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It was my husband's text messages that exposed his cheating.

He forgot his phone.  It wasn't the first time.  He was absent-minded.

And I knew the password.

I wasn't in the habit of snooping through his text messages.  I'd been with him for five years, and I trusted him.  Used to trust him.

My own phone had died, and I needed to make a few calls, so I'd borrowed his phone.

That was how I saw the message from his co-worker Jacinthe.  Hey hon, do you think you'll be able to make it over on Thursday?

Naturally I read the rest of the texts between Bill and Jacinthe.  He had been fucking her behind my back for a month.

I didn't know how yet, but I intended to make him pay.

Bill and Jacinthe were co-workers who had become friends.  And then more than friends.

They both worked as developers in the engineering department of a mid-sized tech company.  Bill on back end software, and Jacinthe on Website interface.

I have to admit, I was impressed that Bill had scored with a woman of Jacinthe's caliber.  She was ten years older than him.  But she was hot.  However like many attractive women, she suffered from low self-esteem.  She'd spent most her adult life married to an abusive, gaslighting narcissist.  She suffered from debilitating bouts of depression and chronic anxiety, drank too much, and was an emotional train wreck.  She had at last left her good-for-nothing husband two months earlier.  But she hadn't been able to walk away from the conviction he had hammered into her over the course of fifteen years that she'd never find another man willing to put up with her shit.

Bill had been the one to make her see that she could attract other men.  He had made her feel desired.

He had started putting in more time than usual at work.  But this was not unprecedented.  Some times were busier at his company than others.  Some nights he didn't get home till 11:00 p.m. or midnight, which was unusual.  He'd started showering when he got home, instead of the next morning, which was also something new.  These should have been obvious signs.  But I didn't see them.  Like I said, I trusted him.

He got home late the day that I discovered his phone messages.

I was waiting for him.

“I'm sorry.  I made a stupid mistake.  I won't see her again.  I don't want to lose you.”

“You won't see her again?  Here's your phone.  Call her right now and tell her that.”

“She'd be asleep by now...”

“Fuck it.  I'm done with you.”

“No, no, I'll call her.”

He took the phone.  He looked at me imploringly, as if he was actually hoping that I would change my mind and say that he could give her the bad news tomorrow.  Then he reluctantly brought up her phone number.

“Hello?” a sleepy female voice answered after several rings. “Bill?”

“Hi Jacinthe.”  Bill paused, then blurted “I'm sorry.  I can't see you anymore.”

“What?”

“I need to end the relationship.  I have a wife.”

“You have a wife?  You have a fucking wife?”

“Um...ah...yes.”

“Fuck you!”

The phone connection went dead.

“I thought you were different, Bill,” I said. “But I was wrong.  You're just like every other guy I've ever been with.”

“It was a mistake, Roxana.  It won't happen again.  Look, I'll do whatever it takes to make this right.”

“This isn't something you can make right.”

“Let me try.”

A sadistic smile crossed my lips. “Okay, I'll let you try.  But if you want to stay with me, things are going to be different going forward.  I'm not going to fuck you anymore.  At all.  Not till I stop being mad at you.  And that's going to take a long time.  I don't really know if I can ever get there.”

“Alright,” Bill said meekly.

“And I sure as hell won't be sucking your cock.  But you're still going to go down on me.  Whenever I want.”

“Okay,” Bill said.  I was astounded that he agreed to this.

“And you're going to do whatever else I decide you need to do to make me forget how much I hate you right now.  And I mean anything.  Understand?”

Bill looked nervous.  Even more nervous than he'd looked when he'd found out I knew about Jacinthe.  And with good reason.  He knew I had a mean streak.  And that I wasn't a forgiving sort of girl.

“Yes, Roxana.  I'll do whatever it takes.”

“Okay then.  Lie on the bed.  On your back.  Don't bother taking off your clothes.”

Bill followed my instructions.

I took off my shoes, socks, jeans and panties.  I didn't bother taking my top off.  I joined Bill on the bed and straddled his head on my knees, so that my pussy was a couple of inches above his face.  I pinned his shoulders and upper arms to the bed with my legs.  Bill looked up at me apprehensively.  When he went down on me it was usually with me on my back and him lying between my legs.  I'd never sat on his face before.

I lowered myself onto his mouth.  It was different than being on my back with his face between my legs.  I felt in charge.  Powerful.  It wasn't something I was used to. It felt good.

“Make me come, you worthless fuck.”

Bill started licking.

“Put some enthusiasm into it.” I grinned down at him sadistically. “Pretend I'm Jacinthe.”

Bill ignored the taunt and did his best to make me climax.  I let him work at it awhile.  Then I started thrusting.

Hard.

Bill groaned and grunted beneath my onslaught.  But he didn't try to get me to stop. I soon felt an orgasm building, like water rising behind a dam that was going to burst.  I gripped Bill's hair and tightened my thighs around his face.

My entire body quivered as one of the strongest orgasms I'd ever experienced gripped me.  I usually didn't get wet enough down there to make much of a mess, but this time was different.  I splurted in Bill's mouth.  I kept coming for what must have been at least half a minute.

I made no move to get up when I was done.  I could tell Bill was surprised by the flood of female cum filling his mouth, and wasn't sure what to do.  He loved it when I swallowed, and I decided that it was only fair that he now do the same.  I looked down at him expectantly, smiling.

He hesitated a moment or two, then swallowed.

An aftershock ripped through me, and I squirted again.  Not nearly as much this time, but enough that he had to swallow a second time.

When I at last rose off his face, Bill asked, “Babe, do you think you could do something for me now?  You've got me really horny...”

I plopped myself back down on his face.

“Did you not fucking listen to anything I said?  Just for that, you're going to have to eat me again.  I want two more orgasms.  When I'm done, you can use your hand on yourself in the bathroom.”

Bill murmured something that sounded like an objection.

“Don't like it?  Fine.  I can find another guy.  No problem.  There are a gazillion thirsty guys out there who'd love to date me.”

Bill started licking.  Enthusiastically.

I grinned.

I'd started dating Bill after exiting an exceptionally bad relationship.  When it came to guys I always seemed to fall for the bad boys.  It never ended well.  I like women too, but my track record with my own sex was hardly any better.

I'd decided to try something different.  To date someone who wasn't my usual type.  A regular guy who wasn't going to cheat on me or abuse me.  I'd picked Bill.  He was nerdy, rather short, and very average looking.  He had a full time job doing something that was actually legal.  He was more or less the opposite of the guys I normally chose.

