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“Corner time's over, girls. Turn around, give each other a nice hug, and come over here.”

Caroline's hair looked like it'd been through a wind blower. Her makeup was streaked and running from when she finally broke down and cried. She was naked from the waist down, but that didn't matter. So was I. So was Jesse, for that matter.

“You look like shit, 'mommy'.” I smiled as I pulled her into the hug.

“Back at you, bitch.” It felt good burying myself in her arms.

“God that was intense.”

“My muscles are jello.” Caroline stumbled a bit. “Any chance I can crash on the coach? I'm not up for driving home. I'm not sure I'll ever be up for driving home.”

“We can do better than that.” Jesse said from his chair. “While we're hashing that out, who wants some butt cream?”

“Are we still roleplaying?” I asked. “Cause I feel like there's a ton of sexier things you could offer us than butt cream.”

“Vitamin E, arnica, and other things designed to make spanked bottoms feel loads better.” Jesse tossed a white plastic tub at us. “Have some.”

I made a lunge for it, but misjudged things with my short woman arms.

“You're not gonna put this on for us?” Lucky for me Caroline made the save and caught the thing before it cracked on the floor. “I'm disappointed.”

“Don't tempt me, Caroline.” Jesse's legs were spread. He pointed between his legs. “This thing's still loaded.”

“Did we just play a super horny sex fantasy and NONE of us got off?” Caroline fumbled with the lid. “We suck at orgies.”

“Who said anything about an orgy?” I was suddenly very self conscious of my naked bottom half.

And the stream of my juices that had already made it down to my knees. God, I was still so wet.

“Tell me the truth, sister.” Caroline coated her hand in the white cream and started gently rubbing it into my burning ass. “When you were Bill did you have a little thing for me or not?”

“You're an attractive woman.” I crossed my arms in front of me, but did nothing to keep her from working my butt.

“Thank you. But that's not what I asked.”

“You're attractive. People want to do things with people they find attractive. It's natural.” The rubbing slowed down. Was it me or had Caroline's ministrations gone from therapeutic to caressing?

“Then you can call me the all natural gal. Cause I've had a thing for both of you forever.” Caroline took another dollop of cream and handed me the tub. “Now do me.”

Caroline pulled me closer until my face was buried in her chest. Of all the changes I'd gone through swapping into Jessica's body the loss of height was at once the subtlest and the most profound. In my old body it would be her face pressed against my heart. I was not only playing a female role I was doing so with a woman.

Caroline rested a hand on both of my blazing cheeks. If not for the cream I'd have cried from the contact, but there was enough lotion rubbed into my bottom to keep me from feeling the pain. Only the gentle pressure of her fingers pulling my hips towards hers and the thick liquid that covered everything.

I managed to drop the tub on an end table after I'd coated my own hands. Caroline's ass was just as hot as mine when I took it in my grasp. As I rubbed the cream in I became aware of another heat centered between her legs. A heat I felt mirrored against my belly as her crotch pressed into me. A heat that I know she had to feel coming from my own pussy as her thigh pressed between my legs.

I was too focused on her hands, ass, and heat to notice Jesse rise from his chair and stand beside us. I gasped when Caroline rubbed her thigh against my aching need, but Caroline shut me up with a kiss. Her thin agile tongue ducking past my lips and dominating my mouth. When it retreated she kissed her way down my neck. When my eyes opened Jesse was there staring down at me. I didn't need to see his cock to know how turned on he was by our display. I'd worn that body not that long ago. I knew what effect seeing Jessica and Caroline making out would have had on me.

Jesse's mouth was cooler than Caroline's, but his kiss still burned. Five o'clock stubble prickled my smooth skin. If I'd been wearing makeup he'd have ripped it up from the foundation. His tongue was thicker, heavier, somehow more phallic than Caroline's. Her's whipped my tongue into submission; his just pressed mine down with sheer brute force.

Jesse pulled himself into our embrace until my left breast was pressed against Caroline and my right against Jesse. His stiff cock wedged between us. I could feel it throb against my belly as his tongue left my mouth and invaded Caroline's.

I let my open mouth fall to Jesse's chest. I closed my lips around his hard male nipple teasing it erect with my tongue as I heard the sensual squelching of their mouths above me.

I don't know whose finger worked its way past my lower lips. I was wet and on the verge of overstimulation. All I knew was I liked the feeling of penetration, but was disappointed it wasn't more. I wanted Jesse's cock. I wanted him to take things to their logical conclusion. To make me a woman in every possible sense of the word.

“fuck me” I whimpered into his chest, my breath drying the nipple I'd soaked.

“I didn't hear you.” Jesse's face was above me. I couldn't see his expression, but I could hear the teasing in his voice. He'd heard me. He just wanted to make me beg.

“Fuck me. Please.”

“She hasn't been taking her birth control,” Caroline tattled.

“Make me a woman,” I begged.

“I think someone already is.” Jesse worked another finger inside me.

“Make it for always.”

“Serious?” Jesse slid all the way in up to the last knuckle.

