroom. Feel free to use my enema bag and lube. Just don't tire him out too much. He has to go to work tomorrow."

I stood in the hallway outside my future husband's bedroom, listening to his cock pistoning in and out of his mistress's ass, and I had to decide which way to turn. Would I turn toward the door and burst in and say, "I can't do it! I can't put up with this!"? Or would I turn toward the living room and go back to reading the paper, the meek, subservient wife?

My heart swelled and my stomach quivered. I knew what I would do. What I had to do. I turned away from the bedroom. I love Ray. I want to be his wife. I can indulge him. He loves me. This could be a phase. This could be a fling. I took a deep breath and steadied myself. Even if it wasn't a phase, even if it signaled a change in our relationship ... I would accept it. I would even play second fiddle, if I could still be in his life. If being his wife meant being his masochistic little housewife, I would be.

I wouldn't go back to the living room. I would go to the kitchen and make lunch for all three of us. They'd be hungry after their bout. I'd make them a nice lunch. I'd show Ray that I accepted him, could accept this.

As I busied myself in the kitchen, images of Ray and Babette played in my head. First her riding him, then him schtupping her from behind, then him fucking her missionary style, kissing her all the while. I imagined them kissing, and cuddling, and toying with each other's cocks, their penises rubbing against each other deliciously. It was like a kaleidoscope that would not stop. And each image made me hard, or at least as hard as I could get in my cage.

My cage ... what an apt metaphor. Ray had captured my heart, just as his cage imprisoned my cock. I was unable to walk away. I was his. He owned me and I would be happy to be his possession to do with what he liked.

I prepared a chicken salad and I cut up some fresh fruit and I set the table and they still hadn't come out. Maybe they'd fallen asleep. I mean, they had had a busy night and now they'd had some more exertion. They could be tired out.

Was there anything else I could do while I waited? I knew a recipe for microwave brownies. Did Ray have the ingredients? At least I'd have a chance to get acquainted with his kitchen. That'd be a wife's domain. I rooted around in the cupboards and found flour and cocoa and sugar and butter. How many eggs? Anything else? I'd need a pan and some Crisco to grease it. That'd come in handy in case he ran out of lube....

I'd made this recipe so many times that I knew it by heart. I couldn't find an electric mixer, so I had to beat it by hand. That gave me something to do with my nervous energy. I poured it into the pan and popped it in the microwave. In a few minutes the smell of warm chocolate permeated the kitchen. I tested it for doneness and set it out to cool.

"What am I smelling?" said Ray, finally emerging from the bedroom. "You're baking?"

"I had some time on my hands. I thought I'd make a late lunch or early supper."

"My God, that smells wonderful," said Babette, pulling my robe around her well-fucked body. She and Ray looked very relaxed, which I couldn't say for myself.

"It's my specialty. Actually the one thing I know how to make by heart. Because it's what I always make when I have to make something."

"That's very nice, honey," Ray said, cocking his head as if to say, ‘I can't figure you out.’

"Quite the little homemaker," Babette said condescendingly, as if to say, "You can cook, but I can fuck like a mink!"

"I have all kinds of talents," I replied.

"It's good to have something to fall back on," Babette snarked, implying, "...when you lose out on getting the man."

"You two must be hungry. Let's eat," was my change of subject.

"Yes, I really worked up an appetite!" Babette boasted.

"White or wheat?" was my mild reply. I busied myself with being the perfect hostess and both Ray and Babette seemed lulled by that. I served them as attentively as any Susie Homemaker. I made small talk. I asked Babette about Nikki and Chad as if we were old friends. I cleaned up the dishes and kitchen and served my brownies with vanilla ice cream that I found in the freezer. Ray and Babette swooned over how good the combination was and then complained how full they were.

I suggested we watch another movie, as if I were eager that Babette not leave too soon. Once again Ray sat in the middle and we cuddled against him on either side. It felt good to have at least half of him at my disposal. I felt the warm solidity of his body. Even though I knew his scent was the sweat of his plowing Babette, it still smelled good to me. I was content with my decision to make ”going along” my strategy. This was my place, by his side, even if I had to share him.

"This is great!" Ray said with a sigh. "Yeah, for you," I thought. Then he turned to me and pulled me close. "Janine, you've been wonderful! I feel so loved and accepted by you. But I know I've tried your patience last night and today. I think your patience should be rewarded and I've been thinking of the best way.

“I have an idea. The way you've welcome Babette into our home—and our bed—I'd like to see the two of you together. And without your chastity."

"You mean some kind of three-way?"

"Not exactly. I think the perfect end of this weekend would be for the two of you to make love to each other! Of course, I'd love to watch."

I looked at Babette in my robe and my skin crawled.

"You want Babette and me to make love? To each other?" I asked, hoping I'd misunderstood.

Without answering he opened the robe I was wearing, exposing the chastity. He handed the key to Babette, who swooped next to me. She bent to the lock and inserted the tiny key. She turned it and the lock sprung open. With great delicacy she removed the lock and began to slide the birdcage off my penis.

"Oh, your poor little thing must be so glad to get this off!" she said with what sounded like actual concern. My cock instantly began to swell. "Oh, my! We won't be able to get the ring off if you get all hard."  She managed to pull the ring off and when I felt her hands on my cock, it felt so good that I couldn't help but feel grateful to her, despite everything! She slid her hand up and down my shaft with a deft touch and I shuddered as a warm, helpless feeling cascaded down my spine.

"Janine, I'm so grateful that you let Ray play with me," Babette continued. "He's so lucky to have a girlfriend like you." I was feeling so aroused by the sensation of actual flesh on my neglected penis that it didn't even bother me that she called me a girlfriend rather than a fiancée. "You've been so wonderfully understanding and generous," she praised me, as she toyed delightfully with my little willie. I was already leaking pre-cum and she spread it around the head of my cock.

"I really feel very affectionate toward you right now. We have so much in common: you're like a sister to me. We both have been cuckolds, we both have embraced our feminine side, we both have had the courage to come out, at least at the Club. We both have had to admit our attraction for cocks and the men attached to them. I want to make you feel so good, to thank you for all you've done."

With that she pulled me into an embrace with one arm while she continued to stroke me with the other. Her lips found mine and she began to kiss me so sensuously that I felt a flush of lust surge through me! To my amazement I found myself returning her kiss and pulling her to myself in turn.

"That's it, baby," Babette encouraged me. "Make love to Babette. I want to make love to you!" She moved one hand to my breast and began to toy with one nipple so delicately that the pleasure was almost painful. I thrust my hips up toward her hand and she grabbed it again and lowered her mouth to my nipple and began to suck. I moaned with rapture as sparks began to jump from my nipple to my cock and back again. My whole body began to writhe under her touch. She tried to lower me to the couch to lie on top of me, but I protested.

"No! I want to make love to you too!" I cried, and I twisted around so that I ended up on top of her. We broke our kiss and I looked down to find her little hard-on begging for its own attention. I remembered fondly that time that seemed so long ago when we had made out for Nikki's and Tonya's amusement, and I felt some belated gratitude toward Bobby / Babette for his / her role in my awakening to gender-bending. I reached down and wrapped my fingers gently around the slim shaft. Ray was right. Not a man's cock, but a perfectly cute little cock for a girl!

I began to stroke it and I thrilled to feel it respond, getting harder and hotter and beginning to pulse with excitement. This wasn't anything Ray was making me do anymore, not some kind of payback. Babette's cute little cock felt good in my hand and my little cock throbbed in sympathy. I was caught up in my own desire.

Babette was beautiful little tranny and I began to understand Ray's lust for her. I was like the Grinch. Could my heart grow three sizes this day? It had grown to love Tonya with another man's cock humping her. it had grown to love a man in Ray. Could it grow enough to encompass Babette and accept Ray's need for her and maybe lots of other b-girls? My heart pounded and I felt my pulse in my ears, like A hot flash. Could I? Could I love Babette too, even with Ray's fresh cum dripping out of her ass? I would try. I wanted to.

I turned back to her and looked at her, her face already flushed with arousal and her eyes bright with anticipation. I smiled at her and licked my lips. I bent down and kissed her hungrily, while I caressed her cock and then I switched to sucking her nipple. She moaned.

"Oh my God, that is so hot!!" Ray exclaimed hoarsely, unable to contain himself. I'd almost forgot he was in the room. I looked over at him to find him stroking himself, hard again. 'Want a show, eh?' I thought to myself. I positioned myself between Babette's legs and brought my little hard-on down to rub against hers. That sight excited me so much, the two silly little girly cocks hard and fencing with each other, and I knew it would drive Ray nuts.

"Oh, Janine!" Babette groaned and she reached down to loosely encircle our two shafts, so that they would line up lengthwise and rub each other even more, although giving them plenty of room for movement. The sight of her long red fingernails around our two slim penises was so exciting that some of my brain cells were committing suicide. Cock-mitting suicide? My hips began to thrust of their own accord, desperately longing for the sensation of being planted in a wet pussy, but finding none around.

‘What am I doing?’ I asked myself. ’I'm fucking my closest rival!’ But was she? The Whos had been the Grinch's enemies until he became their great friend. Scrooge had been the enemy of Christmas. Maybe I could cast the net of my love for Ray wide enough to take in the whole world. Maybe we could be like sisters. Or maybe like co-wives in those Big Love shows about polygamous marriages. I'd heard that women in harems get to be great friends, that there is a main wife and concubines. I liked the sound of that. I'd be the main wife and Babette could be a concubine!

I looked down at Babette, at her hand holding our two girly cocks in a pretend cunt, at her slim hairless body, at her luscious lips. My co-wife was hot. I lowered my body to press against hers and began to kiss her more lovingly. I would love her, for Ray's sake. For love's sake.

"Ray, get us some lube," Babette managed to get out between kisses. I wasn't sure what she had in mind, but the way my cock felt against hers, I didn't care. Ray returned with the lube and Babette took it from his hand. She scooped up a dollop of the grease and reached between us, slathering it on my penis. She caught my dick and made a faux-cunt out of her greasy hand.

"Fuck my hand, Janine," she instructed. I tentatively began thrusting into her hand as she caught my mouth with hers and began kissing me again hungrily. "Fuck me! Fuck my hand! Come for me. Come hard for me!" she whispered into my ear. God, she was hot. I felt like I wanted to obey her, perform for her, please her. Her hand was so slippery, felt so good, the way I faintly remembered a cunt feeling so long ago.

And then I was coming, coming hard, into her hand, onto her belly. I was groaning and roaring, panting for breath as all the pent up frustration and need and lust and pining after Ray came pouring out of me through my cock.

"That's it, baby! That's it! Come for me! Come for Babette! Give it all to me! That's a good girl!" And I did. I held nothing back. It was good, great. Just like Ray had described his orgasm yesterday. She was something.

I was lying on top of her, trying to catch my breath, feeling the sticky ooze of my cum wetly between us.

"Here, baby," she said, wiping up some of the puddle and holding it to my mouth. As always, I obediently tasted my own semen, licked it off her hand like frosting, waited for her to scrape up some more and feed it to me. Then she kissed me, tasting some of the cum on my lips and tongue. I kissed her back hard, grateful for the great orgasm she'd given me. I reached between us and fondled her cock, still hard. I wanted to make her feel as good as she had made me feel.

"Oh, that feels nice baby, but I'm not as horny as you are! Ray's taken pretty good care of me three times already. We're not the studs he is! I loved making love to you though!" Then Ray was there, making it a three-way hug, kissing Babette, then me, then Babette, then me.

I got up from that couch transformed. Babette was not my enemy. Ray was not a traitor. I loved them both. I would cherish them both.

"Let's take a shower!" I suggested and they were excited at that. If you think two people in the shower is crowded, you should try three in a shower. Luckily Ray's shower was luxurious, so we didn't hurt anybody. Babette and I took turns lathering up Ray, then lathering up each other. It was no surprise that penises and anuses got extra clean. Rather than the letdown I often felt after I came, I was floating on a cloud and these two beautiful bodies to play with were a treat!

After we dried each other off, Babette helped Ray fit my chastity back on, which was tricky, because the handling kept starting to make me hard. Finally they just had to force my cock into it with some cramming and a couple pinches. Babette clicked the lock closed with an impish smile, but handed the key to me. I handed it to Ray.

Ray called out for a pizza and we had a late dinner. I was feeling very generous and I suggested that if Babette didn't have get home, we could make an early evening of it and all go to bed. Babette started to walk toward the guest room, but I grabbed her hand.

"No, you come with us," I said, pulling her toward Ray's bedroom. Babette's face lit up with a smile that could light Times Square. She leaned over and kissed me tenderly in gratitude and that one gesture told me I had done the right thing. Then we crawled under the covers in a tired but affectionate mood. We each snuggled up to one side of Ray, caressing and stroking him. But a hand here or there ended up on each other, and we would kiss each other, then kiss Ray, then fondle his half-hard tool and then toy with each other's cock or nipple. Babette was curious about my chastity device and I found her hand running over it or hefting its weight or marveling at the way it pulled my sack tighter around my balls. It was a slow-motion ballet that never became energetic, but stayed lazy, comforting, and warm. Gradually it slowed down and we settled into a dreamy sleep.


-Day 115 Monday-

I would usually have had a restless night in such a crowded bed, but my earlier anxieties and my mind-blowing orgasm and my spiritual peace about my decision all combined to give me the best sleep I'd had in a while. I woke rather early though, about 5 am. I found myself spooned against Ray's back and him spooned against Babette, a hand on her nipple. Mischievously I reached down and found Ray's cock, solid but limp. I wrapped my fingers around it and hefted its girth and length.

"Such a nice cock," I thought to myself. "Shame it is not fucking anybody. A crying shame." Without any plan in mind I began to toy with it, pumping it gently, feeling it start to stir. Then I had a wicked idea.

"Baby," I whispered to Ray, nudging him and stroking his penis a little more insistently. "Baby. Babette is going to have to go home soon. Why don't you two fuck one more time before she leaves?"

"You mean it? You want us to fuck again?" Ray answered, awake now.

"Sure. I mean, she's hot and she's new. You and I have the rest of our lives. Wouldn't you like to feel her hot little ass around your cock one more time?"

"Fuck yeah!" he answered.

"I thought so," I said, sounding like the wise teacher who knew all the answers before asking the questions.

I sneaked around to the other side of the bed and slipped under the covers. I woke Babette with gentle kisses.

"Honey," I whispered to her, caressing her little cock to semi-hardness. "You might want to go give yourself a morning enema. I think you're going to need it." She reached her lips out to kiss me back, but she was enjoying my caress of her penis too much to jump up immediately. Ray was already humping up against her backside and their arousal fueled my own, although the cock cage harnessed it. My masochistic excitement was heightened by the awareness that Ray allowed Babette's cock to be free, while he had mine locked. I was getting into the role of being my fiancé's procurer, Once again a participant in my own cuckolding.

Finally the prospect of the cock tickling her backside being buried in her rectum propelled Babette into the bathroom, where the flow of water told me she was warming up the tap to fill my enema bag. I snuggled up the Ray and began warming him up as well, kissing him while I enjoyed the feel of his hard shaft in my hands.

"God, you're amazing!" Ray murmured. "That's why I fell in love with you!" I smiled in gratification that my change of tactics from tolerance to encouragement was having a paradoxical effect, although I had no illusions about who was primarily responsible for Ray's erection. I knew he was hot to fuck his new playmate.

When Babette returned I knew I had to orchestrate the scene I had envisioned the day before, with Babette on top. I reached for the lube jar and began to slather it on Ray's hard-on, while I whispered to Babette to mount him. I held Ray cock straight up for her to lower herself onto. I could see her anus was clearly lubed and stretched, partly from the weekend's activities and, I suspected, from her preparations in the bathroom.

My own sphincter twitched in sympathy as the tip of Ray's cock met the pink wrinkles of her hole and Babette began to engulf it. My jealousy had now morphed into voyeuristic lust and my cock throbbed with arousal at the sight mere inches from my eyes!

Babette grunted as she strained to admit Ray's penis to her forbidden place. Slowly she sank down on him. Her face showed the effort to concentrate and relax. Ray moaned as he felt he tight band of her sphincter slide over the sensitive ridge of his cockhead and the wet heat of her rectum sheathe him. I found myself rooting for Babette to take him all in. I backed away slightly to settle into an admiring witness role. How many people get to watch hot sex from close up? Very exciting!

Ray stretched out to take her hips in his hands and guide her down onto his rod. Babette jiggled up and down, working his thick penis deeper into her rectum little by little. Finally her bottom met his pelvis and she wriggled to enjoy the feeling of fullness. She was rewarded by Ray grasping her penis and beginning to caress it, even as his cock teased her prostate inside.

I sidled up to Ray and whispered in his ear.

"That's it. Bring her off with your hand while she fucks your cock with her ass!" I offered him the jar of lube and he greased Babette's stiffy with his hand. I trembled with envy when I saw Babette's penis glistening with lube and his hand began to slide up and down it. She began to fuck herself faster and faster as her rectum adjusted to the thick cock filling it.

‘Fuck him, fuck him, fuck him,’ I chanted silently, arousal rising in my chest and envy fluttering in my stomach. I watched hungrily as Babette's bottom rose and sank on that beautiful cock again and again. She moaned at the wonderful feelings coming from her ass and from Ray's hand stroking her girlie-cock at the same time. Her whole body began to undulate with the deliciousness of the sensations rippling through it!

I was struck with a sympathy for her and a desire to add to her pleasure. I got up and put my hand behind her head and sealed my mouth to hers. I could feel her passion through our kiss and my stomach started doing flip-flops, I became so aroused! That was enough to push Babette over the edge. Her cock pulsed in Ray's hand and began to spray her watery cum across his stomach in small spurts. Her fucking action ceased as she was overcome by her own climax. Ray groaned as he felt her rectum spasm around his cock thrillingly.

Babette panted in delightful exhaustion from her orgasm and reveled in the comforting feel of Ray's penis filling her ass, completing her. I kissed her tenderly on the lips and face, feeling the glow of her peak radiating off her skin. She began to fuck herself again, loving the feeling of being full and wanting to feel Ray shoot his stuff into her. He began to thrust up into her. As if we were one, Babette and I both bent down to begin to kiss Ray on his face, while Babette toyed with one nipple. Soon Ray was groaning and bucking up into her ass, savoring the hot, slick tightness of Babette's grip on him.