It had actually been okay for a long time.  Bill had been faithful, attentive, considerate, and kind.  He provided us with all the creature comforts.  Bill wasn't good with women, and didn't have a lot of experience.  He seemed stunned when I agreed to go out with him.  He practically worshiped me.  His dick, like the rest of him, was somewhat on the small side.  But he tried hard to please.  I can't say there were fireworks.  But I had my vibrator.  And my imagination.  I made do.

Then Bill had gone and fucked it all up with that slut Jacinthe.

The next night I sat on Bill's face and used my vibrator on myself while he ate me.

Bill hated it when I used sex toys to make myself come.  It made him feel inadequate.  Made him feel incapable.

I came five or six times.

I could tell by the look on Bill's face that he wasn't happy.  I could also tell that he was ravenously horny, and frustrated that he couldn't do anything about it.  His dismay and frustration, I discovered, aroused me.  My orgasms were the most intense I'd had in the five years we'd been a couple.

He didn't ask if I would do anything for him afterward this time.

“I want to help you teach Bill a lesson.  To teach him to respect you.”

Natasha was sitting across from me in a little indie coffee shop we sometimes frequented.  It had been four days since I'd discovered Bill's affair.  I had just told Natasha how I had been refusing to fuck him or go down on him but had been making him eat me every night.

I'd been friends with Natasha since college.  We'd started out as friends.  Then we'd become lovers.  That had ended when Natasha had moved to the opposite side of the country after landing a lucrative job.  She'd returned to the West Coast a couple of years ago, and we'd rekindled our friendship.

Natasha was gorgeous.  She had beautiful dark blonde hair that spilled around her shoulders in thick waves, striking aquamarine eyes, and a wide, captivating smile.  She was unusually tall for a girl.  Not only taller than most other women, but taller than the vast majority of guys.  Like me, she had the kind of curvy figure that most guys go crazy for.  Her breasts were even bigger than mine.  She had trouble finding bras that fit her.

I imagined Natasha riding Bill's face the way I had done for four nights in a row, mercilessly  thrusting those wide hips and that beautiful ass of hers as if she was trying to crush him.  I felt myself getting a little wet.

“I'd like that, Natasha.”  A few days ago the idea of letting another woman use my husband would have been unthinkable.  Now it turned me on.

“Men are all the same,” Natasha proclaimed.  She'd left her husband six months ago after catching him with another woman. “Bill's lucky you didn't just dump him.  But if you had, the next guy you hooked up with would have done the same thing to you sooner or later.  We need to make Bill respect you.  To make him respect women in general.  We may have to break him to do that.  But as the saying goes, you can't make an omelet without breaking a few eggs.”

I was intrigued.

“What do you have in mind?”

“Well, what you're doing now—making him go down on you whenever you want while refusing to do anything for him—is a good start.  I'd be happy to help you out by taking some turns sitting on his face.  You know, to teach him some respect.”

I laughed.

“I'm not sure how much of a punishment that will be.  He'll probably enjoy it.  Have you noticed the way he stares at your tits whenever you're around?”

“Yeah.  He thinks I don't notice.”

We both laughed.

“He probably will enjoy it at first,” Natasha said. “But after a couple of hours of me humping his face I think he'll be wishing he was somewhere else.”

“Yes, I suspect he will.”

We both laughed again.

“And of course that's just a start. Bill's 're-education' is going to get a lot more intense than that.”

“What have you got in mind?”

“You'll see.  Let's just concentrate on training Bill to eat pussy better to start.”

Natasha grinned wickedly.

“Are the two of you free tonight?”

Natasha brought some rope with her.  She used it to tie Bill down spreadeagled on our queen sized bed, with each of his arms and legs secured to a bedpost.  He looked nervous, but went along with it. As usual, he kept sneaking glances at Natasha's hooters.  She had worn a blouse that was so low-cut I could see the edges of her big aureoles peeking above the neckline.

Natasha went first.  She peeled off all of her clothes and straddled Bill's head on her knees.  Bill looked apprehensive.

She lowered herself till her cunt was just an inch or so above his face.  Her bush was shaved except for a wide, close-cropped landing strip above her cleft.  I could see a bit of pink ladywood poking between her wide lips.  She brought one hand down between her legs and started gently massaging herself.  Bill simultaneously looked disappointed that she preferred the stimulation of her own hand to his mouth, aroused by the up-close-and-personal view of a woman jilling, and intimidated by the knowledge that very soon this gorgeous giantess was going to be riding his face.  My own ladywood was responding.  I resisted the urge to slide my hand down the front of my jeans.

“Okay, motherfucker, time to get to work.”  Natasha lowered herself onto Bill's mouth.  She rested her full weight on him.  Bill's eyes widened slightly as the mattress sagged beneath them.  Her trim bush was pressed against his nose. “Move that tongue, bitch!”

Natasha's nipples stiffened as Bill struggled to please her.

“Mmmm.  So you're actually good for something.  Keep doing that.”

I was getting wetter.

Natasha made Bill eat her for what must have been an hour.  She came three or four times.  Bill had a massive boner tenting his jeans.  But he couldn't even use his own hand to look after it.  Natasha had been passively sitting on Bill's face up to this point, making him do all the work.  Now she began thrusting.  Bill grunted and strained against his bonds.

“What's wrong, bitch?  Am I too much for you?  Do you want me to stop?”  Natasha raised herself off him slightly so he could talk. “We don't need you to satisfy us.  Roxie and I can go out to a club and pick up a couple of guys.  It wouldn't be hard...”

Bill looked mortified by the thought of me going out with Natasha and fucking another guy.

“No, no, keep going,” Bill urged.

Natasha lowered herself back down and resumed thrusting.

“You know, my ex-husband was a lot like you.  He cheated too.  You bastards are all the same.”

Natasha's movements became more forceful.  Bill moaned and twitched as she pummeled him into the mattress.  It was obvious that Bill was paying for the sins of Natasha's husband. And the sins of every other guy Natasha had fucked.  Like me, Natasha had a long track record of pairing up with the wrong men.

Whatever.  Bill deserved it.

The bed started to quake from the force of Natasha's gyrations.  Bill's moans and grunts got louder.  Natasha ignored them.  Her gigantic boobs jiggled.  Her curvy ass tightened and relaxed as if she was twerking. She seemed to be trying to make Bill one with the mattress.  She tilted her head back and let out a long moan as her most powerful orgasm yet rocked her body.