Words weren't possible so I nodded.

“You'd trade peeing standing up for periods?” Jesse ran his other hand through my long hair.

“yes”

“What about all the rest? The makeup? Clothes that put you on display? Pregnancy?”

“All of it. I want it all.”

“Tell me what you want.” Jesse pulled me into a solo embrace. His pulsing manhood speared my belly. “Exactly what you want or I won't give it to you.”

“I want to be your girl. Your slut. Your bitch.” I couldn't believe the words were coming out my mouth. Or that I really meant them. “I want you to pick me up, toss me where you want, and fuck my brains out. Until I'm nothing but a sobbing piece of used flesh. Your fuck pillow. I want you to make me a woman. I want you to give me a baby. And when I'm your knocked up sobbing whore I want you to cradle me in your arms and tell me you love me.”

The buttons flew off my schoolgirl blouse before I realized Jesse had ripped my shirt open. I thought he was going to throw it off me, but he just pulled it down to my elbows trapping my arms behind me.

Oh, my god he was so strong. The camisole I wore under my shirt ripped like it was made of paper. Three rapid tears and it went from a pretty piece of clothing to rags puddled at our feet. In less than a heartbeat I was rendered defenseless and effectively naked.

He pushed me backwards with a speed and intensity that overwhelmed me. My back hit the wall before I knew it. My feet left the floor as powerful muscled arms that used to be mine lifted and pinned me like a butterfly in a display, resting my weight on his hands on my ass as he lined himself up for the kill.

I bit my lip to keep from screaming when he finally entered me. He was so damn large. He filled me in ways I'd never imagined I could ever be filled. My rational mind knew there was only nine inches of rock hard flesh entering me, but I could feel it in every inch of my body. Like I'd stopped being a human being and was just one large pussy getting fucked by one enormous cock.

Then he let his hands go and all my weight came down on his hips and cock.

I screamed as he pounded me against that wall. Screamed as he rammed into me claiming me body and soul as his. His woman. I looked up at his face and his eyes were laser focused on mine. He was smiling and grunting as he watched every new emotion, every new sensation wash over my face. That's why he was fucking me against the wall. Like a whore. Like a streetwalker. He wanted to see me as clear as possible. He wanted to know the exact moment I'd surrendered my manhood and accepted my female future.

He put his palms flat against the wall and started pumping his hips. I held eye contact as long as I could. But he was stronger. Stronger in body and will. I bounced like a puppet on his dick and he never once took his eyes off me, but I couldn't stand the power of his stare.

“I know what you want,” he grunted as he thrust into me. “I wore that cunt all my life. I know what it likes. I know how to make you melt.”

He said more words, but a sudden series of thrusts turned me into an animal. Unable to understand anything except the barbaric animal fucking going on between my legs.

And then the fucking stopped.

Jesse hadn't cum. I was sure of that. I was so wet I couldn't tell if he'd spooged, but his thick manhood showed no sign of deflating. It pinned me against the wall like the butterfly I'd imagined earlier.

I hadn't cum yet either. And I was so close.

“please” I whimpered. I tried to slide myself further down his shaft, but there was literally no wiggle room. He was in total control of this fuck. I was only along for the ride.

“I don't have to cum in you to get you off.” Jesse sounded so damn calm. How could he be so calm? If I was balls deep in Jessica I couldn't keep my cool like that. Maybe this was right. Maybe what we were doing was for the best. Jesse made a better man than me. “I can put you over the edge with my fingers. My mouth. I could turn you over to Caroline.”

“You'd like that,” Caroline's words purred in my ear, but I couldn't see her through the wall of flesh in front of me.

“If I get you off with my cock you are agreeing to be me forever. You're agreeing to be the mother of my child. You're agreeing to be bred.” Jesse must have felt my vag tighten around him with that last part. “You like that, don't you?”

Jesse took a step closer to the wall, flattening me against it while pushing himself even deeper inside.

“yes”

“Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

“Breed me.”

“What do you want?”

“Your cock. Your baby.”

“Will you be a good mother?”

“The best.”

“Will you suck my cock?”

“Whenever you ask.”

“I'm going to cum in you.” Jesse started thrusting again using only his hips to piston his shaft into me.

“Thank you.” I was almost crying.

“This is where my dick belongs.” Jesse speared me with a deep thrust. “Your pussy. Your vag. Your hole. This is my cock's home. I'm coming home, baby. I'm coming home.”

As he thrust Jesse rotated his hips. The circular motion of the base of his prick against my opening sent sparks running down my whole body. He'd already turned me into nothing but a pussy. Now I was one huge clit. And each stroke was a thousand times more intense than anything I'd ever felt when I was the one with the penis.

He timed it perfect. I was already riding the first crest of orgasm when his thrusts turned into spurts. His thick man-cream was magma being pumped into me. As hot and wet as I was I swear I could still feel his spunk through the ocean of my own hot juices.