"Give it to her!" I whispered in Ray's ear. "Give her your cum! It will feel so good! Her ass is so hot and tight. Love it with your cock!" That was enough for Ray. He roared and bucked up and then he was convulsing with another massive orgasm.

"Oh shit! Oh shit!" he cried after the grunts of his first two spurts. Then he shuddered with a third and a fourth ejaculation and slumped back to the bed. "Oh, Christ!" he panted.

"That's a good boy!" I said, petting his face with my hand. "Good girl!" I said to Babette, and I stroked her back. She pulled off Ray and fell to the bed.

"Pull your legs up," I told Babette and I looked wistfully at her gaping asshole, envious that it was her rather than me. I knew she would want Ray's seed, so I gathered up the oozing cream and brought it to her mouth.

"Mmmm," she said, licking it off my fingers. I repeated the action and then I thrust one finger into her lax hole and finger-fucked her gently, and then let her lick my finger clean.

"May I?" I asked her, gesturing toward Ray's shrinking and gooey cock. She nodded and I lowered my mouth the his organ and lovingly licked the cum and lube off of it. I loved the smell of cum and sexual heat and I breathed it in deeply.

"God, that was great!" Ray murmured. "But that's no way to get energized for work! I'm ready for a nap!"

"Me too!" Babette said with a sigh.

"No rest for the weary," I said brightly. "Jump in the shower, you two! You are a mess again! I'll make breakfast!" I felt strangely energized by the horniness caused by witnessing their fucking. Maybe that was the effect of the chastity device. But it had been an oddly satisfying experience. Even though I was largely left out, the pure passion I had felt was awe-inspiring more than threatening. I loved Ray and I was coming to care for Babette. The sexiness of their joining was exciting!

By the time they had showered, I was spooning scrambled eggs and sausage onto their plates and I poured us each a coffee. We had to eat hurriedly so that Ray could drive us home and we could still get to work. By the time I got to Tonya's (Was it ours anymore? Where was my home now?), she and Brian had already left and I had to get made-up and dressed hurriedly. I briefly considered calling in sick, but then I thought, well, even at half-speed I'd be better than nothing. I didn't want to give she-males a bad name, after all!

When I got to work Martina sensed something different about me. At the first coffee break she pulled me aside and made me spill the beans.

"Are you gonna let him get away with that?" was her reaction.

"It's different for people like him and me. The usual rules don't apply. We've broken out of the traces and then we wonder what other rules we could live without."

"But can you live with that? What if he falls in love with her? What if he falls out of love with you?"

"It could happen, but I'm gonna love him with all I have and see how far that takes me."

"If that doesn't work, then he's an idiot!" Martina declared. "He should realize what a prize he has in you!"

"Thanks a lot, Martina. It makes me feel better just knowing you're in my corner."

I went to Tonya's after work and she and Brian greeted me. I realized then that I blamed Tonya for the situation that had evolved. I asked her outright whether it had been a set-up that ended up with Babette coming with us. Tonya confessed that Nikki and Babette had put her up to it. But she did not accept that I was an injured party in the deal.

"You admit that it turned you on too!" she accused me. She reached under my dress and into my panties and toyed with my cock cage. "You're a cuckold at heart. That's why you're wearing this thing. You love being teased and denied! Don't fight it. Go with it." Her hand on my cage was driving me wild with frustration. She fondled it, as if this was the most natural thing in the world to do while two people had a conversation.

"Do you regret letting me fuck real men? No, you don't. And if you had tried to hang onto me, you would have just lost me altogether, not just the rights to my pussy. Accept your nature and embrace your fate. Ride it out and see where it goes." Then she let go of my cage and left the room, leaving me horny again.

I called Ray later and we had a brief affectionate conversation but we were both tired and we signed off quickly.


-Day 116 Tuesday-

By the next day I was missing Ray more and more as the day went on. Impulsively, halfway home, I turned the car and drove straight to his house. But when I got there, a car I didn't recognize was in the driveway. With some anxiety I went up to the door anyway and rang the doorbell. I waited nervously for the door to be answered. Maybe Ray had a cleaning woman, I wondered.

But it was Ray in a bathrobe who answered the door.

"Janine!" he said, surprised and flustered. "Um, I wasn't expecting you. Uh...."

"Can I come in?"

"Um, I don't know. Uh, I ... uh ... have ... uh ... company."

A sinking feeling in my stomach told me I knew who it was.

"It's her, isn't it?" I asked.

Ray knew there was no point in lying.

"Yes, it's Babette. I invited her over."

"I'd better go then. You're busy."

"Don't be mad!" he begged.

"OK, but I'm disappointed. I was really missing you. I wanted to be with you."

"I know. I want to see you too. Tomorrow night. I'll see you tomorrow night."

I want back to my car feeling like a zombie. What did Tonya say? "Ride it out. Go with it." This was a test. I'd show Ray I could be loyal.

I went back to Tonya's and acted like nothing had happened. I tried to put on a happy face. I volunteered to make dinner for the three of us. Tonya asked me why I wasn't going over to Ray's and I told her he was "busy." I wondered if she guessed that something was up.

"Maybe you'd like to join Brian and me," she said, kissing me behind my ear and stroking my chastity through the front of my skirt. "We'd love a little playmate. We want to learn more about your armor there. Do you still get hard? Or are you unable to have any kind of erection? And what does it feel like to get fucked wearing one of those?"

It felt odd to have Tonya coming on to me after all this time.  But my cock didn't care. It started to get hard in its cage.

"I guess you'll just have to try it and see," and I started to feel interested despite my troubles. If you can't be with the one you love, love the one you're with.

"Come to the bedroom and we'll have a little experiment," Tonya said. She led me there by the hand and Brian followed us.  Once there she made a show of undressing me sensuously and started to toy with my caged penis.

"Yes, I can see that it can swell a little bit. So I guess it wants to play with Brian and me! Does it hurt if you get excited?"

"No, not really. It just feels a little ... cramped. But there's just no place for the extra blood to go, so it just can't get in. So it can't get harder and harder and harder. It's not going to bust through that cage. That's steel. The main effect is psychological. I know that I'm not going to have an orgasm tonight, not without Ray's key. That works on your mind. It's like I don't have a cock, but I can still get awfully horny."

Tonya began to play with my nipples and watched my reaction. Then her hands strayed to my behind. She stroked my ass cheeks and then slipped a finger between them and massaged my anus.

"But there's lots of other ways to get stimulation other than your poor little locked cock," she observed. "Those must get awfully sensitive, like a blind man's hearing becoming more acute."

"Yes!" I answered, quivering with the thrill of her touches.

"Would playing with Brian's cock relieve some of your frustration?" she asked.

"God, yes!" I said, looking over at Brian's stiffening hard-on. Touching, or stroking, or sucking, or fucking that handsome cock would feel so nice. My mouth was starting to water at the prospect.

"Why don't you start getting him nice and hard for me to fuck?"

‘Or me to fuck!’ I thought, but I said, "Please, yes!"

And I fell to my knees in front of Brian's crotch and immediately. grasped his shaft and began to stroke it. The sweaty masculine smell of his pud intoxicated me immediately. His cock and balls smelled so good, so strong, so manly. I smiled as I felt his cock hardening under my touch and I kissed and tentatively licked at it.

"Just get him warmed up. I'm not going to just let you have him!”

Even the very act of sucking him had parts of me warring with one another.  My lips wanted to savor his warmth and smoothness, while my hands wanted to slide over the skin and feel the firmness, while my mouth wanted to taste his skin and suckle on him—but I couldn't do all of those at the same time! I plunged his cock into my mouth and began to suck him eagerly. I moaned with satisfaction.

"See! See what a whore you are? You're all upset because Ray is fucking some other girl and here you can hardly get your mouth around another man's cock fast enough!  Do you want to stop sucking Brian?"

I didn't release Brian's penis but just kept sucking while I shook my head.

"No? Does it feel good, so good that it's almost irresistible? Doesn't the sight, the smell, the taste, the feel fill you with need? That's how Babette's tight little asshole beckons to Ray! It hypnotizes him, entices him. And he is just as weak as you! He has to have it, just like you have to have Brian's luscious cock right now. Isn't it good? Isn't a nice cock a thing of beauty, part of the beauty of nature? Wouldn't not sucking it be a worse crime than sucking it while Ray fucks Babette's ass across town?"

How did she know? How did she know that's exactly what Ray was busy with? Could she read my mind? The truth of her words burned through me. Brian's cock did excite me. I did love sucking it. It was making me happy right now. Not a revenge pleasure, but pure, soul-feeding pleasure. I loved to have a cock in my mouth! I even started cupping his balls, which I rarely did. The strictures of the cage made me desperate to connect any way I could.

"You love to suck cock and Ray loves to fuck a she-male's saucy asshole. Good! Good for him! Good for you! I hope he fucks every girl who tickles his fancy and I hope you suck and fuck every cock that tickles yours! You'll both be happier that way. Quit being a hypocrite and be the slut you were meant to be! Both of you are sex-starved people who have spent years depriving themselves of what they could have. And now you both could be awash in a sea of wonderful sexual experiences, if you would just give in to you true nature! Now let go of the cock and get out of my way!"

Tonya pulled Brian's cock away from me and began sucking it herself.

"Right now you are getting off on watching your sexy former wife sucking a beautiful penis that you would like to suck and fuck yourself. You're getting off on how sexy it is to watch a beautiful hot woman sucking on a gorgeous prick," she said before she bobbed her head a couple more times on the head, "and you're getting off on the fact that she is your wife and she's sucking another man right in front of you!" She sucked on Brian's cockhead like a baby's bottle for a few sucks.

"And you're getting off on the fact that this cock is so much bigger than yours that it shames you with your inadequacy as a man," she said as she ran her hand up and down the slick penis, "And you're getting off on the fact that you, a genetic man, want that man's cock as much as your wife does! Just let yourself get off on all of that! Enjoy it!"

She licked up and down Brian's cock as if she were licking a lollipop.

"And get off on the fact that right now you are in love with a man, and that you're so little of a man that you've turned yourself into a woman. And across town right now, your man is fucking some other 'girl,' and he's probably enjoying the hell out of it! He may be having the best orgasm of his life right now, with another woman! And you're letting him and he knows it—and maybe that’s making his orgasm better!

“Let that idea squirm around in your sissy guts and make you even more aroused! Get off on it and be glad that he might be getting off on the fact that he is cheating on his fiancée!"

Tonya patted the bed next to Brian.

"Lie down here. I want to see your little girl-cock in its cage." I lay down on the bed, and to my surprise, Tonya mounted me. She lowered her wet pussy to my chastity cage and began to rub her swollen lips on the bars.

"Poor baby! Too bad you can't feel my pussy! It's all wet and hot for Brian's cock. Of course for my pussy, this isn't too much different than when you were Johnny! I couldn't feel your cock in me then either!" I could feel the heat of her cunt lips and they just barely brushed my cock through the bars, but mostly I could just feel her weight jiggling the cage and pulling the ring this way and that.

“Come smell and taste my ripe pussy, baby!” she said, shinnying forward and dropping her weeping gash on my face. My “clit” throbbed in its confines.

And then she climbed off me and on top of Brian and worked his thick cock into her juicy pussy.

"Now enjoy watching your wife fuck a real man. Enjoy the beauty of that and let every thrust thrill you!"

And I did. It was beautiful. I didn't want to be Brian: I wanted to be Tonya. I was focused on that long thick cock, and watching it disappear and reappear magically, more than I was focused on Tonya's swollen pussy. With my cock locked, I could only play with my nipples and stroke my asshole, which pushed me into a fever of frustrated arousal. But I could not take my eyes off Brian's penis or stop craving for it to be pushing its way into me.

Tonya's lecture seemed to have revved her engines, because in a short while she was grunting with her climax. Brian continued to pump into her, but not long after, the hot slickness of her welcoming cunt was too much and he moaned and quivered and I knew his precious semen was spurting into her.

Brian lay on top of her and they cuddled for a minute and then he pulled out of her.

"You can clean us up, Janine," Tonya said. "Let me guess: do you want to start with Brian's cock or my pussy? I'm guessing cock," she teased.

I was hardly listening to her. I didn't even reply, I just crawled over to Brian and began lapping up the cum and pussy juice coating his manhood. Manhood. The very word thrilled me. That's what I wanted: his most manly part, the essence of his masculinity.  The part where we most contrasted.

I savored the distinctive taste of man-cum and the taste of Tonya's spend, but more I prized the heft and sponginess of Brian's still-engorged penis. My lips and tongue caressed every ridge and vein, before I buried it deep into my mouth and sucked it against the back of my throat gratefully. God, I loved cocks! I could taste the last bit of cum oozing from his slit and I licked the opening greedily.

"Come and get it, baby. I can't hold this in forever," complained Tonya, knowing I was taking too long for a mere clean-up job. I shifted to crawl between her legs. The smell of hot sex assaulted me, but what I wanted was what was concealed within her pussy: Brian's tasty sperm. I buried my tongue within her and was greeted with the strong taste of his man-cream. My soul thrilled and I eagerly sucked it into my mouth and rolled it around on my tongue, wanting to taste every bit of it. Oh, it was good! I sucked and sucked at Tonya's cunt until there was no more.

"I think you should thank us, baby. Thank us for showing you what a slut you are. For showing you that you love cocks and love cum, whether it is your precious fiancé's or another gorgeous cock."

"Thank you," I choked out. "Thank you for showing me how much I love cock, any cock. And cum. A real man's cum."

"That's right," Tonya said. "And I think you should call Ray and apologize for interrupting him and Babette, and tell him that you're glad that he enjoys fucking Babette so much and you are happy to let him fuck Babette any time he wants. Tell him you hope that he really enjoyed fucking Babette, but that you miss him and you'd like to see him, even if it is only to clean him up from fucking Babette."

I called Ray's number, but I only got his answering machine. I left a message, saying what Tonya had told me to say.

"That's too bad. He and Babette are probably busy. Let’s have some ice cream for dessert and then maybe Brian will let you suck him some more. Is that OK with you, Brian?"

"Sure, anything to help a girl in a pinch. I appreciate a girl who really loves cock, and I can tell you really do. Knock yourself out."

So we had some dessert to give Brian some time to recharge his batteries.

“Since Brian already came once, that means you can suck him for a long time to get him hard again,” Tonya pointed out.

I remember how I'd taken it slow and easy with Ray weekend before last. I'd have to be patient. I'd love to play with Brian's cock even if it might be a while before it got hard. It deserved my worship: hard or soft it was still my superior. I took it into my mouth and I just suckled on it, playing with it. I tried to memorize every vein and ridge with my tongue tip and my lips.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on every other sense. It gave me time to appreciate the uniqueness of his smell, how his cock smelled different from his balls, and what the texture of his pubic hair was. Just as I had done with Ray, I palmed his balls and rolled them around gently, feeling their weight and praying to the source of his delicious sperm. I stroked his stomach and thighs.

Gradually I noticed Brian responding. First his cock was half-hard and that felt so much sexier and then slowly it became three-quarters hard and I found myself thinking, "Yes! That's more like it!" It felt good to know that I was getting him turned on. Me, Johnny No-Cock, bedroom failure, was. now Janine, hot chick, getting Mr. Wonderful hot and bothered.

As his cock stiffened, I felt more and more as if I were worshipping it. I wasn't as much making love to Brian as I was paying homage to his magical penis and drawing energy and bliss from its electric touch. My own cock was hard in its constricting cage and had to calm myself to continue to suck Brian in a gentle rather than a frenzied way.

I dipped into the lube and applied a layer of grease to Brian's shaft. He hissed as he felt the slipperiness increase as the lube spread and warmed up and was worked into a slick goo. The sensation of my lubed hand sliding where my wet mouth had been had Brian moaning, my hand was such a good imitation of Tonya's slick hot pussy. But I had more in mind. While I enjoyed the feel of his thick cock in my grip, I needed it in my ass. I needed to be entered and stretched and marked.

I swung my leg over Brian and maneuvered to pose my ass right over his stiffening cock. I wanted cock; I needed it deep inside.  I wanted to be a woman with a man's cock in me. A big, long cock that opened me up. I would need to give up all semblance of control to surrender to It; it would render me helpless, and consumed with lust to be fucked!

I lowered myself until I felt the tip of his cock prod the starburst of my anus. My asshole quivered with fear and hunger to be stretched, to be forced open. I strained to open myself and pushed down. I winced at the stretching at first and I took deep breaths to relax myself, to make myself worthy to take him in, and then I sank down. I felt the pain increase and then lessen as his head popped past my inner sphincter into the welcoming heat of my rectum.

I heard Brian moan as my ass gripped and surrounded him. My heart quickened at the sound: the sound of lust that I had inspired in a man, a real man, a man that every girl desired.

'Make me a woman!' I prayed to myself. 'Use your magic cock to make me a girl! I want to be a girl!' I begged. I thrust down, wanting as much of his cock as fast as I could get it. 'Cock! Cock! I need cock! Lots of cock! So many cocks! I want them all!' my brain screamed. I trembled with relief as I felt my ass filled and stretched right to the top. I had to strain to take him all in, felt that awful / wonderful feeling of my guts being pushed around and rearranged unnaturally to accept my anal rape by this beautiful organ. This was my choice: not to be a man, but to become a woman, to open places that no man should ever have opened, to transform me, change me to something else.

My ass still gripped him tightly and I had to pull up slowly and then I almost cried with delight at the feeling of him entering me again and filling the place that had been so briefly empty. Then his cock was too much for me and I leaned forward and let him almost come out. No! Too empty! I needed to be filled again. I sank back down on that hunk of man-meat and I thrilled to feel the power of it, throbbing in my ass. It was so powerful, so manly. It was as if it were taking me over, from inside, making me just an extension of this magnificent penis.

God, it felt so good! How could it feel so good? All the disappointment and jealousy and hurt was gone, replaced by a feeling of fulfillment and contentment. This was my place, my purpose in life. To please men, to make their cocks feel good, to be fucked by them. My ass was for cock, to make cocks feel good. My body was theirs to use. It didn't matter that my cock was in a metal cage. The only cock that mattered was the cock in my ass. The cock being hugged and loved by my greasy boy-pussy.