I started discarding my clothes as Natasha got up.  I couldn't remember when I'd last needed to come so badly.  I clambered onto the bed and sat on Bill's face.  I sat facing toward his feet this time, so that my ass was planted on his forehead and eyes, and started humping.

I peaked almost immediately.  It was a wet one.

I continued fucking Bill's face.  Hard, the way Natasha had done.  I felt his tongue frantically moving, trying to placate my anger.  I didn't stop until I'd given myself a few more big ones.

“Can...can I...uh...look after myself now?” Bill asked meekly, when I at last rose from his face.

Natasha laughed.

“Seriously?  We've barely even gotten started.  You're going to need to rock the kitty a lot more times than that before you get to do anything for yourself.”

Natasha got back on the bed, and got ready to take her next turn.

Bill lost his job two days later.

Like many companies, the corporation he worked for had a rule against co-workers dating.  Jacinthe filed a complaint stating that he had asked her on a date.  Jacinthe had welcomed Bill's advances, and she had done a lot more than just go on dates with him.  But Bill didn't tell HR that.  At best it might have gotten Jacinthe fired too.  And if that happened there was no telling what the bitch would have done next to retaliate.

The economy was in recession, and with this black mark on his work record Bill was unlikely to land another good job any time soon.

On the other hand, after months of searching I'd just landed a decent job at an accounting firm.  It paid enough for me to support the two of us.

I was mad at Bill when he confessed that he'd been fired.  But I soon realized that there were advantages to the situation.  We could get by without his income, and if he wasn't working he certainly wouldn't be cheating on me with any more co-workers.  And if he was home all the time he could look after the cooking and cleaning, which mostly got dumped on me and which I hated.  He'd be easier to keep an eye on if he was at home.  Easier to control.

And I was discovering that I liked being in control.

“I'll find another job,” Bill protested, when I told him that he was going to be my househusband.

“Are you questioning me?”

“Um, no, it's just that—“

“It's settled then.  For now, at least, I'll be the breadwinner, and you'll stay home and look after the housework.”

Three days later there was a fire on the first floor of Natasha's condo.  Natasha lived on the seventh floor, and her unit was unscathed, but a city inspector deemed the building unsafe.  Repairs were going to take weeks, possibly months.

Natasha's insurance would have covered a stay in a hotel. But I invited her to stay in our guest room.  Bill had been using the guest room, but the bastard could sleep on the couch.

“It'll be fun.  Almost like old times.”

“It would be fun.  And it would make training your husband a lot easier.  Let's do it!”

A week went by.  Natasha and I continued to make Bill serve us every night.

Sometimes we stood and made him eat us on his knees. Sometimes we sat on the couch or in an armchair and made him kneel between our legs. Sometimes we made him lie on his back and sat on his face.  Sometimes we supplemented his efforts with our fingers or with vibrators.  We usually kept going till he'd given each of us at least three or four orgasms.

Natasha's sex drive seemed to be inexhaustible.  My own libido was the strongest it had been in years.  The feeling of being the one in command was an aphrodisiac.  Not having to wait for Bill to come as he rutted inside me or having to suck his underwhelming schlong helped too.

On the eighth day after Natasha moved in, she introduced the next phase of her 'rehabilitation plan'.

“You can't be serious,” Bill protested.

“I'm serious,” Natasha said. “Roxie and I talked it over, and we're in agreement.  You need to learn self-control.  So from now on, you can only come when we give you permission to.”

“But the two of you are coming at least three or four times every night...”

“We're not the ones who cheated.”

Bill turned imploringly from Natasha to me. “Come on, this is crazy...”

“If you want me to stay with you, and don't want me sleeping with other guys, you need to do this, Bill. You need to prove to me that you can discipline yourself.  To prove to me that you can change.”

“Okay,” Bill said, in a tone that clearly showed that he was feeling far from okay about this new development.

“And if we catch you cheating,” Natasha said, “I'm going to make you wear a cock cage.  You literally won't be able to get a hard-on.”

Bill's face paled.

“Don't worry.” Natasha smiled. “If you do a good job on us, we'll let you come once in a while.”

Bill had endured four days of celibacy when Natasha announced the next stage of his 'retraining'.

“You want me to what?” Bill stammered.

“We want you to start dressing like a girl,” Natasha repeated. “It will help you to learn empathy and respect for women if you spend some time being a woman.  From today onward you're not the househusband anymore.  You're the housewife.”

“Look, this is ridiculous.  I won't do it.”

“That's fine,” I said. “But then I'm going to sleep with other men.”

Bill was silent for a long while.

“How long would I have to do this for?”

“Until I'm not mad at you anymore.”

“Look, I've told you I'm sorry...”

“Sorry doesn't change what you've done.  If you want to stay with me—if you want to have a chance of ever having normal sex with me again—this is what you need to do.”

“If you do this,” Natasha added, “you can wank off tonight while I sit on your face.”

Bill had been going crazy since Natasha and I had stopped allowing him to come.  He looked like shit.  Servicing the two of us night after night without even being able to jerk off afterward was torture for him.  Natasha had started keeping the door of the guest room open so that if he tried to choke the chicken during the night she'd hear him.  Or at least he'd know that there was the risk that she would hear him.  He couldn't even wank off in the shower. Natasha insisted that he take baths, not showers, and that he always leave the door to the bathroom open when he was in there. I was amazed he hadn't walked out on us.  Natasha seemed to be better able to gauge his limits than me.

“Okay, okay...I'll...I'll do it.”

Natasha and I both smiled.

I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw Bill after Natasha was finished with him.

My husband was gone.  In his place was a girl who actually looked rather hot.

Natasha had dyed Bill's hair blonde and given him a spiky emo-girl hairstyle.  She'd used a depilatory to get rid of all his body hair, aside from (I would eventually see) a modest patch above his cock.  She'd gotten him a set of remarkably realistic boobs from a high end sex shop.  She'd picked ones that were almost as big as hers.  The prosthetic breasts self-adhered to his skin, without the need for straps or a bra.  They actually jiggled a little when he walked, just like real ones.  She'd also bought him some sexy clothing, including a slutty black negligee and a pair of three inch black pumps, which he was now wearing.  She had expertly applied makeup to his already somewhat petite features, skillfully feminizing him even more.  I barely recognized him.  He looked like a woman, not like a guy in drag.

“Bill?” I stammered.

“Uh...hi Roxie.”