I came so hard I didn't know what I was screaming. Wasn't aware I was banging the back of my head against the wall until Jesse cradled my scalp in her huge palm. I was a blubbering mess when Jesse pulled his flaccid member from my still quivering hole.

He flipped me over in his arms so casually. I marveled at his strength. Had I really been the strong one just a few months ago? He raised me up like a Hollywood monster carrying a damsel back to his lair. On some level I knew why he was doing this. To keep the seed he'd injected into me from leaking out. To keep gravity from stealing the bun he was trying to put in my oven.

I heard something fall to the ground. When I looked I saw Caroline kneeling at Jesse's feet. Her face looked like an angel's as she cleaned his spent penis with her mouth. As she tasted the residue of his semen floating in a froth of my juices. She caught me looking and lifted her head up to me. I tasted myself on her kiss.

Jesse carried me to our bed. He lay my head on my pillow, but wouldn't let my butt touch the sheets. He held both my feet level with his head like a mother lifting the legs of her baby as she changed its diaper. Jesse was strong enough to hold me like that with one hand wrapped around both ankles.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I was groggy. My shoulders and lower back were now allowed to lay on the bed.

“Breeding you. Like you asked.” Jesse smiled down at me.

“It'll help all that baby batter Jesse pumped in you to get to your egg.” Caroline curled up next to me. I could still smell the sex on her breath when she kissed me.

Somewhere in all that I'd lost what was left of my clothes. Caroline's naked skin pressed into mine. I felt so warm and comfortable I didn't even feel weird having my legs held up like that.

“How long?” The words barely made it out of my sleepy mouth.

“As long as it takes.” Jesse shushed me. “Just get some rest. You earned it.”

“And when you wake up, maybe you'll be a mommy.”

I tried to say something else. I'm not even sure what I was so tired.

I fell asleep like that.

-----

“I can't believe you talked me into coming here.” I felt like I was about to fall through the floor. “I'm blushing, right? You can tell me. It's not like I can't feel my cheeks burning.”

“I think I can dig up that butt cream to take care of that.” Caroline held up a black latex dildo as long as my forearm. “What about this?”

“Put that down.” I looked around convinced everybody in the world was staring at us. “And you dang well know I'm not talking about THOSE cheeks.”

“Are you embarrassed cause you're in a sex shop or because you're a woman in a sex shop?”

“Caroline!”

“That's it, isn't it?” Caroline picked up a jelly dildo and started waving it at me. “You don't want anyone knowing you want one of these stuffed up your twat, do you?”

“Will you …” I almost ripped the dildo out of her hands “I can't take you anywhere.”

“Can I help you find anything, ladies?” Of course the saleslady came over to check on us when I had a neon pink sex toy clutched between my fingers.

“No.” I dropped the dildo like a hot iron.

“Actually my friend and I were looking for something particular.” Caroline was loving this. “You don't by any chance have anything in a strap on?”

“We have some excellent options.” The saleswoman's eyes darted from me to Caroline trying to figure out which of us was the pitcher and which of us was the catcher. “If you'll come over here.”

She led us to the back of the store past the three or four other ladies poking around the benwa balls, vibrators, and edible panties. And the bachelorette party supplies. Jesus. I had no idea there were so many plastic penises in the world. Penis hats. Penis straws. Penis tiaras.

“Do you already have the toys you're going to be using for this? Or will you be looking for them too?” Saleslady was all smiles. So was Caroline.

“We do not, Trish.” Caroline must've read the saleslady's name tag.

“That opens up some interesting possibilities.” Trish was way too excited about this. “Have you considered something in a strapless?”

“A strapless strap-on?” I tried to tone down the sarcasm in my voice, but I know some leaked out.

“Just wait till you see this.” Trish bent down under the counter and started fiddling with boxes. “This is going to know your socks off.”

Trish had been talking to Caroline almost exclusively since she'd come over. At first I thought that was because Carol was the one responding. The more we interacted the more obvious it was that Trish thought we not only were a lesbian couple, but that Caroline was the one who'd be wearing whatever it was we bought today.

The thought of being read as female didn't matter to me anymore. After months of walking around in tits and vag I'd gotten used to being a woman. Not exactly a second class citizen, but not taken as seriously as I had when I was a dude.

Being seen as a submissive partner? To another woman? To someone who was already a little lower on society's ladder? I don't know if that was worse than Trish assuming I was getting plowed by a real cock.

And why was all this getting me wet. God, I wished Jesse was there. Speaking of getting plowed; I sure could use a good dicking around now.

“These come in a variety of shapes and colors.” Trish was lining sex toys up on the counter. All of them looked bigger than I'd wanted to deal with. “They're pretty much all the same. The shaft protrudes outward, the base rests against the vulva, and this little 'hook' goes inside to anchor everything.”

Trish demonstrated her anatomy lesson on a very realistic caucasian flesh toned number complete with balls.

“And that stays in?” Caroline sounded skeptical as she examined the bulbous head that was supposed to go inside the fucker.