And I thought of Ray. As Brian's penis blissfully stroked in and out of my loosening ass, I thought of Ray, of his cock penetrating Babette, making Ray feel so good and of Babette, feeling this same completion, this pleasure. ’So good!’ I cried silently, almost crying tears that Brian's cock felt so right, so beautiful. Opening me up, opening my ass to his cock, but opening my heart at the same time, opening my mind to my place in this new world. Ray was like Brian: his cock deserved all the pleasure it could find. He deserved every bit of the joy Babette's ass could give him.

I could not be possessive, I thought to myself. I had to be submissive, like O in The Story of O. I had to lose my ego and let Ray be my master. I would be his wife but also his plaything, his slave.

It was as if Brian's cock was fucking through my ass into my heart! My chest filled with love, for him, for Ray, for Babette, for Tonya. We had stumbled our way to love, a different kind of love, an unfamiliar love, but a wonderful love, a love that could overcome every barrier put in its way.

I didn't care that my cock couldn't come, because Brian's cock was making my ass feel so good. A cock in my ass, that was my fulfillment. Now I wanted Brian to feel as good as I was feeling. I slid up and down on his pole, working his shaft in and out of me in long strokes, steadily building speed.

I looked at Brian's face and was happy to see his concentration and hunger. The fact that he'd fucked Tonya not long ago was forgotten now, as his cock sensed another hot hole it might impregnate. His eyes flitted over the metal cage stunting my cock, fascinated by the unusual sight. He began to thrust up into me and I knew his fever was rising. I increased my speed, bouncing up and down faster and faster, trying to milk him of his seed.

"Give me your cum! My ass wants your hot cum. Please! Make me a woman!" My dirty talk excited Brian and he began to spear my ass with his thrusts. I knew his cum was rising in him and my ass was so hungry for it I could taste it. My ass-thrusts became as frantic as his jerky jabs up into me. "Give it to me! Give it up!" I begged.

I felt his penis swell even thicker and then his spasms started. With a jerk he thrust up into me and then the hot flood of his sperm warmed my rectum.

"Oh, God, yes!" I hissed and I could feel my heart melting with joy at his gift. My poor cock was desperate to burst its bonds, but my ass was in heaven.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Brian growled in his typical masculine articulateness. But I took his outburst as testimony to his being overcome with pleasure.

"Oh, baby, oh, baby, oh, baby! You fucked me so good!" I said, panting with effort of our final frenzy. My hands swept over his muscular chest, feeling his strength and wiping away drops of sweat. What a specimen! He smiled and I knew at that moment he wasn't thinking of me as his girlfriend's queer husband, but as the woman he'd just fucked—delightfully.

"God, you love to fuck, don't you? I got to give you trannies credit: you try harder!" he said. "Whew! I can't believe how hot you got me again!"

One thing for sure about the chastity: it kept me horny. I was still randy even after being fucked to my heart's content. I pulled off of Brian with a groan, putting a hand over my gaping anus. But my first priority was that lovely penis, drooling cum and smeared in its own juices. I eagerly sucked it into my mouth and sighed at the delicious taste of Brian's semen. I vacuumed the last drops of cum out of his slit, squeezing his shaft from the bottom like a toothpaste tube, while Brian winced.

Then I turned to the treasure in my bottom. I held my hand under me and squeezed out Brian's gift in a pearly pool. The wet trickle was like an anointment, confirming my womanhood, my worthiness. I licked greedily at it, reveling in the unmistakable taste. But having not had an orgasm, I was still filled with energy. My legs were tiRed and my ass tingled warmly, but my mind buzzed with all the thoughts and feelings that had been running through me.

"Feeling better?" Tonya asked me, hugging me around the shoulder.

"Much!"

"You understand what you need to do?"

"Yes, I do," I said, turning to her and giving her a sisterly kiss. "You and Brian have shown me what I am and what I need to do. I'm going to call Ray again."

"Good!" Tonya enthused.

Nervously but without hesitation I dialed my cell phone.

"Hello?" came Ray's voice, sleepily.

"Hi. It's Janine."

"Hi, baby," he said warily.

"Hi, baby. Is Babette still there?"

"Uh, no, she went home."

"Did you two have a good time?" I tried to sound upbeat and breezy, not prying or sarcastic.

"Yeah, we did," Ray replied, letting his guard down a little.

"Good! You deserve to feel good. I'm glad she makes you feel good!"

"You are?"

"Yes,. I've been talking with Tonya and Brian, and I think I've got my head wrapped around this. Did you get my voice mail?"

"Huh? Uh, no, I didn't check my phone. We were ... busy."

"Hah! I bet. you were, you horn-dog! Well, I'd like to come over. I owe you an apology and I want to make it face to face."

"You don't need to apologize. I should probably be the one...."

"No! I don't want you to feel that way. I'll explain when I get there, if I can come over."

"Sure you can come over. I don't know how long I'm going to last though."

"That's OK. I know how you men are after you've shot your wad!"

"Uh, yeah."

"Well don't fall asleep for 15 minutes and I'll be there." I realized it would be longer than that: I had to get dressed again and fix my make-up. I was still not used to the complications of being a girl.

But by the time I got there Ray was still awake. I quickly pulled him into a hug and kiss and it was so fervent on my part that I realized how scared I was that I might alienate Ray with my stupid jealousy. I wanted to assure him and myself that I still loved him. And as he kissed me back I realized too that we had something beyond what Brian and I had shared. I didn't just love his cock or his strong body.

"I want to apologize for bursting in on you and Babette. Whatever the two of you do together is fine."

"But I don't want to hurt you or cheat you," Ray interrupted.

"That's what I want to tell you. I'm not going let myself go there. I love you. I want every good thing for you. If Babette makes you feel good, then I want that for you. I see that now."

"You're not breaking up with me, are you?"

"No! Why would you think...? Oh, you think I'm saying, 'Go to her if she can make you happier than I can.' No! I'm saying I can make room for her. Or even lots of her's. I want to be your wife, if you still want me, but I don't want to be your jailer. If you want to see Babette, even all night, I can stay at Tonya's or sleep in the guest room."

"If I still want you? Of course I still want you!" Ray broke in. “Janine, I won't lie to you. Babette—the sex we have is fantastic. But what you and I have is not just sex. Our sex is fantastic too, but I love you. I want to be with you. I want to marry you."

"That's what Tonya and Brian showed me, or part of it. That good sex is wonderful, whoever it's with. If you and Babette have great sex, that's great. Even if it is better than our sex—that's all the more reason I should want you to go to her. I'm not going to keep you from eating in a restaurant because the chef is a better cook than I am."

"But what if I eat out at restaurants, but you have to stay home and eat leftovers?"

"You forget, I have a special fondness for leftovers! But, yeah, that's OK. I can eat leftovers. But I can also eat at a different restaurant myself!"

"Oh, so that's what's caused your change of heart? 'Eating out'?"

I blushed.

"Well, partly," I temporized. "But it's more the truth behind 'eating out.' There's a lot of people who can make us feel good and if we have a hunger for that and a need for that, why should we limit ourselves? Why should you have to limit yourself to my 'home cooking'? You're a gourmet."

"Maybe I'm just a glutton!" Ray joked.

"Maybe we both are!" I parried. "Really, when I had Brian's cock in my ass tonight ... it felt so good. And I thought, 'This is just what Ray's feeling when he's in Babette. Why shouldn't he enjoy that?' How could I deprive you of that—that joy! We're really lucky, our kind. We don't fit in the usual mold, so we ask, 'You say I can't be a woman or love cock. What else do you say I can't do that I really can?' If I can be happy when I see another man fuck my wife, why can't I be happy when my husband fucks another girl? Repeatedly and satisfyingly, apparently!" I said, grabbing at Ray's crotch.

"You got that right!"

"Speaking of 'leftovers...,'" I joked, parting his robe and diving at his cock.

"Oh, babe, Babette drained me! I don't have anything left for you!" he warned.

"That bitch!" I complained. "She hasn't even left any scraps for me," I said, as I ran my tongue up the underside of his flaccid member. It was only half-true: I could still catch some faint tang of Ray's cum and lube despite her thorough clean-up effort. Just the aroma of Ray's masculine sweat was intoxicating.

"I wonder about your leftovers," Ray chided, pulling me up and reaching between my ass cheeks. He could feel the laxity and slipperiness of my anus. "Oh, yeah! You've been a busy girl!" He slipped a finger into me and poked at my prostate. "Good thing I have this locked up! No telling what shape you'd be in."

"The shape I'm in is horny!" I said, grinding my ass on his finger. "Don't you have a key for that? It might need some air. It's been awfully cooped up," I said, rubbing my smooth cheek against his beard stubble.

"Maybe just to check that everything's healthy. But don't expect too much," Ray answered. He continued to massage my prostate for a short while, just enjoying his power over me as I undulated my hips.

"Uncle!" I surrendered. "Have mercy!" Ray smiled, relishing his position of superiority. He went to his bureau and retrieved the key. He unlocked the cage and slid it off my penis, which immediately started to. swell. I did not realize how cramped my cock had felt until my erection blossomed. I was hard as a rock in moments. It felt so good!

"We won't be able to get the ring off with this thing hard like that!" Ray told me.

"That's OK, just touch it!" I rasped.

"Like this?" he said, wrapping his fingers around my slim shaft.

"Oh, yeah!" I said, overwhelmed by how good it was to finally feel skin on skin. Ray pushed me down on the bed and began to kiss me while he lightly stroked my penis.

"It seems healthy," Ray said, breaking the kiss.

"Oh, I'm not sure. I think we need to make sure all the kinks are out of it and that the plumbing works."

"Oh, you think we're gonna test the plumbing?"

"If you keep doing that you will," I sighed.

"I'd better be careful," he said. "Let me get something to make it slipperier." Instead of getting the Vaseline, he found a bottle of massage oil and drizzled it over his palm. He applied it generously to my penis. The slipperiness was divine. I moaned as his hand slid up and down effortlessly, tantalizingly. My cock gleamed with the oil.

"Look at that! It's so hard! Does that feel good?"

"God, yes!" I gasped.

"You're so horny, aren't you? You probably sucked Brian's cock and it felt so good in your mouth, didn't it? Then he fucked you, and you loved his big cock in your ass, didn't you? But you couldn't get off because of your chastity, could you?" All the while he continued to stroke my penis slowly, almost hypnotically. I could feel my sap rising.

"You've got to have a lot of girl-cum backed up in your little balls. Wouldn't you love to come? You can feel your cum bubbling up inside you." He kept stroking, slowly, lightly. I needed a little bit more. I started bucking up into his hand, but snatched it away.

"Unh, unh, unh!" he tsked. "You're a greedy little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes," I croaked. "Yes, I'm a greedy slut. Please! Please, let me come! Just a little bit more and I can come!"

"Nuh-uh-unh! Not yet! I want to play with my slut a little more! I love this little cock! It's leaking, isn't it?  Look at that pre-cum oozing out. I guess the plumbing works!" He kept up his maddeningly slow stroking. He let go of my cock and it bobbed erect, throbbing with each beat of my heart. Ray began to just toy with the tip and run a finger up and down the underside lightly, teasing me.

"It's so little. So cute. Even when it's all hard, it's just a little girlie cock. Oh, it wants to shoot so bad! Look at it throbbing! It's so red! But it can't come unless I say it can."

My penis felt as if it might split down the middle. It had been so close to coming, it felt overfull, congested. My nerves cried out to be released, to orgasm.

"Oh, God, Ray! Please! Please, can I come?"

"Oh, I think you can stand it a little while longer, don't you? Doesn't it feel so good, so good to be out of your cage? To be able to feel flesh on flesh? Don't you want your fiancé to play with your cock a little more?"

"I need to come so bad!"

"Yes, you do. Look at your cock! But you can't come, can you? Not unless I say." He continued to slide up and down, slowly, lightly, sometimes just with the tip a finger. Tantalizing.

"Uuunnnhhhh!" I groaned, gnashing my teeth.

"Do you want me to stop? I can stop if you want," Ray teased. I strained toward his hand, torn between the exquisite need I had for his touch and the torture of being so close but not there yet.

"Please!" I groaned. He closed his hand around my slippery cock and I shuddered, feeling the cum at the base of my penis. I thought this was it, that he'd gone too far. But he held his hand still and the steady pressure was too dull, not quite at the trigger points. I teetered on the edge, but then the sensation of imminence waned. I felt exhausted by the strain.

Ray removed his hand completely and I was crazy. I reached toward my cock, determined to end my agony and give myself an orgasm,. But he was too fast, too strong. He grabbed my wrists in his fists and pushed my hands away and held me down.

"No, no, no!" he scolded, and then he silenced my protests with his lips on mine, kissing me hard. As frustrated as I was and angry at his teasing, in a few moments I was no longer fighting him but relaxing into his mouth, returning his kiss. My penis throbbed, but the kiss was warm, loving. And there was no question which of us was stronger and who was in control.

“Are you going to possessive? Are you going to come between me and Babette if I want to fuck her?”

“No, no, I won’t! I’m yours to do with what you want! Please, just let me come!”

I was helpless physically, emotionally. His chest was on mine, holding me down. My poor penis was waving in the air, unable to touch anything.

"That's better. Your little girl-cock belongs to me. And I'm not ready for it to come yet. So calm down. You've had your fun. Time to go back in your chastity."

"No! I need to come!"

"Oh, that’s how you are going to be obedient to me, is it? No, you want to come, but you'll live without it. You’ll come when I want you to come and not before! Maybe if you're good, I'll let you come tomorrow. If you're real, real good."

"Arrgghhh!" I whimpered.

"There, there," Ray tried to gentle me, kissing me on my face, neck, shoulders. "You'll be OK." He waited patiently for me to calm down. Gradually I felt my urgency recede. "That's better," Ray assured me. Gradually I relaxed and as he felt my tension go, he let go of my arms and was hugging me instead of pinning me down.

"Babette didn't have to calm down, I bet!" I said spitefully.

"I'm not in charge of her cock. But I am in charge of this one! You gave that to me. And I love exercising that control, I’ve found!"

I whimpered again when Ray reached for the cock cage. My cock was still semi-hard, but he was able to force it into the steel contraption. I silently cursed at the way my cock squished down under his forceful push. The mild pain only helped cow my penis into deflating enough for him to slip the lock in.

"There. All locked up nice and tight!"

"What's nice about it?" I pouted.

"What's nice is that I'm going to let you sleep here with me tonight, if you stop sulking and promise to be a good girl." After all the ups and downs of tonight, that actually didn’t sound bad, despite the uncomfortable congestion in my pelvis.

"I'd like that," I said more gently.

"That's my girl," Ray said. "Now brush your teeth and put on your nightie. And give yourself an enema. Who knows what I'll feel like in the morning?" That made my heart go pit-a-pat and I rushed into the john to obey his orders. I generously greased up my ass, moaning as my fingers poured more fuel on the smoldering fire in my groin.

I spooned up next to Ray, shrinking into his strong body, my ass pressing into his groin. His hand reached around and cupped my cock in its chastity.

“You are in big trouble, Janine! I love knowing how frustrated your little penis is! You may have created a monster!”

I trembled at those words and my spirit quailed to think how much I was at his mercy!

He felt twice as big as me, but that was almost all psychological. He was all of maybe 3 inches taller was all, although much more muscular. Not a body builder, but obviously strong and he must lift some weights. I enjoyed feeling weak and helpless in his arms. Losing our little wrestling match actually turned me on! I wanted to serve him.

Serve him. I mused on that as his warm body cocooned me from behind. I felt his thick tool rub up against my smooth butt. If serving him meant allowing or even encouraging him to fuck other girls, that's what I would do. The more he fucked them, the more I was proving how devoted I was to him. If I welcomed them into our bed, if I even made room for them by absenting myself for a night, if I befriended them, I would prove how much I really loved Ray.

God, what a cock he had! What a man he was! What right did I have to expect to claim all of that for me, any more than I had been sensible to expect I could claim the charms of a woman like Tonya? I would accept my role, play my role, and, I hoped, learn to love it, even cherish my role as Ray's "main wife."


-Day 117 Wednesday-

The next morning we were both in a playful mood. I toyed Ray’s cock to hardness and he suckled on my nipples until I was squirming. True to his threat, I found his fingers probing into my backside and he reached for the lube to ease his way into me. I was surprisingly tight, given that Brian had just fucked me the night before. It felt so good to have Ray inside me. He fucked me slowly, almost sleepily, as if he were stretching it out. It wasn’t long before I was loose and humping back into him. But then he slowed down and finally stopped.

"Just a little test run," he explained and I groaned again.

"You sure? You don't want to leave me something to remember you by?"

"You’ll remember me by the tingle in your bottom and the congestion in your clit!" he replied and pulled out despite my protests and whining. Then he smacked me and ordered me to get in the kitchen and make his breakfast like a good wife. I liked hearing him call me his "wife"! I skedaddled to the kitchen without any further complaint. He was right, that the tingle in my rectum warmed me as I fixed his bacon and eggs, and the congestion of my groin was maddening! After breakfast he informed me that he expected me to come to his house straight from work and then he handed me a key!

"You're my fiancée: you should have a key. You might get here before I do. You should be able to let yourself in." I looked at the key. It was shiny and new. It wasn't a spare he had lying around. He'd had it made special.

"You're sure? What if I'd let myself in last night?"

"I guess I'll have to let you know when I have company. But we might not always need privacy. I’ll enjoy fucking others in front of you sometimes!" Oh, that got me in the goodie. He sounded just like Sir Stephen in The Story of O!

I kissed him and I put the key in my purse.

"I've got to get going. I'll see you later," I told him.

That night we were like lovebirds again. I did beat Ray home and it was a thrill to let myself in and have the place to myself for a half-hour before he arrived. I'd made cocktails for us while I waited and handed one to him as soon as he arrived. We went out to a local restaurant for a simple dinner rather than making dinner. Then we came back home and made glorious love. Ray unlocked my chastity and I came like gangbusters while he plowed my furrow missionary style.

As we lay in bed afterwards Ray gave me some news.

"I've made an appointment for us on Saturday. I called Dr. M___, and he's agreed to meet us at his office on Saturday to discuss augmentation."