I was even more astonished by his voice than I'd been by his appearance.  Not only did Bill look like a girl, he sounded like a girl.  Natasha had gotten hold of a new medication designed for male-to-female trans women that somehow tightened the vocal cords enough to alter a male voice into a female one.  The effect apparently lasted for a few weeks.  I was amazed that Natasha had persuaded Bill to go along with this.  He wasn't going to be passing for a man again any time soon.  At least not if he opened his mouth.

“We need to find a new name for your wife,” Natasha announced. “Bill is a man's name.  She's not a man anymore.  She needs a girl's name.  I was thinking maybe Tina.  Tina sounds nice and girly.”

“I like it,” I said. “Tina it is.”

“I'm horny,” Natasha said. “I've been horny all day, but I've been holding off till you got home so the three of us could have some fun together.  I promised Tina she could jill off while I sat on her face if she let me turn her into a woman.  You still want to jill off, Tina?”

Tina looked uncomfortable at being addressed by her new name.  And by the references to “jilling off” instead of jacking off.  It was fun to watch.

And it was making me horny.

Tina didn't answer for a moment or two.

“Yes,” she said at last, very quietly.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Natasha, I want to...to jill off.”

“Good.  Roxie gets to go first, since you're her wife.  After that you're going to look after me, and after you've given me a couple of Os you can jill.  Okay?”

“Okay,” said Tina submissively.

“Have you eaten?” Natasha asked me.

“Yeah, I grabbed something to eat on the way home from work, like you suggested.”

“Good.  We can get started, then.”  Natasha turned back to the short, curvy blonde that used to be my husband.  I was already starting to think of her as a girl, not a man.

“I can't wait to ride your pretty new face,” Natasha said. “Let's get you set up.”

Tina followed Natasha and me into my bedroom.  I realized that I no longer thought of it as our bedroom, but my bedroom.

Natasha fastened Tina's arms and legs to the bedposts.  She had recently started using metal manacles in place of rope.

“She's ready for you.” Natasha gestured toward the bed.

I was still dressed in my clothes from work.  I removed my blazer, blouse, and bra.  Tina's eyes watched my breasts hungrily.  It had been days since I'd let her touch them.  My nipples were already hard.  I slipped off my pumps, my skirt, and finally my pantyhose.  Tina liked my bush closely trimmed.  But I had ceased giving a fuck what this cheating bitch liked.  I was letting it grow in.  I climbed onto the bed, straddled Tina's face, and lowered myself onto her.

Tina kissed and licked with enthusiasm.  The feeling of control—of power—that I'd been experiencing was stronger than ever.  Tina had actually agreed to become a girl in order to stay with me. I was so wet that it felt like I'd already come, even though we were just getting started.

“I've really missed being with you,” Natasha blurted. “Leaving you was the dumbest thing I ever did.”

“You had too.  For your career.”

“If I could do it over again I'd have stayed with you.”

Old feelings surged up.  I had been in love with Natasha.  I had been pissed off at her for years after she left.  But I had also wanted her back.  I had gone through a sequence of guys.  And one or two other women.  None of them had lasted.  Then I'd hooked up with Bill.  I'd buried my feelings for Natasha.  And kept them buried when she'd moved back to the West Coast two years ago with a new husband in tow.  But those feelings had never died.

I looked into Natasha's eyes, not knowing what to say.

Natasha stepped up to the bed, leaned in, and pressed her lips against mine.  My lips parted as if they had a mind of their own.  Natasha's tongue slid between them.  Tina's tongue brushed my clit, and a monumental orgasm hit me.  I felt myself gushing.

Tina moaned as I flooded her mouth.  I wasn't sure if this was from lust, from envy, or from frustration. I didn't really care.  I put a hand on the back of Natasha's head, pulling her tighter against me.  She placed her hands on my hips, gently caressing me with her fingertips.  I could feel another climax already building.  Natasha's hands slid up to my breasts.  I gasped and erupted a second time.

Natasha and I continued making love with our fingers and tongues.  Natasha's hand made its way down to my clit.  She made me come four more times in the space of no more than ten minutes.  Tina was squirming and groaning beneath us.  I reluctantly raised myself an inch or two so that she could speak.

“You okay, Tina?”

“I need to come!”

I still couldn't get over how feminine she sounded.  If I hadn't known better I would have assumed she'd been a girl from birth.

“You can come as soon as you've made me come a couple of times,” Natasha promised. “Don't worry, it won't take long.”

Natasha gently guided me to one side and took my place on Tina's face. Then she placed a hand on the back of my neck and brought me back to her mouth.  Natasha hadn't lied when she said it wouldn't take her long to come.  She climaxed three or four times in what couldn't have been more than five minutes.

Natasha reluctantly broke away from me and unfastened one of Tina's manacles.  She remained seated on Tina's face.  Tina immediately brought her hand down to the juncture between her legs.

“Do it through your clothing,” Natasha ordered. “Nobody wants to see that goofy oversized clit of yours.”

Natasha drew my face back to hers, and our lips reconnected.  Natasha started thrusting, mercilessly ramming herself into Tina's face.  Tina moaned.  I glanced over and saw that she was stroking herself through her negligee and thong.  After only a minute or two her lower body arched, and she groaned loudly into Natasha's cunt.  This sent Natasha over the edge again.  The air was becoming permeated with the smells of sex and sweat.

Natasha and I continued to kiss and fondle each other while taking turns riding Tina's face.  It was long past midnight by the time we were both sated.

The next night Tina got her first break from serving us since we'd started her 're-education'.  But she wasn't happy about it.

“You don't want to have sex with me anymore?” she protested.

“Oh, we're definitely going to have more sex with you, slut,” Natasha responded before I could say anything. “I'm nowhere near done with you yet.  It's just that Roxie and I want some alone time.  We've gotten back together, in case you didn't notice.”

Tina turned to me. “But Roxie, you said that if I did everything you asked, you wouldn't have sex with other guys.”

“Natasha isn't a guy.  And if you don't like it, fuck you.  The door's over there.  Be thankful we're still keeping you around as a sex toy.”

Tina sighed petulantly.  I couldn't believe she was putting up with this shit.  But then I had put up with way more than my share of shit from lovers over the years.  Maybe she felt that she deserved it for cheating on me.  If so, as far as I was concerned she was right.

“You have permission to jill off out there on the couch tonight while you listen to me and Roxie getting it on in the bedroom,” Natasha said mockingly. “Have fun!”