“If things get a little too … gushy … down there.” Trish made a hand gesture point with both her hands and all ten fingers at the front of her tailored skirt. “You can use a harness, but most of the ladies I've spoken to haven't had any problems staying in the saddle.”

“And this …” Caroline kept on pointing to the same bulb. “Is enough to get the lady wearing it off?”

“Oh, yes.” The way Trish said it made it sound like she was speaking from experience. “The base also stimulates the clitoris as you go.”

Trish made her hand into a loose fist with the fingers mostly open then spread them in the middle until it looked vaguely vaginal. She inserted the bulbous head between the crack in her fingers resting the base on her knuckles. I swear to god it looked like she was going to punch me in the face with her dildo brass knuckles, but she just pumped her hand back and forth.

“You see.” Trish pointed at the place where the knuckle met the base of the sex toy. It was lightly spanking her hand as it went back and forth. “The bulb is doing its job back here with my g-spot while this is working the clit. After a while it feels like it's a part of you. Like you're the one with the penis.”

“Can you imagine that, Billie.” Caroline loved rubbing it in. “Having your own penis. What a thought.”

I know I was blushing. My cheeks must have been glowing.

“Oh, is this for you?” Trish focused her smile on me. “I am so sorry. I thought you were shopping for your partner.”
“Actually we both need … is it ok if I say the c-word?” Caroline leaned in conspirator close.

“Cock?” Trish asked a little louder than I'd have liked. “Trust me I've heard loads worse.”

“Awesome.” Caroline's face lit up. “We're looking for a matching set. I don't know if you'll have what we're looking for in strapless. Billie's a bit of a size queen if you get what I mean. And we're also looking for hyper realistic. That one's ok, but the balls are all wrong.”
“Certainly, ma'am.” Trish was already putting the strapless dildos back. “What size range were you looking for?”

“Uh … um …” Why did she have to ask that last question to me? Right, because Caroline made it clear that size mattered to me.

“Your purse,” Caroline said. “Didn't you have some dimensions jotted down there? And a measuring tape?”

“Right.” I started fumbling through my purse.

Of course Caroline knew I had this written down. She'd been there when I took the measurements. Watched as I sucked Jesse as hard as he could get then run the cloth tape over a series of increasingly humiliating dimensions. Length and girth weren't so bad, but some of the rest? Did anyone ever measure the length of a dude's head? Or how far apart the veins were set?

By the time I'd fished the measurements and the tape out of my bag Trish had laid out an impressive array of fake penises. Caroline must have nixed some of them cause the size range was at least close to what we were looking for. At least it looked that way to me. Somehow dick estimating was never a skill I'd given much thought to back when I was Bill.

“Is it ok, if Billie handles them?” Caroline was trying to get me to kill her. “Some of her measurements are a little … intimate.”

“Touch all you want. We're very hands on around here.” Trish watched as I tentatively picked up the first dildo and started running the tape over it. “All of these models are dishwasher safe. And hypoallergenic. Who wants to break out in hives down there?”

“How was that one, sweetie?” Caroline asked after I finished with the first.

“It's too small?” I said in a voice so soft I wasn't sure I'd heard it.

“So you need something bigger than the eight inch models?” Trish was already starting to collect dildos off the table.

“No. … It's not …” God, this was so humiliating.

“Use your words, Billie.”
“It's long enough, but not wide enough.” My eyes were burning holes in my shoes. “It needs to be thicker.”

“Try these, ma'am.” Trish didn't even bat an eye just rearranged the table putting the thicker cocks closer to me.

In the end. After half an hour of nervously measuring and examining what seemed like a million fake dicks we'd found the ones we wanted. Caroline decided not to go with totally matching dicks. The ones we got were both remarkably close to Jesse's real equipment (there was nothing in the shop that exactly matched his schlong) but Caroline's came pretty close to Jesse's natural color. If I squinted it almost looked like my old penis.

The one I'd be sporting may have looked realistic if you were color blind, but that shade of neon pink wouldn't be found a hundred feet of any self respecting man.

So naturally I ended up with it.

Of course Caroline ended up with the butch serious looking black leather harness. The only way my pink vinyl could've look girlier is if they'd attached a tutu to it. I think Caroline even asked.

“I am going to kill you, you know,” I told Caroline as we walked out of the shop.

Of course the name of the store was written all over the bag. Every guy we passed on the street gave me a look like they knew what I had and what I was going to do with it once I got behind closed doors. Half of those smirking assholes were thinking about joining me; I'm sure some were planning on fapping to me that night.

“You were the one who wanted to live out Jessica's fantasy.” Caroline didn't seem to mind the perv attention. “You knew we didn't have the right equipment. You know how I am with you. In public. In a place like that. You're lucky I didn't wire you up with one of those remote control panty vibes. We still can, ya know. Shop's right back there and I'm sure Trish would LOVE to measure you for some big girl panties.”
“What are you even talking about?”

“You need to work on your gaydar, girlfriend. Don't think for a second that perky, blonde, and bubbly didn't wanna give you a test ride on half the shit in there.”