"Really?" I said. I was surprised how excited I was. I guess I was over any ambivalence about my change of genders. More and more I realized I was envious of the she-males in the videos with the luscious boobs, who really looked like women with cocks, rather than ones like me with no chest who looked like boys in their sisters' clothes. I'd been on hormones only a couple weeks and hardly noticed any difference apart from some tenderness of my nipples.

"Are you happy?"

"I'm thrilled! I want to be the best girl I can for you!" And, I thought, ’Babette doesn't have any tits!’

"Good, I'm glad. He doesn't usually have Saturday office hours, but he agreed to for me."

"Thank you, Ray," I said and kissed him.

After an evening of lovemaking, it did not bother me so much to go back into the chastity device. It almost felt comforting, like a man putting a heart-shaped locket around his beloved’s neck. Maybe I would get used to it the way James was, where its grip would be like Ray hugging me constantly.

I went to bed on a cloud that night, smiling from ear to ear. I was going to get tits!


-Day 118 Thursday-

The next night was Thursday. Ray suggested I come straight from work again, so I had to leave early to stop home and pack. Tonya tried to act neglected, but her heart wasn't in it. This all was her idea in the first place and she was so happy for me and Ray that she couldn't complain too much about not having her cuckold around to lick her clean after Brian fucked her! She joked that after our divorce she might have to remarry to get a cuckold hubby to wait on her and Brian again! I guess they'd had a few spats about who would clean the bathroom! But I still think Brian's big cock was enough to keep her mostly happy, and he wasn't really a bad guy. Tonya’s pregnancy was finally slowing down their sex life a little, just from fatigue and aches and pains.

"Maybe Ray will loan you to Brian for a pity fuck now and then, until the baby's born and my cunt is back in service!" I made it clear to her and Brian that I had no objection to entertaining his succulent cock any time and I didn't think Ray would mind.

When I got to Ray's I let myself in again. Ray arrived not much after and I could tell he had something on his mind.

"After our little tiff Tuesday, I think I need to know that you are as good as your word. You said you would not be jealous of Babette or any other girl I'm attracted to. I think you need to prove that to me. I need to know that you are so devoted to me that you will serve me, even if that means seeing that my cock's well taken care of by someone else."

That certainly was a different tack. Ray hadn't talked that baldly in terms of my "serving" him before. He'd mostly talked lovingly or lustily. That chastity device seemed to have altered our dynamics. Of course, why wouldn't he think of me that way? From the very beginning he'd seen me serving Tonya. And maybe he had picked up on something in me. Wasn't I the one who had gotten off on the idea of being his kept housewife, waiting dutifully for him at home with his dinner? And didn't I feel a surge in my loins at the very words "serve me," "seeing my cock's taken care of"?

I decided to go along with him. I didn't answer him: I stood with my head down, waiting for his orders.

"So I want you to call Babette and invite her to come over tonight, and invite her to spend the night if she wants."

"So do you want me to go?" I asked.

"No, I want you to stay and be my hostess. And you can sleep in the guest room if Babette wants to stay the night."

"OK," I said and I felt a shiver of submission and excitement going down my spine. I was a piece of work! It wasn't enough to be a submissive cuckold husband and faggot shemale cocksucker. I craved the humiliation of being a cuckolded tranny faggot cocksucker.

I picked up the phone and punched in Nikki and Bobbie's number.

"May I speak to Bobbie, or, er, Babette?" I said when Chad answered the phone. When Bobbie came on, I said, "I'm sorry to be calling so late, but Ray, er, we would like to see you, if you are free. We, er, Ray would like you to stay the night if you can."

"I'll be over as soon as I can pull myself together. I'll be there before 7," Babette replied. "And I'd love to stay the night!"

"Great!" I said with as much enthusiasm as I could muster and hung up. 'I want to do whatever makes Ray happy,' I said to myself.

"She'll be here by 7, she said," I told Ray.

"Good girl!" he said, as kissed me. "I'll make us some big salads for dinner," he offered. I poured us some wine while he threw together the salads. We made small talk until the doorbell rang. I jumped up and opened the door to Babette.

'I really am glad she's here,' I told myself. 'She's here to make Ray happy. I love Ray. I want him to be happy. If fucking Babette makes him happy, then I want him to fuck Babette. I'm glad he’s going to fuck Babette tonight.'

"Hi, Babette!" I greeted her. I pulled her into a hug and gave her a sisterly kiss. "Come in!" I looked at her. She did look very cute tonight. "You look darling! Ray will be so pleased!" I congratulated her.

"Yes, you look beautiful," Ray agreed, coming up behind me. "Come here!" He greeted her with open arms and swept her into a hug and not-sisterly kiss. He reached behind her and squeezed her ass and pulled her against his groin. No doubt Babette felt the bulge of his semi-hard cock pressing against her own gherkin.

"Here, you two sit here," I suggested, pointing to the couch, "and I'll make you drinks." They both smiled broadly and Ray gave me a warm glance, acknowledging my taking the hostess role so readily. I mixed a pitcher of Martinis and poured them each a generous one and a small one for myself. Ray had his arms around Babette and he was already giving her little kisses on the cheek and nose.

I clinked glasses with them and sat in a chair to their side. "You two make a nice couple," I forced myself to say generously. "I'm glad you were able to come over on such short notice, Babette," I continued. "You get Ray's motor going. I'm sure he's already hard for you!"

"Let's see!" Babette said archly and reached her hand down to stroke Ray's crotch. "Oh, yeah!" she sighed.

"Damn!" Ray exclaimed and squirmed under her caress. "Yeah, I got something for you!"

"Baby, you look uncomfortable!" I said, playing my part. "Let's show Babette how much you were looking forward to her visit." I got up and undid Ray's belt and lowered his zipper. He raised his hips and let me inch down his pants. "That's better. Go ahead, Babs." Babette freed his cock from its confines and it responded by going from half-hard to stiff. Babette's red fingernails feathered Ray's penis and her hands began to lightly stroke his shaft.

"Oh, man!" Ray sighed.

"Look how hard you have him already! I'll bet your mouth is watering!" I remarked.

Babette bent over and took my fiancé's penis into her mouth. Ray groaned and arched his hips up into the warm wet depths of her mouth.  Ray's cock almost instantly stiffened with full arousal. I watched fascinated as Babette's tongue traced the rim of the glans and licked across the slit.. She bobbed her head up and down on his length and I shivered as my own mouth watered to taste that throbbing flesh.

His shaft glistened with her saliva and Babette slid her hand up and down the slickness. Ray’s lidded eyes and short breaths told me how excited he was by Babette's ministrations—and by the nastiness of cheating on the fiancée he had had for less than two weeks and making her watch her rival blow him.

And I was excited by it too! Seeing Ray's arousal took my breath away! To see his cock red and hard just feet away was made somehow more poignant by the fact that it was another girl that he lusted after this moment. Oh, he knew I was there, but it was Babette who he burned for right now!

I was just still man enough to guess how good her mouth felt on him and to envy him. The more excited he got, the higher his fever pitch, the more aroused I felt in the constrained, groin-congested way a chastised sissy can feel. In a way it was a beautiful sight. The way it should be: a real man enjoying a feminized sissy.

‘You love Ray. Be happy for him,’ I told myself.

Ray put a finger under Babette's chin and pulled his mouth up to his. Then he whispered something into her ear and pulled something out of his pocket and gave it to her. She turned to me and pulled me up out of the chair. She lifted up my dress and took the my cock cage and showed me what Ray had given her: the key. She slipped it into the lock and opened it and slipped the cage off me. My penis sprang to hardness. Babette wrapped one hand around it and put the other behind my head and pulled me into a kiss. Her hand felt so good that I was happy to return her kiss.

"Undress me for Ray," she whispered to me. "He wants to fuck me. Get me ready for him." I shivered at the dirtiness of it. Babette continued to stroke my erection as I unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her bra. I slipped her blouse down her arms and admired the lacy, sexy bra she wore. I kissed her again and unzipped her skirt and let it fall at her feet, so that she now stood in her sexy underthings.

Her own girly cock strained against her satiny panties, a wet stain evident on the front. I pulled my own dress over my head and we clinched, my freed cock rubbing against the taut fabric of the crotch of her panties. Babette gasped as I pulled her panties down and our bare cocks touched. I was overcome with excitement and I pulled Babette into a hug, one hand on her ass and another on a bra cup. She regrasped my boy-clit.

"Love to see my girls playing nicely together," Ray said, his hand stroking his cock, bigger than our two put together.

"I think you two would be more comfortable in the bedroom," I said, trembling slightly, partly from what Babette was doing to me and partly from the arousal of my assisting Ray's infidelity. It excited me to be submitting to my own cuckolding again.

I led Babette into Ray's bedroom and lay her on the bed, still in her hose and garter and bra. Ray followed us, but he stood to the side, waiting to see what I would do. I kissed Babette, who looked beautiful dressed like that, spread out languorously like a odalisque. She was comfortable here, as if this were her bed and not mine. I burned with jealousy and submission both! It was her bed for now and she would be sleeping—and fucking—here tonight!

I reached for the jar of lube and I began to apply it to her bunghole while I continued to kiss her affectionately. She mewed sweetly into my mouth as my fingers played with her ring and began to dip into the hot center. My own cock jumped at the delicious feeling of her sphincters opening and gripping my fingers! I thrilled at the sensation of fucking her in my own small way, feeling my fingers slip in and out, toying with her sacred place.

"Ray's cock will feel so good in there!" I whispered to her, "and you'll make his cock feel so good! He loves fucking you! You are only the second girl he's ever fucked! Maybe he likes your ass better than mine. Do you think?" That idea excited Babette and she arched up with my fingers still in her, trying to press her little cock into me.

"Yes! Yes!" she gasped, but whether she was assenting to what I said or what I was doing, no one could tell.

"I think she's more than ready for you," I told Ray. He looked at her hungrily and I felt like a fifth wheel. Ray kissed me gently.

"We'd like to be alone now," he told me. "You can sleep in the guest room tonight."

"Yes, OK," I said and my cock still stood out stiff, aroused by my submission and the raw lust in the air.

"You may please yourself however you like," Ray said to me. "In fact, I think I'd like it if you masturbated while you think about what we're doing in here." He lightly kissed me again, but then turned his attention to his lover. He covered her body with his masculinity while I backed out of the room.

I stood just outside the door, not looking but listening as they began to kiss and moan at the heat their bodies were generating. I could so clearly picture Ray's large penis rubbing against Babette's small one, his mouth on hers, her anus clenching in eagerness to sheathe his cock.  I couldn't help but grasp my rigid penis and begin to stroke it as I imagined the scene just behind that door! It felt so good to touch myself! Absence made the heart grow fonder! I shivered with the deliciousness of my self-stroking and I didn't want to leave. I wanted to connect spiritually with what was going on unseen just a few feet from me.

I could hear the muffled moans and rustling and then a mixture of groans that assured me that Ray had entered her. My cock strained to fill my hand as I imagined Babette's joy at being stretched by that gorgeous cock! And I sighed as I guessed what delights Babette's tight rectum was offering Ray's engorged member. My own penis drooled with pre-cum and it slicked my shaft. Was this torture or delight to listen to the sounds of my fiancé fucking another woman? My cock didn't care. It was happy to be stroked and my mind sang with the perverse excitement of their debauchery and my humiliating condoning of it!

"Oh, Ray, fuck me!" I heard Babette cry. "Fuck my horny ass! My ass is yours! I want to feel you come in me!" I could hear Ray's efforts become more forceful and the slapping of flesh on flesh and squeaks of the bed frame.

"God!" Ray strangled out. "Your ass ... is so hot ... so sweet! It feels ... so ... good!" Both them descended into random groans and grunts then. My hand shook with arousal and I could feel my cum bubbling within me! It was as if their excitement and mine were one, traveling between us on the ether. My spurt would bless their union. I tried to hold back, to time my come to coincide with theirs. It wouldn't be long.

"Fuck!" I heard Ray swear and then agitated grunts and then the explosion. "Aauurrggghhh! Unh! Unh!" His come sparked my own and with a shudder I was loosing my spunk into my hand. I gripped my cock and wrung every twitch I could wring out of my tortured organ. I smiled to be sharing my climax symbolically with my love, even though his cock was in another tranny's ass right then.

"I love you, Ray!" I whispered to myself. I looked at the pool of pearly liquid in my palm and automatically did my sissy thing and licked it up like a good girl. Of course, now I was let down, feeling that post-orgasm depression begin to set in. I became aware of how wrong it was to be eavesdropping on their lovemaking, how intrusive that was, and I slinked out to the living room. I went into the kitchen and poured myself a glass of wine.

"Oh!" said Ray in surprise as he saw I was there. "I was going to get us the same thing."

Without being asked I got out two more glasses and poured wine into each. I looked at him. He was naked and his cock was wet and glistening with lube and cum. Without a word I dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouthed and sucked it clean. Ray pulled me up and kissed me and without another word took the two glasses and walked back to the bedroom.

I wandered back to the guest room with my wine, at loose ends. I'd come, but I was still restless. I craved what Babette was getting: Ray's body, a good fucking. My ass twitched at the thought of being widened by that hot, hard-soft flesh. My prostate hungered for the stroke of his cockhead against it.

I slugged down my wine and then lay on the bedspread. My hand strayed down and reached behind me and caressed my own buttocks. My fingers probed between my cheeks and stroked across that sensitive pucker and a sigh escaped my lips. I teased the puckered flesh there and felt the dimple of the opening, wider than it used to be, from entertaining so many thick cocks. God! I needed something in there!

On the side table was some lube, from Ray's midnight visit to Babette, no doubt. I fumbled for the jar and greased one finger and thrust it into my rectum. That's better. Oh, so nice! I fucked myself teasingly and even my slender finger felt good. I had to be careful for my long fingernails. I scooped up some more goo and slipped another finger in, then two at once. I crammed my fingers up to the knuckles, reaching for my prostate and massaging that wonderful organ! But, God, I needed to be full!

I got up and rummaged through the bathroom and then I went into the kitchen. Something about the right size, smooth, no sharp edges. I found a frying pan with a round wooden handle. It was smooth, rounded, actually had sort of a seductive shape: wide at the end and narrow in the middle to fit your hand. But I could fit it somewhere else! I felt embarrassed to be that desperate, but I couldn't wait to get back to the bedroom and try it!

I stopped in the bathroom and ran the water hot and held the handle under the faucet to warm it up. Then trembling I scrambled onto the bed and lubed up the makeshift dildo. It had a metal cap that was cold but when I felt the wooden handle bulge and begin to spread me, I sighed! I felt the widest part stretch my sphincter and then slip past and settle down in my rectum. Mmmm, that felt good!

The pan part of the frying pan was awkward to hold, but I managed to press the handle in further to where it started to widen again. The end of the handle pressed on my prostate and I moaned. Oh yeah! I fucked myself gently and my penis began to stiffen delightfully. But it was my ass that needed the attention. I'd come already, but my ass needed fucking!

I lay there blissfully just probing myself over and over. Oh, I needed that! My cock was semi-hard again and pre-cum began to ooze from my slit. It was distracting to have to be both the fucker and the fuckee. But it felt so good to have something in my ass that I didn't mind too much. It didn't have the wonderful feeling of submission to a man, of feeling his sex throbbing inside me, but it felt good nonetheless. I'd gone from never dreaming of putting anything in my ass to needing it like I needed food or oxygen! I was going to have to pack my dildos if Ray wasn't always going to be available to service me.

After a while my need began to subside and I turned my attention back to my cock. I stroked myself and I pictured Ray and Babette cuddling together, her ass leaking his cum after their second bout of lovemaking. Was it love? If it was, I'd have to make room in my heart to love them both and to love their love for each other. I hoped it was lust, an infatuation that would run its course, leaving me and Ray just as devoted as ever.

I rolled that thought around in my head. ’What if he loves her? What if he loves her just as much as me? Or more?’ My traitorous cock throbbed at that idea. ’What if he loves her?’ It throbbed. ’He loves her.’ Throb. ’He's loving her right now.’ Throb. ’His cock is inside her ass right now. Her little cock is stiff, her cum is bubbling up, stirred by his thrusts against her prostate. She feels his cum spurting into her....’ And I came! My ass spasmed around the fry pan handle and my little peepee spit its watery spray onto my belly.

Now I felt ridiculous. Here I was, with a frying pan sticking out of my ass, on the guest bed in my fiancé's apartment, with my meager cum in a pitiful pool on my stomach. I scooped up my spew and licked it off my fingers as best I could and then I eased the handle out of my bottom. I winced as the wide part of the handle stretched me. But it still felt good, to feel my ass used, open, greased. If a guy with a nice cock appeared right this second, I'd spread my legs wide and roll my ass up to greet him and I'd sigh with pleasure as his dick buried itself in me! Oh yeah!

I lay there indolently for a few minutes, the evidence of my debauchery lying next to me on the bed, the fry pan handle glistening accusingly with lube. Finally I stirred myself and went into the kitchen and cleaned the handle with soap and dried it and put it back in the drawer. Good to know for next time. A very satisfactory makeshift for a spur-of-the-moment thing.

I was exhausted now from coming twice, but strung out from the knowledge that Babette was luxuriating in Ray's strong arms now, while I had a cold lonely bed to look forward to. I didn't even have my nightgown to comfort me: it was hanging in the other bedroom. I crawled under the covers naked and shivered until the sheets warmed up. Maybe I should go to Tonya's, I thought. At least I've got clothes there. But Ray had said he wanted me to sleep in the bedroom.

I remembered Tonya saying that her fucking with Brian and the others was sweeter for knowing that I was horny and deprived. I bet Ray was enjoying the same spice. Forbidden fruit is sweeter. He reveled in the grip of Babette's ass precisely because it wasn't mine! I couldn't win, except to love Ray and to trust him.


-Day 119 Friday-

The early morning sounds of someone in the kitchen woke me. I smelled bacon. ’Ugh!’ I thought to myself as I remembered where I was and why I was alone. I was still naked, so I pulled the sheet off the bed and wrapped it around me toga-style. Babette was wearing a nightgown she must have packed and a thin robe and she was busying herself in the kitchen.

"Good morning!" she piped brightly.

"You're awful cheerful for this early in the morning.”