Tina looked like she was going to talk back, but didn't.  Natasha took my hand.  I gave Tina a parting smile, then followed Natasha into the bedroom and closed the door.

“Check this out.”

“Wow.  It looks so realistic.”  Natasha was holding her oversized handbag open.  I could see a huge strap-on dildo inside.  It must have been nine inches long!  It looked convincingly lifelike.  It even had a massive set of balls attached.

We were in a neighborhood pub, enjoying a couple of beers.  I had just finished work a short time earlier, and at Natasha's request had met her here.  It had been a week and a half since we'd resurrected our relationship.  We'd been going on little “dates” like this every couple of days.  Natasha had moved into my bedroom.  We still made Tina give us head every other night or so.  Usually for hours on end.  Neither of us wanted to stop using her.  She was more fun than any dildo or vibrator I've ever owned.

“I just got these today,” Natasha said. “The others are in a bag under the table.”

“The others? You got more than one?”

“We're going to need more than one, darling. Trust me.”

“It's huge.” Natasha and I had had intercourse with strap-ons in the past, but never one this big.  It was bigger than the cocks of any of the men I'd slept with, and I'd slept with my share.  I felt myself getting a little wet.

“I got the largest size they had. I've been wanting to try this dildo for months, ever since it came on the market. It's made from a biosynthetic material that not only looks like real skin but feels like it.  It even tastes like it! It has sensors just below the skin that can tell when it's being touched.  Just like the nerves in the real thing.  And there's a vibrator built into the base that stimulates your clit when the dildo is getting stimulated.  The harder someone fucks or sucks on this dildo, the faster and harder it vibrates.  And the deeper in it goes, the more enthusiastic the vibrations get.  They say it's the closest a woman can get to feeling what it's like to have a penis.”

I got wetter.  I had long wondered what it would feel like to have a cock.  Guys enjoyed it so much when we went down on them and when we fucked them.  Natasha had once confided that she sometimes fantasized about having a cock too.  I had no desire to become a man. Natasha, I knew, felt the same.  We loved being women.  But we both wanted to experience—at least once—what it felt like to have a dick.

“This dildo senses when you climax,” Natasha continued. “And when you do, it shoots out a load of cum. The cum is biologically synthesized and looks, feels and tastes just like the real thing.”

I grinned.

“I've always wanted to feel what it would be like to get a blowjob,” I said playfully. “But who could we possibly get to suck these cocks for us?”

We both laughed.

“I bought us three of these. They cost a small fortune.  But it's going to be worth it.”

“Three? But there's only two of us...”

“Hi Natasha! Oh my God, it's been way too long! Hey there! You must be Roxana.”

I looked over to see a pretty woman about ten years older than myself approaching.  Natasha stood up and hugged her.

“It's great to see you, Jacinthe.  You're right, it's been way too long.”

“Jacinthe?”

“Yes.  Jacinthe.  The Jacinthe who slept with your husband.  I'm so sorry!  I had no idea the weasel was married.”

“It's not your fault.  You didn't know.”

“I still feel really bad.  I'm so pissed off at that asshole.  I was starting to fall in love with him.  He fucked both of us over.”

“He sure did.”

“Jacinthe is my cousin,” Natasha said. “The two of us realized the other day as we were chatting that the guy she'd been sleeping with who forgot to tell her about his wife was none other than our lovely little Tina. I told her about our re-education program, and she wants to join in.  I said it was okay with me, but that she'd have to check with you.”

“I think it's hilarious that you're teaching him to have respect for women by making him be a woman,” Jacinthe said. “If you don't want me to participate, I understand.  I'll just leave.  But I'd love to help you teach that worthless fuck a lesson.”

A vision of Jacinthe wearing one of the strap-ons Natasha had bought popped into my head.  I imagined the expression on Tina's face as she was forced to suck Jacinthe off while knowing that she was never going to get to fuck or get head from Jacinthe again. I felt my arousal edge higher.

“I think that could be arranged. Have a seat, Jacinthe.”

The three of us arrived at my house two hours later.  We were all a little tipsy.

Tina's jaw dropped when she saw Jacinthe.

“Jacinthe?”

“Wow, he really does look like a girl,” Jacinthe said, as if Tina hadn't spoken. “And he sounds just like a girl too.  I can't believe I let this loser fuck me.”

“We all make mistakes,” Natasha said.

“Get on your knees, Tina,” I ordered.

Tina reluctantly got on her knees.  She glanced around anxiously, her eyes moving from one person to another.  Natasha was wearing jeans and a T-shirt with a picture of an up-and-coming female rap star who had become notorious for suggesting that all males should be exterminated.  Natasha undid her belt and zipper and shimmied out of her jeans.  She wore a scarlet thong underneath, and peeled this off too.  She left her T-shirt on.  I followed her lead, and stripped from the waist down.  So did Jacinthe.

Natasha pulled the gigantic strap-on dildo she'd shown me earlier from her oversized purse.  Tina's eyes widened. “She's your wife, so you get to go first,” Natasha said, handing the strap-on to me.  I fastened it in place.  It felt weird to look down and see that massive member protruding from my bush, looking as if it belonged there.  Weird, but good.  Natasha extracted the other two strap-ons from a shopping bag and handed one to Jacinthe.

“Uh, hey, wait, what are you guys doing?” Tina asked fearfully.

“Getting ready to find out what it feels like to have our cocks sucked,” Natasha said, grinning sadistically.  She gave Tina a quick summary of the ultra-realistic strap-on's features, as she had done for me in the bar.  As she was doing so I walked up to Tina and stood in front of her so that my cock was almost touching her lips.  I could feel my ladywood stiffening beneath the strap-on.

“Um...I'm not really into cocks,” Tina objected.

“If you do this for us, I'll let you fuck me after,” Natasha offered.

Tina, Jacinthe and I all turned to Natasha with shocked expressions.  She had not told anyone about this part of her plan.  Not even me.

“And if you don't want to do it, that's fine,” Natasha continued. “You won't be hard to replace.  So, what's it going to be?”

Tina hesitated, then leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth.  I smiled widely, hardly able to believe it.  My cheating husband-turned-wife was sucking my cock!  The built-in vibrator started massaging my clit.  The sensation was so good—and so intense—that I felt almost dizzy.  Natasha had shown me that these strap-ons had a control built into the belt that determined the sensitivity of the cock, and thus the speed and force of the vibrator. I fumbled for the control and turned the stimulation down. I didn't want to come yet and end my turn.  We'd barely gotten started.