“Stop it,” I said, but I had a stupid smile on my face.

“She wanted to explore your tunnel of love.”

“I'm not going anywhere with you anymore.” I headed for the car. “At least not today. You go to the drugstore and get the astroglide; I'll meet you in the car.”

-----

Technically I was dressed in male clothes again. For the first time since we'd swapped I was wearing pants with real-sized pockets and underwear that opened in the front.

The fact that Caroline had picked it out for me at the boys department of Sears didn't exactly make me feel like the big strong manly man I was picturing when we discussed living out Jesse's fantasy. Or was it Jessica's? That's when he (then she) first came up with the idea of wearing a strap-on and rogering the living daylights out of me.

Now that the strap on was on the other crotch I was a little surprised Jesse still wanted to go through with this. After exploring my fantasy (or at least a body flipped version of it) last week I thought we'd more or less established the roles we were going to play in our relationship. Jesse as the dominant, powerful male and me as the submissive yielding female. At least in the bedroom. There was no way in fuck I was going to play 50s housewife all the time. Being Jesse's cocksucker and doing a little roleplay behind closed doors was one thing. I was not going to Stepford-wives my way through every waking moment of my life.

Jesse didn't want that either. Too much pressure, she'd told me when we cuddled afterwards. With Caroline in the same bed.

That was the only aspect of this whole thing that needed to be figured out. Was Caroline a mutual friend-with-benefits? My lover who I sometimes shared with my man? Were we a throuple? All three of us were feeling that one out.

I thought the dynamic between Jesse and me had been established. Firmly enough we were going to make it permanent. Assuming the stork obliged. Once I became a mother swapping back became impossible. We only had a limited window of time before the therapy was over and the system swapped us back. Jesse and I had been fucking like rabbits ever since. I lost track of the number of times I fell asleep with Jesse holding my legs in the air by the ankles trying to get gravity to give his little swimmers a boost.

So when we brought up his old Jessica fantasies at the last therapy session it surprised me that he'd agree to being pegged. He actually seemed to be looking forward to it.

“I look like I'm twelve.”

I stared at myself in the mirror. There was a bulge in the front of my dress slacks. Not the full Jesse-sized dildo, only a medium sized packer. Basically a limp rubber cock that rested between my legs and gave the illusion of manliness.

An Ace bandage held my boobs down under the white dress shirt. A pair of undershirts evened out any lumps in my chest created by my repressed breasts. Tops my body looked like a skinny middle-schooler on his way to his first school dance. Realistically, I looked twelve.

The rest didn't do anything to help. Even without makeup and letting myself get a little dirty I still had a sweet girly face. My hair was pulled back and piled under a ball cap. But that just made me look more juvenile.

“Don't be ridiculous,” Caroline had this cat-that-ate-the-canary look on her face as she sat there drinking a glass of merlot. “You look like a grownup … woman … crossdresser.”

Caroline started laughing.

“It's not funny.” I fought the urge to stomp my foot in pique. It wouldn't have made my case at all.

“Of course it's funny. You finally get to put on guy clothes and it's obvious you don't belong in them. I SO want to mess with your head right now. Wouldn't it be hilarious if I got you all hot and bothered while you were dressed like that? Got you so worked up you started fetishizing wearing mens' clothes. How do those boxer briefs feel, by the way?”

“Itchy and hot.” I scratched my balls. The reflection in the mirror looked ridiculous. I didn't blame Caroline for laughing that time. “Honestly, I'd rather be wearing my panties.”

“You got the harness on under that?”

“Yeah. It's not intuitive at all. Took me half an hour to get everything where it belongs.” I scratched myself harder. “That's half of why I'm so damn hot down there. It's like I'm wearing an extra set of underwear. Made out of leather and magma.”

“Sounds like someone's exaggerating if you ask me.”

“Maybe a little.” I gave up on making my crotch feel comfortable and force-crossed my hands over my flattened chest. “Is Jesse ready?”

“Ready, willing, and able.”

“You still sitting this one out?”

“Yeah. I think you two are gonna have enough trouble figuring things out without having to worry about me rubbernecking. Don't worry. I've got plenty to keep me busy while you show your lady a good time.”

“Thanks.” I nodded at her trying to get in character. “Seriously. For all the crap you give me, you've done a ton to help me out. Me and Jess.”

“No problem. Now go in there and knock her socks off.”

Caroline gave me a hug. It was weird having my packer brush against her. I'd never noticed my real penis doing that unless it was hard.

This time I was on the first floor and Jesse was in the bedroom. It was still my job to go to him. Her. Him playing her. Like the rest of our lives this was all getting pretty complicated.

I made my way up the stairs without having a stupid accident. I made it to the closed bedroom door without killing myself. It would have been easier if something had happened. Anything really. My nerves were firing ten times faster than normal. My heart was beating worse than when I'd played schoolgirl.

I forced myself to knock. Then knock again cause the first time was so soft even I couldn't hear it.