"Yes! I am in a good mood. I ... enjoyed myself ... immensely last night! And I slept like a rock! I woke up with a lot of energy, so I thought I'd make us all breakfast."

"That's smells delicious!" Ray said, coming into the room in a short robe. He came up behind me and took me in his arms from behind. "Good morning, beautiful," he said affectionately to me, as if nothing had happened. As much as I wanted to be miffed, his hug felt so good and it felt so good to hear the love in his voice that I couldn't. Maybe I'd passed a test last night.

But after a brief hug he let go and went around the counter and gave Babette a kiss on the lips. That stung, but then he came back and sat beside me at the breakfast bar. I guess I'd have to get used to this, to sharing him, as I'd gotten used to sharing—or not even sharing—Tonya. So I guess I was in a better position here. At least I still got to fuck Ray.

He walked over to the coffee table and picked up my chastity.

"I guess we should put this back on now," he said.

"I want to watch!" Babette said.

Of course that attention just started to get me hard, but I willed myself to calm down. Babette hovered over us as Ray pulled my ball sac through the small ring and worked one testicle through. Then he pulled the other side of my sac through. With some difficulty he pushed the other testicle through the tight ring. It looked as if there were no room to fit my half-hard cock through the ring, but Ray pressed it roughly under the collar. The struggle deflated my penis somewhat, making it easier. He dabbed a thin layer of lube around my glans to make it possible to slide my cock down the barrel of the cage, but it looked as if the cage was not nearly long enough.

"It's not going to fit!" Babette exclaimed. "That cage is too short, even for a girly cock!" But Ray knew better. Even a half-hard cock is no match for metal. He carefully kept my accordioned flesh out of the way of the prongs of the cage and squished my overmanned organ until the cage reached the ring. He threaded the lock through the post and clicked it shut. I was back in Ray's control, at least physically. I'd never been out of his control mentally and emotionally.

I felt oddly better to be locked up again! The cage was a sign of his possession of me. I was actually proud to wear it in front of Babette. Nikki kept Bobbie caged at home, but I belonged to Ray. Ray wanted to own my cock. He just fucked Babette, but I was his. I looked him in the eye and we exchanged a mental message. His lips formed a silent 'I love you," and I returned the same. We were on the same wavelength. He wanted me to know that nothing was different. What difference did it make if he fucked another girl or even slept with her? He still loved me.

I let Babette serve me eggs and toast and bacon and I didn't care that she gave Ray a peck on the cheek when she served him his. In fact, after we'd eaten, I helped clean up the kitchen and I caught Babette and hugged her and gave her a kiss. I was feeling generous. Ray loved me. I was going to be his wife. She could suck him and fuck him and sleep with him. If she made him happy, I was glad. Because he was still mine!

Babette had to hurry home: she wasn't a full-time girl and had to change back to go to work as a man. I had to go home and dress and fix myself, but I didn't have to take off my fingernails or make-up. And Babette probably needed to douche after last night!

Friday night was relaxed at home with Ray. He said we had our appointment with Dr. M___. Then he said that he had arranged a special surprise for me for Saturday night. After this week, the best surprise would be sex at home, just him and me, but I doubted that's what he was thinking! I was frisky and I couldn't wait to suck his cock when we sat down. He let me, but he pulled me off before I could make him come.

I begged him to fuck me, but he said he just wanted to cuddle and watch TV. ’What's the matter?’ I thought. I wasn't good enough for fucking, only Babette was? But he said this was, in a way, more special. He'd fuck me plenty, but he and I had years of fucking ahead and years of cuddling and hugging and kissing and talking like a couple. It did feel good to just be with each other. Maybe he was right. But I couldn't keep my hands off that beautiful monster and I kept him half-hard most of the evening and some of the night.


-Day 120 Saturday-

I woke Ray up with a blow job, but once again he pulled me off before I could get his creamy cum. We met Dr. M at his office. It was weird to be there with no one else: no secretaries, no nurses. He took a medical history.

The doctor was a little disapproving when I told him what a short period of time I'd been on the hormones. He explained that it is best to wait at least a year and better to be on hormones for two years before surgery. Then the results are much better and more natural looking. He said that the most he would recommend for me now was a preparatory surgery. He could give me a very small implant, like a AA or A cup that would start the process of stretching my chest muscles to make room for larger implants later. It would mean two surgeries, but it might mean the second surgery would be more successful and it would give Ray and me "something" to play with in the meantime.

I told him, "Let's do it!" I was nervous but also disappointed. I hadn't realized how committed I was to being a girl. I didn't have any real reservations about making an irreversible change to my body and giving up "Johnny" for good. I wanted tits! I envied the she-males who looked so feminine from the waist up. The nervousness was just the natural about something so unknown and uncertain.

"Well, if we're going to go ahead and plan surgery, I'll need to give you a much more thorough examination," Dr. M said. "Take everything off and lie down on the exam table." I doffed what little I still had on and lay down on the cold exam table. "The chastity device too," he said to Ray. That surprised me. I wasn't having anything done to my cock! But maybe he needed to see my bone structure better. "Let's see what we have to work with," he said, and he started feeling up my chest, especially my nipples. Despite my nervousness, I started to get an erection. Of course, just having the chastity off did that to me these days!

"I find that the sensitivity of the nipples can be a good sign of how well the hormones are going to work to develop the breasts. That's one reason I want to see how much her little cock responds," he explained as he tweaked one nipple, then both at once. I groaned a little and my cock started to get hard.

"Oh, she likes that! How about this?" he said and to my amazement he bent down and took one nipple in his mouth! What kind of a doctor was he? His interest did not seem purely clinical! He sucked my tiny tit erotically, while he continued to play with the other one. Soon I was arching my back and moaning like a slut.

"Oh, my gosh, you've got a hot one!" he said to Ray. He switched to the other nipple and my penis started oozing pre-cum! "I know it isn't scientific, but you can't work with as many trannies as I have and not start to think that some of them just have a feminine soul. How many men beg their girlfriends: 'Please suck on my tits!'? No, I think how much the brain and body are wired in a feminine pattern affects how well the surgery turns out. Sometimes I feel as if we have really created a girl— a girl with a cock, but a girl. And other times, no matter how good of a job I do, he's just a man with a nice set of tits."

"I have a test I like to do that will usually tell me which one Janine is, although I have a pretty good guess already," he said, as he started to unzip his pants! He drew out a nice cock, a little slimmer than Ray's but just as long. He stood at the head of the table. "Does she know what to do with this?" he said, still addressing himself to Ray.

"I think so. Let's see," Ray answered, winking! The doctor just stood there, his cock in his hand, inches from my face.

"What does a pretty girl like you do with something like this?" Dr. M asked.

I raised my hand and reached out for his penis. I closed my hand around it. I couldn't help but stroke it and feel the skin glide over the hardening tissues underneath.

"That's right," Dr. M cooed. I watched my own hand caress his manhood and I felt myself start to salivate. It looked so good. How would it feel in my mouth? I had to taste it. I leaned to the side and brought it to my mouth. Dr. M sighed.

"Ahhh!" A zing went through my nervous system as I felt the sensation I had come to love. I murmured in deep satisfaction to be where nature apparently wanted me to be, sucking on a nice big cock, pleasuring a man.

"Oh, my!" the doctor exclaimed. He began to thrust his hips gently, just milking my mouth. "My wife thinks I'm a workaholic, coming in on Saturdays for special patients. I tell her it's a labor of love!" He closed his eyes and savored the pleasures of my sissy mouth.

"Oh, that's nice!" he sighed. "But, of course, there's only one way to be sure that Janine is going to make a perfect girl," he said, pulling out of my mouth and walking to the end of the table. Out of a drawer in the side of the table he extracted a jar of lube. He pulled me down to the end of the table and pushed my legs toward my chest, exposing my boy-pussy. I rolled my hips up to offer him my ass accommodatingly.

"Good girl," he praised me and began to lube up my hole almost clinically. "Not a virgin down here by any means!" he chuckled and his knowledgeable fingers probed my joy-hole. One finger was joined by another and then more lube. "Get ready for Dr. M's Tranny Tester," he warned me. His slimmer pole still spread me nicely. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" he gasped as he sunk his penis in my bowel. From his exclamation I guessed that she-male fucking was only an occasional treat for him, not a steady diet, but one he looked forward to. And I enjoyed it almost as much.

"Oh, God! That's so good! Oh, fuck, Ray, how do you get anything done with this hole at your disposal?"

Ray was just as glad he didn't have to answer that question, since it had been Babette's hole that he'd been using lately. I gave Ray a look like, "Yeah, you tell him, doc! Why doesn't he take advantage of it more often?"

Dr. M was a breast man, though. He reached up and cupped my chest and played with my nipples splendidly while he continued to ream me. It was deliciously good for me, but apparently even better for him, as his thrusts quickly became more ragged.

"Oh, FUCK!" he cried and jammed himself into me and I could feel his spasms emptying his load into my ass. He shook with the ecstasy that was draining him. "God!" he swore softly under his breath. "If I didn't like pussy so much...," he started to say and just let it trail off. With a whimper he pulled back. My hand instinctively shot down to stopper my backside.

"What's she worried about? Staining my exam table?"

Ray just shook his head.

"No, that's not it. Waste not, want not, more like it."

Embarrassed at their watching me, I still couldn't let that creamy cum go to waste. I had to taste it! I squeezed out some of his deposit and collected it on my fingers and brought it to my lips.

"Oh, yes, that's a good sign. They do it for all different reasons. There's the fems. They just love the clothes, the make-up, being one of the girls. Then there's the romantics: they do it for you, to be the girl you want them to be. And then there's the whores. They do it for the cock, the cum, the fucking.

“I think the whores have the best results from the hormones and the surgery. My theory is that it's because they're always horny. Half the population has a cock. They can't walk past a man without wondering how big his penis is and imagining it in their mouth or their ass. That gives them a shot of hormones a hundred times a day, maybe more!"

"God, she looks so sexy doing that! I just can't resist: that ass all loose and creamy!" Ray said, lowering his zipper. "Do you mind if I take advantage? There's something about sloppy seconds—I love it!"

"Be my guest! I'll just make my notes while you...," the doctor trailed off.

‘Yes!’ I thought as Ray's thick tool opened up my bunghole again. After a night of knowing that he was fucking Babette, and a night of frustration with his teasing, finally I had my man's cock inside me! It felt so good, with my ass all warmed up and stretched by Dr. M. I could relish every thrust. Ray was warmed up too. It seemed to make him wild to watch another man fuck me and then to know that his cock was sliding through another man's cum! His thrusts were energetic from the get-go and only went on to frenzied from there. It wasn't long before he added his sperm to the good doctor's.

"So we'll schedule the first surgery," the doctor explained as we pulled our clothes back on. "It'll be an incision in the armpit. They'll be some bruising and swelling, but just for a few days. Then nothing heavy for a few weeks but she'll be able to resume most everyday activities after the first week." He was still talking to Ray almost as if I weren't there, but he turned to me.

"We'll make you beautiful, Janine, but you'll have to be patient. You're like a teenage girl going through puberty now. Those tits don't pop out overnight. They grow gradually. I'd wait a year or two. Then we'll give you a real pair. These first ones will be like your training bra." He stroked my nipples possessively.

Dr. M watched with interest while Ray replaced the chastity. Dr. M had a surgery opening for a week from Thursday. He said I might even be able to go back to work on Monday, depending on how much swelling there was and how easy I took it over the weekend.

"Ray will have to take care of himself that weekend," Dr. M joked, but I knew that Babette would be taking care of him.

"Did you know he would do that?" I asked Ray in the car. My ass was hot and loose still and I wondered if the cum would leak onto the back of my dress.

"I'd heard that Dr. M really enjoys his practice."

"Well, he came and you came, but I didn't! I'm hornier than ever!"

"I've got a plan for that!" Ray replied. "A surprise." I was curious, but he wouldn't say anything then. He took me to a nice restaurant for lunch and was very attentive. He was back to being a gentleman: opening my door, offering me his arm, pulling out my chair. He knew the restaurant and ordered for me. I felt as if Babette were on another planet. He had that way of making me feel as if I were the only girl in the world at that moment.

We went to the mall and did some shopping and he bought me a dress and some lingerie. He bought me another robe to keep at his place. "Just to have another one," he said. ’So that I won't have to go without if Babette is over!’ I thought. And then he said, "Why not move in with me? Would Tonya mind? Move all your stuff over to my place."

I hesitated. Would Tonya mind? It would be farther from my work. But mostly I was excited.

"I'll ask Tonya. I don't want to hurt her feelings." I paused. "And what about Babette? Do you want some nights ... to yourself? Or, I mean, just you and her?" I forced myself to ask. It hurt to think of his choosing to be with her, but if he wanted that, I'd have to get used to it. It would be no good to stand in his way. I didn't want to imprison him.

"No, I wouldn't kick you out. If ... if I wanted to ... it could be like Thursday night. Or, I guess I could be the one who left. We'd work something out."

"I'll ... I'll ask Tonya."

"I'd like that. I want you there. I want us together. Even if we're not always together, I want us to live together."

"What about your parents? What would they think? 'Living in sin'?"

"I think they understand that people do have sex before marriage these days!"

"But moving in after we've barely known each other a month? Are they going to think I'm a gold digger? Using sex to trap you?"

"Well, if the shoe fits...!" he joked.

"It's not working well enough!" I came back.

"Oh, don't be that way! Babette means nothing to me compared to you. Babette is a dessert. But you can't live on nothing but desserts. You are going to be my wife!"

"Meat and potatoes, I guess?"

"You make it sound so bad! But yes: you are what keeps my body and soul together, what makes me strong, sustains me. Babette is a snack, a treat."

"A side dish."

"Yes! That's all."

"But I guess you get a craving for dessert now and then. You have quite a sweet tooth!" I said sarcastically.

"Well, a man like me," he said, hefting his crotch, "has a big appetite."

"To go with his other big things!" I said and the joke seemed to break the slight tension.

"You would be the best judge of that!" he said, goosing me. I melted into his arms and let him enfold me.

"Yes, nice and big and strong. I liked that this morning. I miss your big thing when it is gone too long," I said, getting moony, running a fingertip over his chest.

"We need to get home," he said, looking at his watch. "We have to get ready for my surprise," he said mysteriously.

When we got home he told me to get myself pretty: to shave, fix my nails, do my eyebrows, put on my new lingerie and dress. I had no doubt then that he was expecting company. I got nervous preparing for his mystery guest. I was a little embarrassed when I had to ask him to come in and help me shave some of the places I couldn't. I'd always had Tonya to do that before, but it felt even more intimate to have my man do it. That was pretty "married." Before Ray was the person I was fixing myself up for: now he was helping me fix myself.

Once I was dressed I went about putting on my make-up. In deference to Ray's directions I decided to go glamorous. That took extra time. Finally I came out of the bathroom to show him. He was on the couch looking dashing himself.

"That's what I'm talking about!" he exclaimed. "You look gorgeous! You've outdone yourself." He looked very pleased and that pleased me.

"Who am I dressed up for?" Just then the doorbell rang.

"That would be who," he said, getting up. "You sit down here," he ordered. I swished down into the couch, trying to look my most glamorous. I heard the sounds of greetings, male voices only. Ray led two handsome, well dressed men in.

"Alan, Mark, may I present my fiancée, Janine?"

"Don't get up," said Mark gallantly. He reached out and took my hand gently. "She's just as beautiful as you described." I blushed at the compliment, but my heart was melting. I was still self-conscious enough about my gender switch to be a sucker for a compliment from a man.

"The photos you sent don't do her justice," chimed in Alan. I turned to him and offered my hand and he took it as gently as Mark had. My hand with its magenta nails looked small and feminine in his. Alan was slighter than Mark and blond, while Mark was dark-haired and more muscular like Ray was.

"I'm charmed to meet you," I said to them.

"The pleasure is all ours," Alan replied.

"You hope!" Ray said, and they all laughed.

"I wouldn't think of leaving the lady out," countered Mark. "I've never had any complaints anyway."

"How do you two know Ray?" I asked. "Through business? Or pleasure?" They laughed at "pleasure."

"I'll explain, but first I'd be a poor host if I didn't offer my guests a drink. Lemon drop martinis?" he suggested.

"My, Ray! You have talents I'd never guessed. Bartender?" I remarked.

"Oh, you haven't been to one of my parents' cocktail parties. I learned to make all kinds of drinks from a young age. It's a wonder I'm not an alcoholic. Must not have the genes."

"Your vices lie elsewhere," I suggested. That cracked Alan and Mark up. I started to suspect that they were not under any illusions about what was under my skirt.

"Touché!" Alan laughed. "She's got you there, Ray!"

"I'll get her there before the night's over!" I didn't know if that was harmless male ribaldry or the evening's program. I suspected the latter. And rather than being offended at the possibility that I was being offered as the centerpiece of an orgy with two complete strangers, I felt a flutter in my stomach and a stiffening in my cock cage.

Ray served us our martinis.

"Alan and Mark I met through an Internet offshoot of the Cuck 'n' Bull Club. The Club has sister clubs in other cities, and they are members of a club in _______." He named a nearby large city. "They were in town this week on business and I invited them to drop by. They wanted to meet you and I thought you would be interested in meeting them. Let's say their interests and your interests, hmm, 'mesh.' "

"Yes, they 'fit together'!" Mark chuckled.

"I'm intrigued," I said coquettishly, "but I can't guess what interests those could be. Tell me more."

"I'd rather show you," he replied.

"I can't wait," I said. I couldn't believe I was being so sluttishly forward with men who I'd met barely 20 minutes ago. The fact that they were here to see me, that I was the center of attention for three handsome, horny men was going to my head! This was why I had become a girl: to be the prize, to be the flower that the bees buzzed around. It was an ego trip!

"I like your fiancée!" Mark smirked. And he proceeded to start unbuckling his belt and lowering his zipper. He stopped a second to rub his cock, which looked uncomfortably cramped in the confines of his undershorts, teasing me. Then he lowered the waistband and drew out a gorgeous cock, at least as long as Ray's and a little thicker. I felt a thrill of excitement go through me and my anus twitched in fear and lust to be stretched by that!

"Oh, that's a nice specimen!" I enthused. "May I?" I asked politely.

"By all means," Mark answered. I crossed to his end of the couch and my heart fluttered as once again I reached out to caress another man's penis.