Tina reached up and cupped my breasts.  I intuited that she was reminding herself that she was having sex with a woman, not a guy.  I hadn't let her touch my boobs in quite a while.  Her hands felt good, and I let her play with them.

Natasha stepped over and grabbed both of Tina's wrists and pulled them away. “What do you think you're doing, slut? Roxie didn't give you permission to touch her tits.”  She pulled Tina's hands down behind her back.  She had extracted a pair of handcuffs from her purse, and snapped these on Tina's wrists.

“There!  You won't be doing that again,” Natasha smirked.

“Look at him!” exclaimed Jacinthe. “I mean her.  She's got a hard-on!”

My excitement increased with the revelation that Tina was not just submitting but was becoming aroused as she did so.  I could feel my first orgasm of the evening building within my loins.  I turned down the vibrator a little more, but I knew that I wasn't going to last much longer.

“You call that a blowjob, slut?” Natasha bellowed in a drill-sergeant voice. “You haven't even taken half of it in yet!  Take that fucking cock in deeper.”

Tina struggled to take more in.  The intensity of the built-in vibrator increased as more and more of my cock slowly disappeared into Tina's mouth.  Tina gagged as it reached the back of her mouth and pushed its way into the top of her throat.  Natasha stepped over and put a hand on the back of her head and forcefully pushed her forward.  She retched as it struck the back of her esophagus, but didn't try to pull away.  I couldn't take any more.  I felt myself peaking.  Tina groaned pitifully as my new cock pumped splurt after splurt of thick, sticky cum into her throat.

“Swallow, you useless fuck!” yelled Jacinthe. “I swallowed for you! Swallow Roxana's load!”

Tina swallowed.  I almost came a second time.

“My turn,” Natasha proclaimed gleefully.  She seated herself in a nearby armchair.  Her enormous cock stuck out expectantly between her thighs. “Get over here and make me come.”

Tina didn't even bother to rise, but shuffled over to Natasha on her knees.  Her hands were still cuffed behind her back.  Natasha guided her head down to her cock.  She pushed herself in a lot more roughly than I had.  Tina gagged as Natasha hit the back of her throat. “That's it, slut.  Take it all the way in.”  Natasha held Tina's head in place until her gag reflex subsided.

I came over and squatted beside them, bringing my face so close to Tina's that we were almost touching.  Jacinthe joined me, crouching on the other side of Natasha's lap.  The sight of Natasha's cock deep in my erstwhile husband's mouth made my clit twitch. 

“Suck me!” commanded Natasha.

Natasha leaned back in the armchair and sighed as Tina started working on her.  Ropey strands of saliva dripped from Tina's mouth to the floor.  Mascara tears streaked her face.  Her jaw was stretched open so wide by Natasha's thick shaft that it looked like it was in danger of popping out of its sockets.  It took a lot of willpower not to remove my own strap-on and start jilling.

Natasha moved Tina's head up and down over her cock, using her as a human fucktoy.  I noticed Natasha discreetly turning down the vibrator's intensity.  She was obviously struggling not to come.

Natasha gradually increased the pace.  Soon she was moving Tina's head up and down so fast that it looked like she was dribbling a basketball.  Tina was making little glurk glurk glurk sounds, like one of the skinny young hoes in the deepthroat movies she used to watch when she was a man.  I could see that Jacinthe was right.  Despite her misery, Tina's cock was fully hard.  It bulged obscenely against her short dress.

Natasha passed the point of no return.  She let out a long, loud gasp as she exploded in Tina's mouth.  Her climax went on for what must have been a full minute.  Tina struggled to swallow it all, but it was too much.  Natasha's jizz spurted out of Tina's mouth around the base of Natasha's cock.  Some even came out her nostrils.  Tina groaned indignantly.

Natasha released Tina's head.  Jacinthe rose to her feet and stood in front of Tina.

“Now do me.”

Still on her knees, Tina turned so that she was facing Jacinthe.  Jacinthe shoved her cock roughly into Tina's mouth and began aggressively fucking her face. “You useless, lying cunt,” Jacinthe growled. “I loved you so much.  And you had a wife!  A fucking wife!”  Jacinthe hatefucked Tina so hard she nearly choked her.  It took her only three or four minutes to nut in Tina's mouth.

“Holy fuck that felt good!” Jacinthe exclaimed when she was done. Tina looked like she'd been run over by a truck.

“Any time you want to use this slut, let me know,” Natasha invited.

“Really?  If you're serious, I'm gonna be over here a lot.”

“I'm serious.”

Natasha turned her attention back to Tina. “Lie on the floor.  On your back.  I promised to fuck you, and I'm going to fuck you.”

Tina did as Natasha asked. She looked scared.  But also excited.  Her hard-on strained against her clothing.

Natasha pulled up Tina's dress, tugged down her thong, and slowly lowered herself onto Tina's cock.  She sat astride Tina's hips, resting her full weight on her.  Tina's arms were still handcuffed behind her back, arching her torso.  It couldn't have been comfortable, but the expression on Tina's face was one of unadulterated bliss.  Natasha gyrated her hips a couple of times, and Tina let out a gasp.

“Jesus, did you come already?” Natasha scowled.

Tina said nothing.

“You need to learn to last a lot longer than that if you're ever going to make me come with that puny cock of yours.  You're going to have to finish me with your mouth.”

Natasha raised herself from Tina's now limp dick and shuffled forward on her knees till she was straddling Tina's face.  Tina didn't object.  For the first time in weeks she actually looked happy.  Natasha lowered herself onto Tina's mouth.  It occurred to me that Tina was about to get her mouth filled with her own cum.  I felt my already sopping pussy getting even wetter.

Natasha let Tina work on her for a couple of minutes, then started playing with her clit.  It took her only two or three minutes to come.  The force of her orgasm made her quiver.

Jacinthe and I each took a turn sitting on Tina's face.  I played with myself as I sat on her, as Natasha had done. I came very quickly.  Jacinthe managed to last longer, but not by a lot.  She pounded Tina's face hard. Her climax, when it came, was probably audible to the neighbors on either side of us.

“You did good tonight, slut,” Natasha said after Jacinthe left. “Try to get a good night's sleep.  Tomorrow the three of us are going on a date.”

The next evening Natasha took me and Tina out for dinner and drinks at a local pub.  It was the first time Tina had been out of the house since her 're-training' had begun.  And her first time out as a girl.  No one seemed to suspect that she used to be a guy.  Indeed, she got just as many lustful glances as Natasha and I did.  She was getting way more attention as a girl than she'd ever gotten as a man.