“Come in.” Jesse put a lilt in his voice. Maybe it sounded a little bit more feminine, but I'd have to have hearing loss to think it was a woman calling me into her boudoir.

All my nervousness vanished the moment I walked through the door and saw “her” standing there.

You can't be nervous when you're trying to keep from laughing your butt off.

I thought my attempt to pass was bad. Oh, god. Poor Jesse.

The nightgown he'd pulled on technically fit his body, but there was a vast chasm between what he'd wanted to look like in the sheer pink silk and what was standing before me in our bedroom.

He hadn't wanted to shave anything but his face. Which made sense given this was only supposed to be a one time thing and he didn't want to field embarrassing questions about smooth legs or plucked eyebrows. He'd started going to the gym again and that would've been a minefield of bad options. I know. It used to be my gym. And my body in it.

So the limbs sticking out from the pretty silk were were tanned, muscular, and bear hairy. The makeup helped. A little. Jesse knew how to put it on, just not on a male face. The tricks that worked for female skin didn't do jack to help his five o'clock shadow.

“Oh, my god.” I had to clap my hands in front of my mouth to keep from laughing. “That wig. It's so damn horrible.”

The black pageboy cut made her look like a cross between a shitty first-time drag queen and a drunk soccer mom.

“Like you don't look like your mommy got you all dressed for Peter Pan auditions.”

“What's that supposed to mean?” I moved in close enough I could touch the fake boobs. “Jesus. They feel like jello that'd been left outside over Christmas.”

“What about this lump of coal in the front of your slacks?” Jesse cupped my junk. It took me a second to know he had me by the “balls”. I had zero nerve endings on the fake rubber cock; only the pressure of the base against my vulva to let me know Jesse was doing anything.

“I've got a special surprise for ya, baby.” I made my voice as deep as I could. I still sounded like I was on helium.

Jesse started to give a smart ass comeback. At least I assumed it was smart ass. He didn't get a chance to finish or even start whatever it was he'd planned to say. As soon as he opened his mouth I jumped up on him, rammed my tongue down his throat, and dragged him down to the bed. Not an easy task given how much he outweighed me.

“Help. Help.” Jesse called out in a faux scared falsetto. “My virtue is being assaulted. Won't some gallant man come and rescue me?”

“No chance of that, doll face.” I climbed up between his legs pinning the edge of his nightie to the bed. “The only dude for miles around is between your thighs and there ain't nothing you can do about it.”

“Looks like I'm gonna be ravished.”

“Looks like.”

“May I ask one small favor before you deflower me?”

“What is it, babe?”

“Can you slip on your real dick? You ain't getting far with that packer.”

“Fuck.” I rolled off the bed and went straight for the dildo.

“That's what I was hoping for.” Jesse laughed from the bed.

“It's not my fault. I'm used to the penis just being there.” It was already out of the box. I dropped my pants and took the packer out. Lining up the dildo wasn't going as smooth as I'd hoped. “What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Are you wet?” I asked looking down at the dildo and the strap. Of course it didn't want to slide in the way I'd hoped. I'd have to undue at least half of it to get it in.

“Crap.” Jesse rolled over to the nightstand and pulled out a tube of KY and a rubber glove.

“Not so funny when the shoe's on the other foot, is it? And are you seriously going to use a glove? Just to spread a little lube on your own butt?”

“If the lube was just going on my butt, sure. But since it's going in, then hell yeah I'm gonna cover it. Do you have any idea how much stuff I'm gonna be touching between now and the time I finally wash my hands? Wanna guess how many of those things are attached to you?”

“Ok. Ok. Speaking of attached. Do you think they ever planned on anyone actually using this damn belt. How the fuck am I supposed to man up if I can't even fit it through the hole?”

“Calm your tits, dude.” Jesse moved to the front of the bed and took the dildo from my angry fingers. “Why don't I help you with your erection then you can slip on that glove and get me wet. Sound like a plan?”

“Does this count as foreplay?”

“The fact you asked that tell me there's still a lot of dude left inside of there.” Jesse got the fake cock into the hole, pressed the base to my vulva, and secured the whole thing back the way it had to be.

“Holy shit that thing is huge.” I stared down at the monster dangling between my legs. “Was I really this big?”

“Yeah, I am.” Jesse lifted his nightie up and slid his panties to the side. He took his erection in one hand and my faux boner (fauxner?) in the other and slid them together till the tips were touching the other's crotches. “Twinsies. You and Caroline did an awesome job. That's as close to getting your dick back you're ever gonna get. Short of me slamming you with it. When you're a good girl.”

“It feels bigger.” I shook my hips back and forth watching it

“Of course it does. Everything else is smaller. Except these.” Jesse tapped my breasts through the schoolboy shirt. “You know who you'd look super cute with?”
“If you say Ezra Miller I'm gonna skip the lube.” I have no idea why she was obsessed with that guy, but she was.

“I think you would make the perfect boyfriend for that cute little schoolgirl I had visit me the other day. I bet you could show her a good time. After you finished your paper route.”