"Oh!" I squeaked as the electric thrill of holding an aroused organ hit me. I shivered at the sinful pleasure that coursed up my arm. "Is this all for me?" I vamped.

"Every inch, darlin'!" Mark played along.

"I think I'm going to want to get to know you better!" I said. I leaned in to kiss him. Our lips met and I moaned at the sensation of my lipstick sliding along his mouth and his tongue tickling mine. I didn't just want his cock. I wanted to feel his desire. I wanted to be wooed. I didn't let go of his erection while we kissed.

"God! That feels so good!" he groaned. We kissed for a while, like two teenagers. I was aware of Ray and Alan watching us, but I was lost in the moment. I wasn't satisfied with just kissing. I slipped down to the floor between his legs and brought his engorged cockhead to my lips. I kissed off the glob of pre-cum that seeped from his slit and took his knob into my mouth.

"Mmmm!" I hummed and I sucked on his penis as if it were a breast. I felt sorry for women who were repelled by giving head. They did not understand how taking a man’s penis into your mouth is such an honor, so intimate. Mark's groans were a reward for me and my sphincter twitched in envy of my mouth and impatience to join the party. I took my mouth off my snack reluctantly.

"I think I'm going to like our new friends, Ray!"

"I thought you would. They're my present to you. I hope it makes up for our little tiff earlier this week."

"Can I keep them? Can I?"

"Not for good, but if you're a good girl, I think they'd like to stay and play for a while."

"Oh, goody! But I think I'd rather be a bad girl than a good girl."

"We were counting on it!" Alan laughed. Mark put a hand on my arm.

"I think I'd like to sample some of your other talents, Janine."

"I thought you'd never ask!" I replied. "I think this bad boy might be very useful some other places."

"God, yes!" Mark exclaimed. He reached up under my shirt and pulled down my panties, encountering my chastity for the first time. "What's this?"

I raised my skirt to reveal the cage.

"This is a little piece of jewelry Ray gave me. It's sort of a set with my engagement ring!" I bragged.

"I can take it off anytime you like. I have the key," Ray told him.

"I can see she's excited, even with that on! Does it hurt?"

"Not at all. It just feels a little ... cramped. Heavy."

"But you can ... with it on?"

"Oh yes! No problem."

"Well, by all means, leave it on for now. It adds a little relish! Maybe later we'll take it off."

I pulled up my dress above my waist, showing off my bare bottom and my new garter belts and stockings. Then I knelt down on the couch, my ass enticingly offered up to Mark. Somehow it felt naughtier and more fitting to be fucked from behind. After all, I was offering up my ass to a complete stranger.

"Jesus! What a sight!" Mark swore and it sounded like high praise to my horny ears. I loved the idea of his being hot for me!

Mark applied lube to my hole, but he did not stretch me with his fingers. I just felt the thick knob of his hard-on meet my pucker and it felt too big. He pushed forward and my ass protested the blunt intrusion. I felt myself being forced open and pain gripped my sphincters. He continued to push his way in, straining my muscles. I was clamped down on him.

"C’mon, baby! You want it."

"You’re too big! I'm not ... not relaxed yet."

He began to rock back and forth, just goosing me, trying to coax me open. My ass continued to complain, but the pain started to lessen. He forced his way in farther.

"She's used to being loosened up a little first. But she'll get used to it."

"I like to feel them fight a little!" Mark admitted. "I think it makes it better once they ... give in."

"Unh!" I grunted as Mark continued to press forward. The fullness started to feel good. It felt as if I'd sat on a football, but it felt good to be filled up. Mark kept rocking back and forth, pushing in a little more each time. Finally I felt his cock rub my prostate and a shock of sexual lightning cut through my groin. "Unh! Oh!"

"Yeah, now she's feeling it!" Mark crowed. A moment later I felt his pubic hair touch my ass cheeks and I knew he was all the way in. It still hurt, but it felt good too. He humped against me, emphasizing his ownership of my rectum. Then he began short hard strokes, just an inch back and forth. "Oh yeah," he sighed, and I knew he wasn't talking about conquering my resistance. He was enjoying my ass hugging his penis 360 degrees. He fell into a slow short stroke and my ass began to relax. It felt so good just to feel my tunnel filled and used!

"Oh yeah," I said throatily, just to let him know I was enjoying it now.

"I'm fucking you, girl!" Mark whispered to me, laying his chest on my back. ”I'm fucking your sweet ass-cunt!"

I began to roll my hips, massaging his cock and increasing the stimulation. As my muscles relaxed I wanted more, harder fucking. I wanted to feel every inch of his penis, to know I was being fucked by a real man. I was his for this moment, totally helpless, his to use. He could feel the change.

"Oh yes!" he answered me and he began to fuck me faster, with longer strokes, almost leaving me for an instant and then plunging back in, opening me up again. Oh, it felt so good! This was what I wanted, to feel a man taking me, to be his fuck-toy, to belong to him. I wanted to feel helpless, unable to stop him from using me for his pleasure!

And I wanted his cum. I wanted him to spill his most precious juice way inside, right in my center, to mark me. My cock strained within its steel trap, as if Mark's cock were a pump, but I could only press against the bars of my prison. The arousal ricocheted of the stainless steel and back into my ass, making me desperate to feel Mark fucking me even harder!

"Fuck me! Please, fuck me harder! Faster!" I cried and Mark obliged. He began to stab into me more roughly, almost violently.

"Yes! Yes! Fuck my whore ass! I'm your fucking sissy whore!" I swore. Mark loved that and it drove him into a delirium of perverse lust. He was fucking a man who looked like a woman and he loved it.

"Take my cock, you slut! You love it!"

"God, I love it!" I admitted. "Fuck me all night!"

"Your ass is too hot! Here it comes!" he warned and I felt a jerk and then hot cum was flooding my insides. I was panting from the exertion and it was ecstatic to feel his penis throb in me! I felt hot all over, like I was glowing.

"God, what a fuck!" Mark declared. He rolled off me and no sooner had he left and I felt someone else behind me.

"God, I've got to have that ass!" It was Ray! He was desperate to get his cock in me, to bathe his penis in Mark's hot cum and feel yet again the ravages another man's cock had visited on his fiancée's ass. His pole slipped right in and he began to pound me immediately, mad to get more friction from my wet and loose rectum. I squeezed myself down and he whimpered with joy at the welcome tightness.

"Oh, God! Oh, God!" he cried in his glee at the sensations mixed with the fever of lust in his brain. It was almost too delicious. Despite his earlier spend at the doctor's office, the perversity of tonight's scene found him spewing his load moments later.

I collapsed to the couch after that, only to find Alan rolling me over. He reached between my legs and brought up a hand smeared with his friends' semen, his eyes alight as if he had found liquid gold oozing from my anus. He brought his hand to my lips and offered it to me, which I eagerly licked off, much to his delight.

I was afraid he planned to mount me there and then, but instead he seemed fascinated with my chastity cage.

"I must see her cock," he said to Ray. "You have the key?" Ray smiled and pulled a string from around his neck, from which dangled a tiny key. He pulled it from around his neck and handed it to Alan.

"Don't lose it!" he said with a grin. Alan's hand shook with excitement as he struggled to fit the tiny key into the lock. No sooner had he unthreaded the cage from the ring that my cock swelled to its full size, modest though it was next to a real man's. With some squeezing he managed to pull the ring off my grateful package.

Alan delighted himself with my freed genitals, apparently finding them darling. His hand felt marvelous compared to the cruel steel in whose grasp they'd been all day! I moaned and Alan was overcome and his mouth descended onto mine. I eagerly returned his kiss, so grateful I was to feel flesh on my flesh again.

"You have the cutest little penis!" he whispered to me.

"But I haven't seen yours yet," I teased.

"Take your dress off and you may," he replied. I pulled my dress off over my head like a prize slut, leaving on my bra and garter and stockings. Alan gave a low whistle and a "whew!" that gave me a thrill, and then he began to unbutton his pants. As he lowered them I got another thrill, as an uncircumcised cock popped to full mast. It was a little longer than Ray's but not as thick. At its base was a generous patch of blond pubic hair.

"So the carpet matches the drapes," I said.

"All natural. No bottle blond I!" he joked. He crawled in between my legs and I caught his beautiful uncut organ in my hand and brought it to my overgrown boy-clit. I rubbed our two shafts together, squeezing them in my hand.

"Oh, God!" Alan gasped and I grinned at the reaction I'd gotten out of him. "That feels so good! So good and so wrong!"

'A man after my own heart,' I thought. I looked over at Ray and caught his eye and mouthed a silent, 'I love you,' in thanks for his surprise "present." Then I turned back to Alan and caught his mouth for another kiss while he continued to rub his long shaft against my smaller one. Anymore I wasn't wondering how I could get so turned on by sex with a man. I was wondering more why all men didn't do it. It is so hot! I mean, it's a natural. All men are up for sex anywhere anytime. So why not do it with each other? The real question is: how do we ever get anything else done?

Speaking of which....

"Fuck me, Alan!" I whispered urgently to him and he didn't need a second invitation. He backed off only long enough to lube up his rod and give me a chance to roll my hips up and present my fuckhole to him. His shaft slipped easily into my stretched and drooling rectum. Oooh, it felt even better now that my cock was free. Each thrust seemed to squeeze a glob of pre-cum from my slit.

Alan was kind enough to grasp my red and stiff willie and begin to jerk me while his phallus wrung blissful feeling from my bumhole. Each thrust was almost too much pleasure to bear and each withdrawal almost hurt with the sense of loss, only to be relieved by another glorious penetration. I began to moan and writhe, throwing my head from side to side. It was so much, too much!

"Come, come for me! Come from my fucking you!" Alan cried. He let go of my cock and began to fuck me harder. I grabbed my penis and began to masturbate furiously. His cock felt so good, all three fuckings had revved me to the max and I came like my balls were being ripped out through my cock.

"Aaauurrrrgggghhhh!" I cried. "Ow! Ow! Oh! Oh!" Alan was oblivious to my cries, his own passion having taken possession of his faculties. Seeing me cream on my belly only drove him wilder. He slammed into my ass again and again and then he was groaning as his life-force was spewed into my bowels. I was almost too overcome to enjoy it, but the warm, wet feeling sunk in a moment later and I threw my arms around him and drew him to my chest.

"Oh, Alan!" I whimpered and I crushed him in a hug, feeling so grateful to him in that moment that I wanted to feel every inch of his body against mine. Only a few moments later did I realize that I was smearing my sissy juice all over his belly and I laughed, but I didn't care.

"Oh, I've made a mess!"

"Oh, but a wonderful mess it is!" Alan said. "And not half the mess your poor pussy is!"

"But a wonderful mess!" I repeated, and I reached down to collect the river that ran out of my ass as soon as he pulled back. He watched with delight and revulsion as I licked his spunk off my hand. Hetero men could not imagine stomaching cum, but it excited them to see a girl lick up their spew as if it were candy.

I wondered if Ray would jump me again, but apparently it was too soon or our earlier dalliance at the doctor's office had cooled his ardor enough. With all four of us having come, our frenzy had abated enough that we had a moment of relaxation. I gravitated to Ray and pulled him into a hug.

"What a delightful surprise!" I said, kissing him. "You're such a dear to plan this for me!"

"I thought you'd like it."

"As if you didn't, you dirty dog? I'm addicted to cock, but I think you're half addicted to sloppy seconds!" He closed his eyes and seemed to be reliving the feeling of his cock swimming in my loose, sloppy rectum.

"You have no idea! It's so hot to see another man fuck you, to see you swooning from their cock in you! And then ... to feel you, your ass, so open, so wet, so hot, so ... dirty!" He closed his eyes again and shuddered. "It's...."

"Too much? Unbelievable? Indescribable?" I suggested. He looked at me with hope and surprise.

"You ... understand?" I nodded my head.

"Did you just see me come from the fifth time I've been fucked today, getting my third load of cum in 20 minutes? I know how you feel. It's pleasure ... so much pleasure ... it's almost painful. But you just want more anyway...."

"God, babe, we're lost. We're hopeless. We're going to Hell for sure."

"Yeah, but it will be a great ride there!" I joked. I pulled him into another hug and kiss. "And the company can't be beat!"

" 'Heaven for climate, Hell for company,' they always say!" Ray replied. "Would you guys like something to eat?"

"You mean food?" Alan joked. "Yeah, I guess I could use something to keep my strength up!"

"Janine can make a pretty good omelet. Is that OK?"

"Sure."

Somehow it pleased me that Ray had assigned me the domestic task. It seemed to confirm my feminine role, and I liked that. I wasn’t sure whether to put my dress back on, but I didn’t want to get burned either. I looked in the pantry and there was a brand new frilly pink apron!

"Where'd this come from?" I asked Ray.

"If you're going to be here you'll need your own stuff. You can't be cooking in a butcher's apron."

I put it around my waist and tied it, leaving my rear poking out the back.

"I like it!" Ray smiled, and gave me a smack on the bottom. Mark leered from the doorway to the kitchen.

"This could improve the ratings on the Food Network!" he cracked. I could see my reflection in the oven glass and I did look a tempting treat, if I did say so myself. My cock started to tingle.

"What do you want in your omelet?" I asked and busied myself in preparing four omelets. Ray wasn't much of a cook but he had a nice set of pans and enough fixings for me to make a decent meal.

It was a wonder I didn't burn anything, because the temptation offered by my uncovered behind was irresistible to my suitors. Mark came up and palmed my bare bottom, then Alan had to squeeze the Charmin too. Ray was bolder still, plunging his hand between my cheeks and fingering my oozing opening. The fact that my anus was still relaxed and lubed was so enticing that he had to slip a finger in and probe my ass. Despite my recent orgasm his trespass excited me and I ground my ass back onto his finger.

"Watch out, I'll burn your omelet!" I said breathlessly.

"That won't be the only thing on fire!" he parried.

"Well, you’ve got a hose, don't you?"

Mark and Alan had borrowed robes from Ray, and he'd thrown on a pair of PJ's. We sat down to a pleasant meal with idle chit-chat about Mark and Alan's business in town and where I worked. They were fascinated to find that I was dressing 24/7 and had come out at work so recently. Many of the she-males they met were weekend switches.

"Ray's the reason," I said, putting my hand on his. "He's enough to make me change teams. I couldn't bear to see him just here and there." I looked at Mark and Alan and smiled. "But, luckily, he's not the possessive type. To the contrary—I think he's found he enjoys lending me out!!"

"You make me sound like your pimp!" Ray protested. "I'm just trying to make you happy."

"And you have, dear. Very happy!" I said, winking at Alan and Mark, who smiled.

"That brings us to the question of how much happiness you can stand!" said Mark. "Alan and I are staying in a suite at the Hilton. We don't have to start home until tomorrow afternoon. If you were willing, we'd like to invite you back to our hotel for the night, with Ray's permission, of course."

I felt a rush of arousal at their proposal. The idea that these two handsome men wanted nothing more than to ravish me again made me feel so desirable! They could have their pick of any number of women, but they wanted me! My cock swelled and my pucker tingled. I could feel myself start to flush.

"I take it that's a yes?" Ray guessed.

"Would you be coming too?" I asked.

"No, I thought I'd stay out of Alan and Mark's way. I trust you."

"And you? Would you be here alone?" Ray looked down and cleared his throat.

"No. I thought I'd ask Babette over. I texted her earlier that I might be free and she said she would be free as well. But it's up to you. If you'd rather stay here just the two of us, that's fine. I'll just let her know our plans changed. I'm fine either way."

'Well played,' I thought. I'd enjoy two nice new cocks for the rest of the night and tomorrow morning, but only if I said it was OK for my fiancé to spend the night fucking his new girlfriend! I'd be being a cock whore, so I could hardly object to Ray being unfaithful as well. He was making me admit that I was just as loose as he had become.

Ray pulled me close to whisper in my ear.

"You want to, don't you? Two new cocks, nice big ones. Fresh meat. Your ass is tingling, isn't it? Your little cock is getting hard. While one of them is fucking your ass, I'll be coming in Babette! Isn't that delicious? Doesn't it excite your little wanton heart?"

He was right, of course. He knew me. And accepted me. Did I accept him as well?

"Yes, of course," I whispered back and gave him a kiss on his cheek. "Enjoy your little whore! I'll be enjoying myself!" I turned to Mark and Alan. "Shall we?" I said.

"By all means!" Alan replied for both of them.

By the time we'd dressed and were ready to go, the doorbell rang and there was Babette. I was past my jealousy and filled with eagerness for my adventure. I greeted her with a hug and a kiss.

"Have a good time!" I told her. "Take good care of my fiancé."

"You know I will!" she said cheerily. "Have a good time yourself. What handsome men! Aren’t we lucky girls?" She had a good point. There were a lot of good looking born women who wouldn’t be doing as well as we were tonight.

"Don't wear him out. Leave something for me!"

"I think you'll be needing a rest after you get back. You might be thanking me!" I stopped and put my hands on the shoulders.

"I do thank you. I thank you for giving me the courage to choose to be a woman. And I do thank you for making Ray happy. It's hard, but I really do want to be happy for him and happy for you. Help me be big enough."

"I will, sister," she said generously. "We are sisters and we both love Ray. I know you will be his wife and I don’t begrudge you that. When he tires of me, you'll still be there. I know I am a sideshow. But he's just so dreamy! I hope one day I can find my own man. Then you'll be rid of me."

"No, I hope that would bring up even closer together. I will try. I will try so hard." I pulled her into a hard hug.

"Let's go!" Alan urged. "I'm ready for Round 2!" Before we left Ray ceremoniously handed Mark my chastity device and key and told him to return me locked, but that could do anything they liked with the cage between now and then.

Alan carried my overnight bag and opened the car door for me and then got into the back seat with me while Mark drove. Almost immediately he reached over and stroked my thigh affectionately. I could feel his arousal rising again as he anticipated what might happen the rest of the night. He didn't put on his seat belt, but snuggled up next to me. Gently he leaned over and began to kiss me, while inching his hand up my thigh, then under my skirt. I returned his kiss while my cock began to press against the crotch of my panties in expectation of his caress.