Natasha had told me to wear a short dress with no panties, and I had. Natasha was also wearing a short black dress.  I could tell that she wasn't wearing panties either.  Nor was she wearing a bra.  Tina was wearing a scarlet halter top, a black choker, figure-hugging blue jeans, and black leather ankle boots with four inch heels that feminized and exaggerated her curves. She looked striking.

Natasha led us to a secluded booth near the back.  She ordered us a pitcher of beer and a plate of nachos that could have fed an extra person or two.  The beer came promptly. The nachos took longer. Natasha poured each of us a glass of beer.

Natasha and I chatted about our jobs.  Tina sat quietly and sipped her drink.

Once we'd finished our first beer, Natasha smiled like a cat about to pounce on a bird.  She turned to Tina.

“How about you get under the table and suck me off.”

I'd had a feeling Natasha had planned something like this.  I felt myself getting wet.  I glanced around.  The booths adjacent to us were empty, and no one was paying us any attention.

“And don't even think about playing with yourself while you're down there,” Natasha added. “I want all your attention to be on me and Roxie while we're here.  Understand?”

Tina nodded.  She slipped under the table and got between Natasha's legs.  A moment later Natasha leaned against the padded backrest of the U-shaped seat and sighed.

“I thought about bringing our strap-ons,” Natasha remarked. “But they're a little too big to conceal with clothing.  We would have been walking around with massive bulges under our dresses or the front of our jeans. But don't worry.  We're gonna use our toys later.”

I got wetter.

Natasha leisurely drank a second glass of beer while Tina serviced her.  Then a third.

“Don't stop, bitch!” Natasha exhorted. “Make me come!”

She slipped a hand under the table and pulled Tina's face more firmly against her cunt.  Tina groaned.

“Oh fuck I'm coming!” Natasha gasped.  Her entire body quaked.

“My turn. Get over here, Tina.”

Tina crawled over to me beneath the table. I pulled up my skirt and spread my legs, and she positioned herself between them.  Her lips wandered over my bush, my thighs, and my lips, flittering here and there like a butterfly. A sensuous murmur escaped me.  I reached down and ran my fingers through her hair.

Tina's tongue gently delved into my folds. “Oh God.  Keep doing that!  Don't stop!”

Our waitress arrived with our nachos.  Tina, to my frustration, froze.  I sensed our waitress noticing that Tina was no longer with us, but she didn't seem concerned.  She probably assumed that Tina had gone to the restroom.  Tina didn't move until she left.

“Well,” I whispered once the waitress was out of earshot. “What are you waiting for, skank?  Get back to work!”

Tina resumed exploring me with her tongue.  She pushed it in as deep as she could.  I felt myself slipping over the edge, and squirted in her mouth.  I sensed her swallowing, and an aftershock jolted me.  Then another.  I leaned against the backrest, feeling too weak to move.

Tina tentatively emerged from beneath the table. “Have another drink, Tina,” Natasha invited. “You've earned it.”

Tina seated herself between us and poured herself another beer.  I spontaneously kissed her on the lips.

I realized as I did so that it was the first time I'd kissed her since I'd learned of her infidelity.

“Lie on the bed, slut.  On your back.”

Natasha was fastening her strap-on as she spoke.  We'd gotten back from the restaurant about ten minutes ago.  Natasha had removed her dress and her pumps.  Tina looked nervous, but complied.  Tina didn't bother taking any of her clothes off.  She knew no one was going to be doing anything to get her off.

“Roxana, take off your clothes and get on top of Tina.  Lie on her so that your pussy is against her mouth.”

I wasn't quite sure what Natasha was up to, but I clambered over Tina on my hands and knees as if we were going to sixty-nine.  I lowered my twat onto her face.  My own face was above Tina's crotch, and I could see the outline of her cock stiffening beneath her jeans. Her big boobs pressed into my belly through her halter top. They flattened somewhat when she was lying down, just like real ones, and were squashed even flatter as I lay on her.  My own breasts brushed against the soft, exposed skin of Tina's midriff.

“Suck Roxie's clit, Tina,” Natasha directed.

I shifted slightly so that my clit was directly over Tina's mouth. Tina started sucking.  I gasped with pleasure.

I felt the mattress shift as Natasha joined us on the bed.  She straddled my legs and lowered herself down on top of me.  I realized with excitement that she was going to fuck me while Tina gave me head.

Tina moaned as our combined weight squashed her into the mattress.  She didn't attempt to make us stop, though. Natasha guided the tip of her strap-on cock to my lower lips and slowly pushed herself in. I gasped again, louder this time. With this strap-on, Natasha was bigger than any guy I'd been with.  I wondered if she'd be able to get it in all the way.

Natasha slowly but unrelentingly pushed deeper, filling me more than I had ever been filled before.  My insides felt like they were being squashed.  It was almost unbearable.  But I didn't want her to stop.  I wanted her to fuck me.  Natasha's huge breasts were pressed against my upper back. Tina was working on me from below.  Her hands slid over my hips and the sides of my ass.  I was in my own personal heaven.

Natasha, to my amazement, actually got her monster cock all the way in. I felt her huge balls pressing against my labia.  No doubt they were also pressing against the upper half of Tina's face.  I could feel my wetness trickling into Tina's mouth.

Natasha started fucking me.  I came almost immediately in Tina's face.  Natasha kept going.  She went slowly at first, allowing me time to get used to her size.  Tina moaned as Natasha rhythmically mashed my twat into her face.  Her grip on my hips tightened, as if she was clinging to a life raft in a storm.

Natasha gradually increased the pace of her thrusts.  After about ten minutes she was fucking me hard enough to make the mattress squeak.  I came three or four more times, soaking Tina with my cum.  I could see the outline of her cock straining futilely against her jeans a couple of inches from my face.

Natasha paused, then slowly withdrew. “Time to switch places.”

I was happy to do so.  I was eager to fuck Natasha with my new cock, with its synthetic nerves and built-in vibrator.  Natasha had taken my strap-on out of its drawer and placed it handily on the dresser before we went out, and now handed it to me.  I wrapped the thin flesh-colored straps around my waist and under my crotch and fastened them in place.  Natasha meanwhile unfastened her own strap-on and placed it on the night stand. Tina remained where she was on the bed.  Natasha clambered over her.  Her gigantic boobs brushed Tina's face as she moved into position.  I was pretty sure she did that deliberately.