“On your knees, slut.” I had to stretch to get my hand on top of his shoulder. I wasn't strong enough to pull him to the ground, but it was his fantasy so he obliged. “Is this what you want?” I slapped the thick dildo against his cheek.

“Yes, sir.” His voice was lighter than normal, but still unmistakably male. “I need it so bad.”

“Show me how much you want it.” I thrust my hips forward. Jesse playfully wrapped her mouth around my fake organ.

I stood there mesmerized as my wife turned husband turned wife worked my strap-on like a pro. Bobbing her head along the shaft while all the time staring up at me with the same worshipful expression coming through male (if made up) features.

“Do you like being my cocksucker?” I asked as he pulled me in almost all the way.

“Yes.” He purred into the tip and gave a little nod. “My mouth is so much bigger than it was. I think I can swallow you whole. All of you and more. Just gobble you up. Maybe we should sixty nine. We can have a contest to see who's the best cocksucker in this marriage.”

“I'd kick your ass in a heartbeat and you know it.”

“Care to put your money where your cock is?” Jesse ran the tip of her tongue over the small hole at the end of my silicone schlong.

“I wanna fuck you too much for that.”

“You got the balls for that?” Jesse licked the underside of the shaft. God, if it were really my dick I'd be having a hell of a time not popping off. As it was I felt closer to coming than I thought I'd be.

“I got enough to make you purr.” I ran my spit-sloppy erection under his chin and along her cheek.

“Lube's on the bed stud. Meet you there.” Jesse got to his feet and strut the three steps back to the bed.

It was hard trying to feel sexy. I liked the looks of Jesse's body, but it looked wrong in the oversized lingerie. If I'd seen Jessica wearing the same type of undies when I was Bill, walking that way, laying herself on the bed doggy style, I'd have a boner the size of Manhattan.

But Jesse's tall well-muscled angular body was wasted in silk lace and the hard cock in my hand was a couple pounds of medical grade silicone. It had as much life to it as the TV remote.

The glove and the lube took too long and was too gross. As I parted his cheeks to slather him down with KY I wanted to feel that ass as he pounded into me. Reach around from the fucking and just dig my nails into the taut muscles as they drove his thick cock into me like a pile driver. Hard. Deep. Unrelenting.

This was weird. I honestly think I'd have been more open to pegging when it was my ass on the line. The thought of being penetrated at all. Mouth. Ass. Whatever. Wasn't anything I ever wanted to deal with back when I owned that body. But I just might've gone along with it. Even if it was just to see what happened.

But now? When Jesse compared cocks I wanted her to rip mine off, toss me on the floor, and fuck my brains out. Jesus Christ. Had I really changed that much in such a short amount of time? Was I really ok staying a woman for the rest of forever? Having to put up with pregnancy, lactation, mansplaining, glass ceilings, menopause, wage gaps, dowager's humps, male gaze, and a billion other things too huge and too tiny to put into words.

Yes.

But my husband, who I loved very much, wanted me to peg him, so I would peg him the best I could. Even if my heart wasn't in it. My vag certainly wasn't. The only one getting wet around here was Jesse. And that came out of the bottle.

The erection straining Jesse's panties on the other hand? That was all natural.

I didn't know if I should strip off the shirt or not. I wasn't confident in the Ace bandage keeping my girls down even with all the layers on top. The more I peeled away the greater the chance my tits would start flying. Would that spoil Jesse's fantasy or add to it? I didn't think it'd do much for my tits, but the alternative was fucking in a button down dress shirt, no pants, and a strap on. Like Tom Cruise in Risky Business. If Cruise wore a strap on instead of tighty whiteys.

I left the shirt on and tried to channel my inner Cruise.

I turned the glove inside out and tossed it in the trash. I used my bare hand to slather as much KY on my shaft as I could. The motion looked like fapping, but since there was no feeling it was like I was jerking off someone else. Giving some rando guy the pleasure I should've been getting.

For a brief moment I wondered if I'd bought a voodoo dildo. That out there somewhere was a man feeling everything that happened to the thick piece of silicone riding between my legs.

That's what was on my mind when I pushed into Jesse's ass.

The whole experience was like riding a bull. Jesse was so much bigger than me I couldn't kneel to fuck him. Not on the bed with our knees level. I had to pile pillows and blankets to kneel on until I gained enough altitude to enter him.

Even when I got on top I felt dwarfed by his hairy body. I ran my hands along his side. When he was Jessica I could go all the way from her toes to her fingernails without having to stretch. Now that she was Jesse I barely reached her shoulders. And I had to almost stand to do that.

I'd fucked women in this position hundreds of times before. Maybe even a thousand. It was easy. Spread the lips, insert cock, and pump till we both were done. It took a little more effort when I used the backdoor, but that's what lube and patience were for.

But Jesse's butt cheeks weren't as amenable as Jessica's labia had been. Or maybe it was my hands. They were smaller now. Weaker. I was having trouble wrapping one around my shaft to line it up let alone spread Jesse solo with the other one. The lube was everywhere making holding anything almost impossible.