I thrilled when his fingertips touched my panties and began to outline my hardening penis through the fabric. It amazed me that although this man had already had anal intercourse with me, I could be excited by what was tantamount to teenage petting! I moaned as his hand continued to tease my erection wonderfully! To my delight he grew impatient and his hand slipped under the elastic of the leg hole and found my organ, flesh to flesh. Alan seemed to be fascinated by my lady-cock, whereas Mark was more enthralled by the embrace of my mouth or rectum.

I thought back to my junior high gropings and I decided to let him be the aggressor, so I just continued to kiss him back and moan while he continued to invade my privates. I'm sure my groans were stoking Mark's arousal as well, so our interlude in the car was a nice warm-up for what was to come.

Walking into the hotel was similarly rife with associations to illicit liaisons that must go on here every day. I felt so naughty to be striding through the lobby with two men with nothing else in mind that a night of hot and hotter sex. It made me think of hotels a little differently. How much fucking was going on here every night? Just businessmen and vacationers here, or call girls and their johns, couples carrying on extramarital affairs, and bar pick-ups galore?

Alan had held my hand as we whisked into the elevator, but as soon as the doors closed I thought I'd better make it up to Mark, and I turned to him and pulled him into a kiss and my hand strayed down to his package.

"Oh, yeah, baby!" he encouraged me. I could already feel him starting to respond and I was glad, because I was ready for another round myself. The atmosphere in the elevator was charged with sexual excitement.

When we got into their suite there was a moment of awkwardness about whether we'd just strip off and start fucking or we would pretend that there had to be some sort of seduction. I decided to be civilized and suggested they see what they could come up with from the mini-bar as far as a cocktail. Alan prepared us some highballs while I sat down next to Mark and we started making out. I realized again how much I was getting off on being "the star of the show"! These two hunks were only interested in "little ol' me"!

Alan brought us the drinks and we clinked glasses and toasted our evening. Then I set upon Mark's zipper, relieving him of his pants again and performed fellatio on him. But it felt wrong to leave Alan out, so I invited him to sit next to Mark and take his pants off too. Then I knelt between them and went back and forth between their two penises, sucking one while I stroked the other. I was in heaven and they were someplace nearby!

"I'm like a kid in a candy store!" I enthused as I stroked both cocks, using my saliva as lubricant. They were both nice and hard and starting to get pinker and pinker. I went back and forth, tasting their pre-cum with my tongue, licking around their cockheads.

"I can't decide whether I like cocks better circumcised or uncut," I mused. "That extra flesh of your foreskin is fascinating," I told Alan. "I love to feel it slide and I can pull it up over your head or leave it down." I bent down to lick it, tickling the foreskin especially. "But how can you argue with the classic shape of a circumcised penis? That cockhead is just out there, exposed, proud." I wrapped my lips around Mark's cockhead and I savored the glee I felt to have a man's penis in my mouth, to feel his arousal, to coax his pre-cum to seep a little more! I continued to go back and forth, as if I needed to sample each again and again to try to make up my mind.

"Maybe if I felt them in my ass again, maybe that would break the tie!" I suggested.

"I thought you'd never ask!" Mark bellowed, making it clear that it was his turn again. I suggested we'd be more comfortable in his king-sized bed. I told him I needed to be in charge to really get to see how well I liked his cock in my ass. He didn't fight me and took off the rest of his clothes and lay down on the bed. I removed my dress and bra left my garter belt and stockings on. I pulled a jar of lube out of my overnight bag and proceeded to grease up Mark's prick and then dabbed bit on my well-used bottom.

"God, I can't wait!" Mark declared. I didn't make him. I threw my leg over his torso and reached under me and grasped his drooling organ. I loved this moment, when my ass was desperately hungry to be filled and I pointed his cock at my hole and sat back. I felt his hardness contact my anal ring and I sighed. Then I bounced a little bit, coaxing his thick head into my ass. After five earlier fuckings today, it wasn't too hard to stretch my anal lips around his girth. I loved the feeling of working him into me, feeling the walls of my tunnel being pushed wider and wider.

"Ahhhh! So good!" I grunted as I worked him deeper and deeper. Then I felt him against my prostate and I said, "Oh! Oh! That's it! Oh!" and I pushed back and back until I felt him hit the top of my rectum and I was sitting on his belly. He was long enough to give my colon that goose that sent shock waves through me! He put his hands on my hips and urged me to rise up. I leaned forward slowly, savoring the feeling of his cockhead scraping the walls of my rectum enticingly. I almost let his whole penis leave me before I began to sit back down on him, sighing at the blessed feeling of fullness again.

"Oh, yeah, baby!" Mark crooned. "Fuck me good!" I knew that my thighs would give out if I worked him too hard, so I continued a leisurely pace, dragging every scintilla of pleasure out of each stroke. I played around with tightening my sphincters, which dragged yelps out of Mark.

I shouldn't have been surprised, but I was when Alan reached between us and began to play with my erection. He seemed to have a thing for my girly cock!  It got a lot harder to continue to fuck Mark slowly after that, as my ass got very randy, wanting to feel Mark's penis rub my prostate and tweak the top of my ass. I began to fuck him more forcefully, twisting and turning to prod my gland.

"Jesus!" I groaned and Mark echoed the sentiment as my gyrations brought him closer and closer to loosing his load. He began to buck up into me, which was very welcome and I let him do more of the work.  I let his hands control my hips and I sank into my deepest desire: being used by a man and surrendering to his superior power. Mark's thrusts became more feverish and I knew his precious fluid was rising in him. I sat down, wanting to feel his whole penis deep within me. A second later I felt his first shudder and then the warm splash of his juice, ripple after ripple.

I whimpered at the rapture of it, but Alan was intent on my joining Mark! He began to frig my little unit furiously and soon I was spitting my milk on Mark's belly with a groan. It was almost too delicious, to feel Mark's cock filling me and Alan’s hand holding my girl-cock!

Normally I'd be done in by that release, but Alan's lust would have none of that and his lust became mine. He scooped up my semen and fed it to me, then began to kiss me. I was surprised, as he could not help but be tasting some of the cum in my mouth. But I loved his mouth on mine and I loved feeling the pure lust that consumed him. Maybe I loved that the most of anything: feeling a man burning for me!

Mark didn't mind being an intimate witness to our making out on top of him, but he finally began to squirm, wanting some relief for his spent cock. With a moan into Alan's mouth I lifted off Mark, feeling that wistful emptiness and the trickle of Mark's sperm dripping from my ass.

Alan leapt into action before I could, cupping his hand at my gaping back passage. His finger toyed with the gooey edges of my stretched anus, as if to savor how open it was for another invasion. He brought his hand to my mouth and I gratefully licked the pungent mixture of man-juice and lube off his fingers. He let me pull his fingers into my mouth and suck them like little cockettes. His hand revisited my hole, this time probing it with his fingers, collecting more of Mark's nectar, while claiming rights to play with my rectum. His nasty eagerness reignited my arousal. I was his whore and I loved it!

Alan lay me down next to Mark and began to kiss me again and played with my little penis, which wouldn’t even grow to half-hardness despite my mental excitement. His fully erect and much more massive member interested me much more! I stroked it and thrilled at its heft in my hand. For me it was as if these big cocks had magic in them, so electrifying was the very touch of my flesh to that glorious flesh. I felt the softness of his skin sliding over the telltale steel of a real man in heat. I looked at the distinctive pink head of his uncircumcised cock and I had to taste it.

I wrapped my lips around his cockhead and I willed his pre-cum to come up his shaft like a milkshake up a straw. My lips glided over the glans and bumped over the rim and onto his shaft. and my lust stirred as the head met my palate. I took a huge breath as I savored the soul-satisfying sensation of my mouth filled with cock. It felt so good, so right, like my spirit was drawing life from the hot firmness of his maleness. Ohhh! Ohhh! So good! Mmmm! I wanted to draw it out, luxuriate in it. I bobbed my head slowly, appreciating every inch of his length, every throb of his pulse coursing through this beautiful penis.

I love it! I thought to myself. I love this cock and every cock like it! I am made to do this, to suck cocks to life, to be fucked by them, to accept their hot cum into my body! And with Alan prick in my mouth, I blessed Ray for opening me up to this, to my love of cock—not just his cock, but every cock! And I prayed that if he was fucking Babette right now, that he was enjoying her ass and that he was giving her the same wonderful fulfillment that Mark and Alan were giving me!

Alan moaned, loving my mouth’s worship at the altar of his manhood, but my ass began to twitch and hunger for this penis too. I licked up Alan's shaft like a lollipop and took it in again and once more before I could tear myself away. My mouth whimpered, but my ass was louder, more ravenous despite all the feedings it had had.

I turned over onto my belly and inched my ass up until I was on my knees with my face still pressed to the sheets, offering my hole lewdly for Alan's use. I heard him open the jar of lube and I kept my eyes closed, imagining him greasing up his long rod. He plunged two slick fingers into my ass, which felt wonderful but which was unnecessary: I was more than ready for him.

I vibrated with anticipation as I felt his weight on the bed and I waited to feel his flesh meet mine! Finally the blunt head of his cock pressed into the crater that was my well-used ass and I loved it as I felt his organ spread my anus wider in all directions at once. Inch after inch sunk into my vulnerable innards, a delightfully unnatural intrusion. But I loved that: I loved the wrongness of it, the sacrifice necessary to let myself be used that way, to be the instrument of a man's depraved pleasure. And I loved the shockwaves of pleasure that shot through my pelvis, that flip-flopped my stomach, that incited my own useless cock to one more attempt at hardness.

Alan felt the slickness of Mark's cum and the looseness of my rectum and he quickly worked up to a driving rhythm. His thrusts swung my little erection and my balls back and forth, reminding me that I used to be a man and I was submitting myself to a real man. The friction of his rapid thrusts heated my ass up wonderfully and the warmth spread throughout my body, making my skin ripple with goosebumps! His pelvis slamming into my buttocks had a primal, bestial feeling to it that I loved.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" I whispered in time with his thrusts, half to Alan and half to myself. My ass felt so open to him, it was as if I were opening my heart, baring my soul. I honestly don't think I would have cared if we were in the middle of Times Square right then: I would have been proud and wanting to make everyone else jealous. I whispered to Ray, "Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, for this gift of these two gorgeous cocks!" My heart filled with love for Ray too and even for Babette and I hoped that Ray's cock was getting as good loving as my ass was getting now!

But good things can't last forever and Alan's frenzy told me that even at its most lax, my ass was going to push him to his completion. I felt him strain for that last shred of pleasure he needed and then with a huge groan I felt him spend, spurting his manhood into my ass. I smiled a huge grin as his strangled grunts told me he was having an epic orgasm!

"Do it, big boy!" I whispered to myself and I enjoyed that moment of triumph that all women must feel when they have finally unmanned their beau. Their charms have conquered him and he is helpless in that moment and the moments afterwards. His lust for her has taken over his very being, his every sinew has been bent to discharging into her recesses. He could not stop in that moment if the atom bomb was falling on his head in 10 seconds: he would say, "At least I'll die happy!" Giving a man that kind of pleasure seemed to me like the highest accomplishment I could think of. It made life worth living. It made the shaving and the make-up and the hormones and the dresses and the lingerie and the surgery all worth it.

Alan collapsed on top of me for a moment and I loved the feeling of his body covering mine, but he was done in and a moment later he slumped to the side and fell to the bed. I felt he cool air of the room in places that should never be open to the air, but my ass still felt nicely hot and pleasantly sore. I reached my hand under me and caught a trickle of goo sluicing from my distended anus. I brought it to my mouth an licked it off, savoring the sharp taste of semen, my prize. I reached back and cupped my poor asshole and scooped up more of the precious fluid and tasted it again and again.

Then I slumped to the bed and found myself sandwiched between the two men. They each pulled themselves up to a side and cradled me between their strong, masculine bodies. What heaven! After a few minutes Mark got up and pulled the bedspread over us and we were like a hot cocoon, that smelled mostly of sweaty man with a touch of my perfume. We drifted off into a drug-like sleep,


-Day 121 Sunday-

I woke up I don't know how long later, happy to find myself still cradled between two. sexy men. I enjoyed the sensation for a while and then the idea that I still had two hefty cocks at my disposal started to work on me. Life is short: you can’t waste opportunities like this! I reached down and felt Mark's thick cock, still a handful in its quiescent state. But it wouldn't stay that way for long if I had any say about it.

I let my hand caress his spongy meat, pulling it toward me and gradually stroking it to life. Mark shifted and low murmurs came from him, letting me know that somewhere in his brain pleasure was building. In my half-asleep state I was very unhurried. I could relax and just enjoy having a man's penis in my palm. I loved the feeling of blood filling it, gradually expanding, getting hotter, stiffer. I felt like a thief in the night, stealing my pleasure from this sleeping Adonis. I was coaxing his cock to life, like one would gentle a skittish horse. “Come to Mama,” I told it.

Finally I could resist no longer. I had to taste it again, love it with my mouth. I scooted myself around, diving under the covers to kiss his tip. He still tasted of cum and lube and I relished it. I sucked it gently, like a sleepy newborn at the tit. I just wanted his sex in my mouth, wanted to feel its life, wanted the heat of its pulse throb against my tongue. I began to slide my lips up and down it and I heard Mark moan. He might still be asleep or he might have woken to delight and be content to let it continue. I was satisfied with a slow rhythm of his penis filling and escaping my mouth, its head pressing the back of my throat and then sliding away.

I tasted the telltale acid flavor of his pre-cum oozing and I tickled his slit and kissed his cockhead lovingly. Every man wants his cock worshipped and this cock deserved to be treasured. I began to hunger for its ambrosia though. I wanted to coax his honey again, to feel him spill his manly essence and taste it on my palate. My need rushed over me with startling speed and suddenly I was desperate to taste him. I could feel a gnawing in my belly, a yearning in my throat for his hot seed. I was no longer sleepy but I endured patiently, urging Mark gently to give me my reward.

I felt his fever rise. I couldn't tell if he was still half asleep or awake but intent on his cock in my mouth to the exclusion of all else. He began to moan softly and hump up into my face. ’Yes, come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly,’ I thought. ‘Give me your cum. You can't hold out much longer: you want to give it to me.’ It was an ache in my chest, I wanted it so bad, but I knew it was coming soon. I relished his hardness, his hotness, the thrumming of his blood through his penis, the steady ooze of his pre-cum.

And then came the shudder of his semen arriving at the base of his prick and then the jet of sperm against my tonsils. One, two, three spasms and then a gasp. The milky bitterness of his seed was like the slaking of a desperate thirst. I gave a whimper, so great was my relief and my joy to taste his maleness on my tongue! I savored it for a second and then worshipfully swallowed it, sucking on his wick to extract every drop of his spend. He shuddered again as the last aftershocks went through him and then the utter weakness and lassitude of his post-climax descended on him. He was breathing hard for a minute and then his breathing slowed and he fell back into dead sleep.

But I knew that there was yet another cock in this bed and I would not rest until I had tasted it as well. Mark had revved my engine and I was bolder with Alan. I turned to him and sought his lips at the same time I grasped his male member. He sleepily returned my kiss and I gently tasted his lips to the delightful sounds of his little squeaks and murmurs. His penis quickly swelled in my hand and his pink cockhead emerged moist from its sheath. I ran my thumb across his slit and then down his sensitive ridge and he moaned softly into my mouth.

As I was the aggressor here and the one more awake, I accepted that it was my responsibility to do most of the work. I flipped around and found his prick and sucked it into my mouth. ’Oh, God, thank you for penises!’ I thought. ’And Tonya, thank you for leading to me to discover how much I loved them!’ It was as if I was sucking arousal into my body as I suckled on Alan's tool. My already stiff prick got stiffer and I began to moan myself around the cock in my mouth.

For a long time I was content like that, just to celebrate having my lips around a sexy man's sex. The silky slick skin glided in and out so sweetly! It seemed as if I could do that forever. But eventually my greed asserted itself and I wanted that man-juice, Alan's precious essence. I could almost taste it already, the acrid unmistakable flavor of his semen, never meant to be tasted, meant for some woman's cunt. But I would have it. I moaned in my need for that jism, to feel Allan lose control and spray his seed into my mouth.

Alan began to fuck my mouth with his thrusts, working toward the same end that I strived. I felt his cock jab the back of my throat repeatedly. I grabbed his shaft with my hand and began to pump him and suck at the same time, urging him to blow his wad. He groaned and then his cream was flooding my mouth! I moaned in ecstasy at the hot sperm coating my tongue. I sucked greedily to get all I could. Alan's groans told me that he was enjoying this as much as I was, despite being ambushed in the middle of the night. I gave him a few parting licks and then came up for air. He pulled me to him and gave me a kiss and then slumped back into a satisfied daze.

My body was vibrating with arousal, but I knew that these two were spent and sleeping. I snuggled up to their manly bodies alternately and gradually settled down into a light sleep.

When I awoke in the morning I felt restless. As inviting as further games with Alan and Mark might be, my heart was longing for Ray. My romp with our out of town visitors only warmed my heart toward Ray for his knowing what I really needed. I excused myself and called a cab to take me back to Ray's first thing. While I dressed I obediently returned my penis to its chastity and locked it.

I let myself into Ray's place knowing that at this hour he and Babette would be in bed still. I decided to slip in the side of the bed where Babette lay first, to set out an olive branch.

"Mmmm!!" she murmured as I kissed her lips and stroked her small cock to hardness. I was surprised that she got hard almost instantly. Had Ray withheld her orgasm? Or was she that horny?

"Hi, lover," I whispered to her. Could I love Babette and Ray? Or at least thoroughly enjoy sex with both? Actually the idea got me hard, to my surprise! Could Babette and I be lesbian lovers? That was too complicated for my sleepy brain to take in. But Babette's lips on mine and her fingers on my nipples were not hard to understand. I felt a rush of arousal and my hips arched of their own accord. But all that accomplished was pressing my cage against her hip, emphasizing the difference of our situations.

"Good girl!" Babette cooed to me. "You're wearing your jewelry!" she said as her long fingernails toyed with the chastity. My hand stroked her unfettered erection and she undulated in excitement. Our lips sought each other’s more fervently. "That feels so good!" she sighed. Her hands played more insistently with my tits and I groaned with surprising ferocity, considering the amount of sex I'd already had in the preceding 24 hours. Her hands roamed all over me, cupping my ass, stroking my belly, and always returning to my sensitive nipples.