Natasha lay down on top of Tina in a pseudo sixty-nine, as I had done. “Suck me,” Natasha ordered, pressing her clit into Tina's mouth.  I could tell from the contented look on Natasha's face a moment later that Tina was doing so.

I straddled Natasha on my hands and knees and guided my cock into her.  She was very wet, and it slipped in all the way with a single motion.  The vibrator built into the strap-on started humming against my clit.

Natasha sighed happily as I filled her.  She did not seem to be having any trouble with the dildo's enormous size.  Tina groaned as our combined weight again flattened her.  Natasha was a lot taller than Tina.  Her gigantic breasts were resting on Tina's crotch.

“Don't even think of coming, slut,” Natasha warned.

Tina groaned.  We hadn't let her come in a couple of days, and with Natasha's massive boobs pressing down against her junk I could tell she was close to losing it.

I fucked Natasha.  Natasha fucked me back, synchronizing her movements with mine.  Tina moaned as Natasha's cunt ground into her face and Natasha's boobs jiggled against her hips.  I pumped harder.  Natasha matched my increased pace.  The built-in vibrator sped up.  I felt like an electric current of pure pleasure was zipping through me.

Tina emitted a loud, muffled cry.  She was coming!  Natasha gasped, and started coming too.  I slammed Natasha's pussy extra hard, and came like I'd been hit by a lightning bolt.

It took Natasha and I a couple of moments to recover.  I pulled out and got up, and Natasha raised herself off Tina.

“I told you not to come,” Natasha said accusingly to Tina.  As if Natasha hadn't known this was going to happen.

“I'm sorry, Natasha.” Tina sounded very worried. “I tried to hold back.  I really did.”

“You can make it up to me by giving me head again.”

“Um...okay.”

“This time I want you to take me all the way in.”

Tina gulped.

“I don't think I can.  That thing...that thing is too big...”

Natasha turned to me with a conspiratorial smile. “What if Roxie fucks you while you do it?  Do you think you could do it then?”

I hadn't fucked Tina since I'd discovered her affair. I didn't feel any desire to do so now. But I did want to see Tina deepthroat Natasha.

“If you can take Natasha's cock all the way in, I'll fuck you,” I promised.

“I'll try.” Tina sounded both intimidated and eager.  It was obvious that she would have given almost anything to fuck me again.  I felt my ladywood reviving.

“Take off your clothes and lie on your back with your head tilted over the edge of the bed.” Natasha instructed.

Tina got into place.  Natasha positioned herself in front of her and brought her cock to Tina's mouth.  It was still coated with my cum.

“If you need air, tap on the bed,” Natasha said. “But don't do it unless you absolutely have to.”

“Okay.” Tina sounded more nervous than ever.

Natasha slowly pushed her cock into Tina's mouth.  Tina gagged as it slid between her tonsils.  Natasha kept going.  I saw a bulge in Tina's throat as Natasha's monster cock invaded it.  Tina retched, but didn't tap on the bed. Natasha didn't stop till her massive balls were pressed against Tina's slender face.

“Suck me.”

Tina did her best to make Natasha come.

I removed my strap-on, straddled Tina's waist, and lowered myself onto her cock.  She was already hard again.  Once I had her cock all the way in I started riding it.  It felt ridiculously small after Natasha monster cock, but it still felt nice to have something stimulating me down there.

Tina groaned.  She must have been close to passing out from lack of oxygen, and I'm pretty sure she was about to tap on the bed.  Natasha quickly pulled back far enough to enable her to breathe without exiting her mouth completely.  She let her swallow a few gulps of air, then pushed herself back in.

I started moving up and down over Tina's cock, fucking myself with it.  Natasha simultaneously fucked Tina's mouth.  Tina moaned and splurted inside me.  Natasha pounded Tina with a couple of exceptionally brutal thrusts.  Then she came too.  The high-tech strap-ons Natasha had bought us could be used two or three times before needing a refill, so I knew she was filling Tina with cum.  Tina didn't even have to swallow this time.  Natasha's load was going directly into her throat.

Natasha quickly withdrew once she was done.  Tina gasped for air.  I gently raised myself off her.

“I want her to deepthroat me too,” I announced.  I reached for my strap-on and started putting it back on.  It glistened with Natasha's cum.

Tina deepthroated me as she had Natasha.  I managed to draw the process out longer than Natasha had, although to do so I had to frequently pause and partially withdraw so that Tina could breathe.

“Look at that,” Natasha said after I'd been fucking Tina's throat a while. “The bitch is getting hard again.”  She leaned down, bringing her head close to Tina's. “Would you like me to fuck you like Roxie fucked you?”

Tina uttered a muffled but clear yes.

Natasha straddled Tina's hips and lowered herself onto her cock.  I continued fucking her mouth and throat while Natasha rode her dick.  Natasha and I started necking as we fucked Tina from both ends.  Tina couldn't see anything with my balls squashed against her face, but I'm sure she could tell what we were doing.  It seemed to amp up her arousal.

The three of us came cataclysmically.

As the weeks went by I got over my anger at being cheated on.  But I didn't want to go back to how things used to be.  I wanted to stay with Natasha.  But I also wanted to keep Tina.

Natasha wanted to keep Tina too. “I've grown rather fond of her. Aside from that one mistake she made, she's a great person.  And I don't think she's going to make that mistake again! Plus she gives amazing head.”  Natasha chuckled.

We offered Tina the option of continuing our new three-way relationship—as a female.  Tina had more and more been embracing her female identity—and her submissive side—as time went on, and no longer seemed to want to return to being a male.  Which suited Natasha and I just fine.

Tina didn't need to mull over the invitation.  She said yes.  Enthusiastically.

Natasha and I stopped restricting Tina's ability to play with herself.  But she seldom did.  We were both fucking her regularly now.  I even started going down on her again once in a blue moon, rewarding her if she gave me or Natasha a particularly memorable orgasm.  She was clearly enjoying having ongoing threesomes with Natasha and I.  The three of us had effectively become a throuple—a three person version of a couple.  A throuple with two dominants and one submissive.

Jacinthe was, for a while, a regular visitor at our house.  She got a lot of use out of Tina.  But like me she gradually got over her rage.  After a few weeks she met a new guy, and we didn't see much of her after that.

I'm not sure where this adventure is going from here, but I'm certainly going to enjoy the ride.
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