"I want to make love to you!" Babette declared. "May I?"

I didn't know what she meant. I thought we were. But I was in no mood to object to anything sexual she wanted to do. Although I did whimper when she broke our embrace and crawled out of the bed over me to rummage in her overnight bag. In the morning gloom it was hard to make out what she pulled out of there. It was only the telltale movements that I had seen Tonya do so many times that told me what she had. She was buckling on a dildo and harness! Finally my eyes could make out the bizarre sight of one large penis looming over a much smaller one!

I found myself quivering with excitement that was greater than if Alan or Mark were preparing to spear me with their real cocks! I guess there's nothing like novelty, eh? Or my need to push ever deeper into new areas of depravity. Being dildo-fucked by a she-male. OK. I found my ass twitching in anticipation and I "assumed the position," rearing my ass in the air with my head on the mattress.

Babette greased up the phallus and crawled onto the bed behind me. I felt her long fingernails scrape my pucker and begin to gently apply a thick glob of lube. With those fingernails she'd either have to be very careful or she would have to let her dildo do all the stretching of my ass. The bulb of the dildo's head told me that it was going to be the latter. A night's sleep had shrunk my sphincters slightly, but I think my workouts have permanently widened me to the point that she shouldn't have too much trouble gaining entrance.

I gasped in ecstasy at the sensations that coursed through my pelvis as that silicone penis entered me! Oh, bless the Goddess, I love a cock up my backside! The fact that I was submitting to another sissy tickled my submissive side. Submitting to a submissive: what could be more craven? I had a need for humiliation that was practically insatiable.

My rectum quickly adjusted to the invasion and soon I was rocking back into Babette's thrusts. I could feel her smaller size behind the dildo, not as muscular as Mark or Ray, and the smooth hairless skin of her thighs caressed my legs differently. I could not feel the blood surging in the cock in my ass, unlike the others', but I could feel her little girl-cock flapping back and forth under the dildo and feathering my scrotum!

"Fuck me!" I cried out and Babette's enthusiastic response told me that is what she wanted to hear, to feel that lust. And I in turn wanted to feel her desire to fuck me.

Then I felt another weight on the bed and a squeal from Babette told me that she was becoming the middle of an ass-fuck sandwich! Ray had crawled up behind her and, inspired by our debauchery, he had speared her from behind in her turn. Now the gyrations in my ass were echoing the same sensations in Babette's no-doubt-ravaged bottom!

I groaned at the lewdness of it. It was as if Ray were fucking me through her! I stilled my pushing back so that I could better feel his thrusts and pretend the dildo in my ass were Ray's weapon. I smiled and focused on accepting the ramming. Babette's motions became more random as she struggled to take Ray and at the same time continue to ply my backside,. The situation must have inflamed Ray's lusts, for in a surprisingly short time I heard him roar and knew that he was painting Babette's rectum (again) with his seed.

Ray's climax was my climax, for my cock could not complete in its prison. But I was mad to taste his semen and I pulled out from under Babette so that I could take Ray's cock in my mouth as soon as it emerged from Babette ass. No matter that it had been in the girl's bottom a second ago or that it was slathered with oily lube. I needed to feel his hardness in my mouth and taste his sperm! I sucked greedily at him and Ray groaned at my lips raking his sensitive flesh. I moaned at the taste of his cum and the smell of lube and ass, a mixture which had become intoxicating for me.

I looked over at Babette's ass in the lightening gloom and I spied the gleam of Ray's cum leaking from her distended anus. I leaped across the distance between us and fastened my mouth to her orifice and sucked at the treasure oozing from her ass. My tongue darted into the stretched aperture and exulted at the strong taste of Ray's manly essence. Babette moaned at the unfamiliar sensation of her ass being licked and kissed, making up for her losing both Ray's girth and the taste of his sperm at the same time. I decided to make up for that by rolling her over and taking her dildo in my mouth and sucking it, as if she had a magnificent cock like Ray's. I cleaned all the lube off of it and stroked her still-hard cock at the same time.

"Suck her!" Ray ordered me, a cruel glint in his eye. His dominance aroused me and I quickly took Babette's little prick into my mouth. How different her thin sausage was compared to Ray's kielbasa or the dildo she sported. I cringed at the thought that I had made Tonya make do with a similarly unsatisfying organ for over two years! Although the dirtiness of what I was doing was exciting enough, the idea of settling for such a sex toy for good was depressing. I was glad when not long after I felt Babette's little squirt gun go off in my mouth.

I held Babette’s semen dutifully in my mouth, a perverted idea popping into my brain. Babette collapsed back on the bed and I descended on her mouth and kissed her. She was at first surprised that I wanted more kisses. But then I opened my mouth and let her sperm join our saliva. Babette moaned at the familiar taste. Then she was kissing my fervently. She returned the favor, pushing some of her cum back into my mouth. The naughtiness of it aroused us both and we played like that for a while, sharing Babette’s cum back and forth while our tongues fenced with each other!  The addition of the taste of semen to French kissing was thrilling!

Finally post-orgasmic lassitude overcame Babette and she broke our cum-kiss and fell back. Ray took the opportunity to pull me into his arms. We cuddled on the bed and he played with my imprisoned cock.

"Did you have a good time with Mark and Alan?" he asked.

"Yes, I did!" I said, kissing him. "Thank you! That was a nice present!"

"You didn't feel jealous that I was here with Babette?"

"No! In fact, I rushed back here this morning to tell you that. You taught me something by sending me with them. I loved it! I loved having two new cocks! So how can I justify keeping you from that kind of joy? I still want to be your wife. But I will try very hard not to be a jealous or possessive wife. I want us to enjoy all the joy that sex can give us, with whoever, just as long as we are safe about it."

"Good," he said, hugging me. "You say I taught you, but you've opened up a whole world to me. I was a virgin when I met you!"

Babette stayed with us the rest of the day. I found myself starting to think of her as a sister, or a co-wife. We both doted on Ray. Later in the afternoon Ray declared that he wanted to watch us make love again.

"But I want Janine to wear the harness," he said.

I donned the dildo, feeling somewhat foolish with it jutting out above my chastised cock. But lying down on the floor with Babette and beginning to hug and kiss soon distracted me. As much as I had come to love the feel of Ray's muscles and hair, my hetero background still responded to smooth skin, perfume, and long lashes. Babette and I made out with the relaxed ease of two people who had already had lots of sex this weekend. It excited me to know that our show was pleasing Ray and I sneaked a glance to see him lazily handling a burgeoning erection. Knowing where the dildo was going, I prayed that I knew where Ray's hard-on would find a home.

It took Babette a while to become impatient, but finally she whispered to me.

"Please fuck me!" she said low but urgently. "I want to feel your big cock in me!" I realized that no one had ever said that to me before, and even though my cock was artificial, it thrilled me anyway. After so long being on the receiving end, it felt positively wrong to be brandishing this phallus and contemplating fucking someone else. Nonetheless Babette undulating ass was an irresistible lure and I felt my pelvis yearning to thrust at it.

My hand trembled as I greased up the shaft and head of the fake cock and I was as eager to find Babette's opening as if it were my flesh that would be entering her. My mouth went dry at the moment of truth when I saw the mushroom head spread her anus and disappear within. Babette whimpered with joy to feel herself opened and occupied.

It felt like an out-of-body experience to watch the dildo plumb her and to feel my hips begin the rhythm it had been so long since I had employed, but to feel my cock at the same time straining against the metal cage instead of Babette's warm wet rectum. My frustration only led me to fuck her the more frantically, which pleased Babette well.

"Oh, God, fuck me!" Babette cried out, not in urging, but acknowledging what was happening. Ray enjoyed the show and I saw his cock gleaming with lube as he stroked himself, his cock hard and straining once again. I closed my eyes and prayed that he would want to use me the way he had used Babette earlier. It wasn’t long before my prayers were answered. I felt Ray's strong hands spreading my cheeks and exposing my dancing hole as I continued to saw in and out of Babette's bottom.

I gasped as I felt the deliciousness of Ray's cockhead pressing against my sphincter. I jumped involuntarily and Babette felt the jerk. I melted as I surrendered again to Ray using my body in that wonderfully unnatural way. After so many orgasms he was in no hurry and his penis slid in and out of me luxuriously. I was happy just to be used by him, to feel his manhood spreading me open, claiming me for his.

Babette, on the other hand, was torturously close to coming and she whined for me to fuck her harder. But I accommodated to Ray's pace and Babette's plaints only served to pique my pleasure. Awkwardly I reached around her and took her stiff pecker in my grip and she sighed into acceptance. Somehow I loved the feel over her little cock in my hand as I had not liked it in my mouth. The smallness and slimness of it made me feel more in control of her, almost superior, although my own cockette was no larger. I began to appreciate what Ray and his brethren saw in us, the lure of that incongruous combination of femininity and pusillanimous masculinity.

I toyed with Babette's dingus as Ray enjoyed my recesses. The sliding of Babette's twig through my greasy palm and the slide of Ray's penis in and out of my rectum became a symphony that I wished could last forever. But nothing sublime can last and soon I felt the shudder that signaled Babette's impending spurt. I quickened my pace, wanting the sensation of wringing her orgasm out of her and I was quickly rewarded with a strangled cry and the spasms of her little spigot spewing its teaspoon of semen.

Babette's cries no doubt excited Ray and I relaxed back into him, opening myself up as much as I could to accept his deposit. He rammed into me a few more glorious strokes and then I felt the pulse of his sperm being pumped into my conquered ass. I felt blessed to be anointed with his essence and I was not jealous that Babette had shared that honor earlier. She was my sister and we both loved Ray. There was plenty of him to go around.

Ray slipped out of me and my rectum tingled hotly with the friction of his fucking. I could feel his cum begin to trickle from me, but for a moment I was more concerned with Babette. I pulled the dildo out of her and she mewed with the same bittersweet feelings that I had. I scooped up a fingerful of her spend and fed it to her and she whimpered at the taste.

Then I generously reached under me and gathered up some of Ray's semen and gave her a taste and then gave me one. Then I kissed her and we shared the flavor of the two sperms between us again. My cock throbbed inside its cage and I was happy and horny at once. I turned to Ray and vacuumed lube and cum off his wilting cock.

Then I did the same to Babette, although her penis had shriveled to hardly a worm after her orgasm. I kissed her again tenderly, knowing the sadness that always followed the "little death." She warmly returned my kiss and I sensed that she knew I had accepted her into Ray's and my life. I knew there would be more of her, that Ray's cock would plumb the ass of many a she-male in the years ahead and I would know that I was the first and the last, but not the only,

But Babette after all had a wife at home, and although Nikki knew that she could not compete with cock, she after all wanted some attention from her husband, if only to clean up her cum-filled cunt after Chad had plowed it. So we bid Babette goodbye. We watched some TV and then it was time for bed.

"Are you going back to Tonya's?" Ray asked.

"I don't want to! I want to stay here! I loved last night, but I missed you. You're my fiancé!"

"I want you here too!" Ray said, relieved. "I want you to move in."

"That's what I want too!" I hugged him to me, not in lust, but with affection. "It feels right. It's time. I'm over all that silly jealousy about Babette. I love you and if you love her, I love her too."

"I could tell that. That was beautiful, watching you make love to her. Especially after. That was beautiful, the way you hugged her, and ... fed her and ... shared...."

"Shared your cum. We're like sisters. We both love you."

"How can I be so lucky?" Ray said, and he pulled me to him. I felt so safe in his arms. I was still horny with my cock in its cage, but I knew he was exhausted. We had the quiet warmth of two people who love each other. Even if we both had cocks. Or sort of.

We went to bed and cuddled and kissed and spooned in a relaxed cocoon that wasn't going to lead to more sex. We just wanted to be close. We didn't talk any more about when or how I would move in. I knew it was a big step. I knew Tonya and I would miss each other. But I knew she would understand. Ray was my man. I had to be with him. She knew that. She'd be happy for me.


Happily Ever After

Things moved pretty fast after that. I had the first breast implant surgery. That was no picnic. I mean it wasn't that bad, but there's no such thing as minor surgery. I was sore and bruised and hung over from the anesthetic. Ray stayed home from his work for the first four days, although he can do a lot from home with the phone and e-mail. I just took it easy. I tried to be a good patient and not do too much and used lots of ice to keep the swelling down. 

The hardest part was that I didn't feel like sex at all in any way shape or form.  And Ray felt as if having sex with someone else would be disloyal, like kicking me when I was down. But I told that I'd feel better if I didn't have to feel guilty about depriving him, so Babette stayed over one night and I slept in the guest room.

The "unveiling" was a big day for me. I was nervous about what I'd look like, with stitches and bruising and all.  But when I saw those tits rising off my chest, small though they were, I was so proud! I felt like a real woman! I can't describe how happy I was, mostly for Ray. I felt I was becoming the wife he deserved to have, with a body of a woman. It was hard to have to wait to let him (and me) play with them, but they were still too tender. But to be able to put on a bra without falsies and see my own tits fill them was a life changing experience. After that I was so impatient to get married that I drove Ray crazy!

Of course the next thing that happened was that Tonya and Brian's baby was born. They had a boy and they named him Brian Jr. Of course we all hoped that he'd take after Brian in at least one attribute!

After that we could go ahead with the divorce. Going into court was the weirdest thing about that, but my coming to court as Janine made it pretty obvious that we had "irreconcilable differences"! I signed away my parental rights and Brian adopted little Brian, although Tonya said she would never stand in the way of being the most involved "aunt" that any child ever had.

To my surprise, Brian asked Tonya to marry him and she said "yes." So despite all she said about big-dicked guys being worthless husbands, I guess she was still too steeped in tradition not to want a normal family.

Worse than the divorce was telling my family about my sex change. That, of course, freaked them out and they pretty much disowned me after that. What made up for that was that Ray's family welcomed me with open arms and became my new family, although they were still in the dark about my transsexual status.

My other family was the community of the Cuck ’n’ Bull and the she-males we met through the club. Ray branched out from just me and Babette and found that there were plenty of pretty sweet asses out there. But of course I knew that there were lots of beautiful cocks out there too and I sampled at least my share of them.

Ray and I got married and no one outside of the Cuck ’n’ Bull and my female supporters from work had any idea that I was anything other than a typical blushing bride. It took some explaining to Ray's family why my "friend" Tonya was giving me away instead of my father, though.

For our honeymoon we took a cruise. I didn't know there were rooms aboard a cruise ship as big as the honeymoon suite that Ray booked. What was more unusual was that Babette, Nikki, Chad, Tonya, Brian, and Brian Jr. came along on the cruise and there was a lot of bed-hopping! Of course Ray had first dibs on the first night of our honeymoon, but his was not the last cock to christen the new Mrs.!

After we got back we had a second, more private, wedding ceremony at the Cuck ‘n’ Bull, more appropriate to our tastes. I wanted it to be as much like the dream I had had as it could be. I had another wedding dress made from the vision in my dream, with a see-through bodice showing off my A-cup titties. The skirt of the dress was open in both front and back, with flounces on each hip. Ray had a new chastity device made that was gold-plated and the dress displayed it to perfection.  Of course another feature of the dress was that I could be easily fucked with it still on, and we took full advantage of that.  The culmination of the wedding ceremony involved Tonya holding Ray's cock and putting it in my ass in front of everyone. I didn't sit very comfortably for a week after that wedding reception!

The hormones worked very slowly to my impatience. Eventually my skin did start feeling smoother and my beard got finer. I started developing some curves, especially in my hips and face. Ray treated me to laser hair removal, which was a blessing, because I didn’t have to shave all the time after that.

Ray continued to keep me in the chastity cage. True to James’ prediction, we have kept me locked up for longer and longer periods as the months have gone by. It certainly keeps me in the “right frame of mind” as far as being interested in sex and submissive to Ray’s every whim. I think the chastity has helped balance out the changes caused by the hormones: harder for me to get an erection and ball shrinkage. Every time I look at my cage I am reminded that I am Ray’s property and that has been good for our marriage. Prostate milking is a part of our daily routine. When I am allowed a full orgasm it is a real treat and a mind-blowing experience! That, and a variety of playmates for both Ray and me, certainly has kept us from settling into any kind of doldrums in our sex life!

The best thing that happened, though, was that Tonya agreed to be a surrogate mother for us to have a baby! Ray fucked my ass in a condom and Maxine collected his sperm and artificially inseminated Tonya with Ray's sperm. Tonya carried the baby for us while I wore progressively larger and larger prosthetics to mimic pregnancy! Ray had to explain to his family that I was self-conscious about my weight gain, so that they were not to pat my tummy or ask to feel the baby kick. By the time Tonya was ready to deliver, I felt that I had experienced pregnancy pretty faithfully, given my awkwardness and backaches from carrying around that extra weight, bulge, and increasingly tent-like clothes!

I scheduled my second breast surgery for six weeks before Tonya's due date, as I had been on the hormones long enough by then. So my suddenly increased C-cup breast size could appear to be from pregnancy and breast feeding, but I'd be recovered enough to be able to lift and carry around the baby without strain. I was very excited about my new breasts! I finally felt as if I were a “real woman”! I also got my nipples pierced and I wear gold barbells. Girls, that makes your nipples so much more sensitive! Every girl should think about it!

We pretended we had a home birth so that I could appear to be in convalescence from delivery after Tonya gave birth to our daughter, who we named Toni, after Tonya. Tonya pumped breast milk so that the baby could have the benefits, but we switched over to formula after that.

Once Toni was born I decided to become a stay-at-home wife and Mom for Ray and Toni, as well as a liberally available on-call babysitter / aunt for little Brian, Jr. Having a child has changed our relationship, as it does every couple's, but I still look forward to Ray coming home so that I can wrap my lips around his cock. I'm never happier than when he's plowing my backside. But now we have to wait until the baby is taking a nap!

When I'm too tired from running around after the baby all day, Ray still calls Babette or one of his other she-male girlfriends to come over. Believe me, on those nights the sounds of fucking coming from the bedroom are now music to my ears, because what I want those nights is to cuddle with my baby or get in a good nap!

But I never regret starting on the long road that brought me to here, no matter how many unexpected turns it took and how little I could have imagined that journey when it started that fateful day so long ago.

THE END
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