After a lot of cursing and misses I finally got everything lined up. Even then I needed Jesse to do reach back and spread his cheeks for me. His hole was one of the few parts not covered in hair. I wondered if he'd shaved before hand. I knew he'd cleaned himself out real good using at least a couple enemas.

It should have been easy once I got the head past his opening. With the strap on inside him I should have been able to rest my hands on his hips the way he rested his on mine when he took me doggy style. Or when I took Jessica when I was Bill. There was something powerful and confident about holding someone like that. That they knew what they were doing with their cock; that they didn't need to do anything more than control your hips with their hands while they fucked you raw.

I slid out before I'd even got two inches deep.

“It's ok,” Jesse said. “I know you're not used to being the one on that side of the dick. Not as easy as it looks, is it?”

“Screw you.” I gave him what I thought was a pretty hard spank, but he barely reacted. “This is like trying to mount Andre the Giant.”

“Sorry. I just find it funny as fuck that you of all people are having this problem. There was a word for what you used to be. What was it?”

“Talented?”

“Cocky.”

“Cute.”

“I'm giving you one last chance to roger me or I'm going to flip you over and show you how it's done.”

What was it about his tone that hit me so hard? Was it the casual way he threatened to turn the tables? The confident steel in his tone? The fact that maybe it was what I really wanted?

For the first time that afternoon I felt myself start to get aroused. A little trickle of grool just behind the strap on. Very little, but it wouldn't take much to start me gushing. Jesse had that effect on me.

But I was stubborn and wasn't about to let him off that easy.

I worked two then three and finally our fingers into him before trying once more to get the head inside. I didn't give a damn about looking confident or skilled. I left my hands where I needed them, not where they sent a message. I pushed forward till enough of my cock was in him I didn't have to worry about it slipping out by accident, but I still kept a hand on it ready to put it back if something went wrong.

The cautious deep breaths Jesse was making were very satisfying. “Who's cocky now, bitch?”

Jesse moaned and I pushed forward. Slowly. There was no other way. His muscles were tight, powerful, and did not want to cooperate. I was literally sweating by the time I'd worked the first three inches into his tush.

That's when everything stopped.

I'd been grunting and pushing for at least two minutes before I realized I wasn't making any forward progress. There was still plenty of cock, plenty of asshole. There was just a roadblock between me and the end of the highway.

“Almost there,” I lied. “I just need you to relax. A lot.”

“I'm trying.”

I tried to wheedle. I tried finesse. I tried altering the angle.

Nothing.

I tried everything I could think of. Every trick I'd ever used penetrating a butt back in the day. In the end I gave up and tried to brute force my way in. It'd worked before in all the most stubborn cases.

Only this time I didn't have the strength. I wasn't a brute anymore. I wasn't even a skinny-assed boy. I was a tomboy with a fake pecker. A girl with delusions of masculinity. I threw myself at Jesse's ass, but the dildo went no further. I only hurt my hip against Jesse's rock hard ass.

To add insult to injury the strap on slipped out of the harness on the exit stroke. My cock was left buried in Jesse's ass while I was left completely emasculated.

Again.

“Did what I think happen just happen?” Jesse asked.

“Don't go there.”
“Did your dick break off in my ass?” Jesse reached around until he could feel the strap on and no wife attached to it. “It did! Oh my God. This is hilarious.”
“Shut up. Just be quiet and let me get this back in its holster … thing … whatever.” I tried to put my hand around the base and pull it out, but my hand was too slick with lube. It kept sliding off.

“This is like The Sword In The Stone. Whatchamacallit? Excalibur? 'HE WHO TAKES THE DICK FROM THIS ASS SHALL BE KING OF THIS MARRIAGE FOREVER'!”

“Stop being a dork and give me my penis back.”

“Thought we agreed that wasn't gonna happen.”

“You know what I mean.” I made another grab for the gold, but Jesse swung his butt the other way.

Before I could make another stab at it Jesse wrapped his dry as dust fingers around the base and yanked the damn thing out.

“I have the power!” He almost yelled. I swear to god I heard Caroline laugh from downstairs.

“Stop waving that thing around. It was up your butt fer chrissakes.”

“Good point.” He held his hand down and away from his body. “Gimme a second.”

Jesse pulled himself to the edge of the bed rolling his nightie up under him as he slid. Once he was there he used his free hand to extract himself from the silk dragging it up his body. He wrapped the lube drenched dildo in the sweaty silk and tossed the whole thing into the en suite.

“I do believe that was your last chance, sweet cheeks.” As he rose Jesse ripped his own panties off and tossed them onto the discarded nightie. “I told you what I'd do if you weren't up for fucking me.”

“One more try.” I started towards the bathroom to retrieve the strap on. “Just let me wash that off and we'll get through this.”

“No. No. No.” Jesse hooked his finger in my harness and pulled me back to him casually. “You had your chance to play man again. That ship has sailed.”

“But …”

“No buts.” Jesse pulled my face up to hers, drowning my objections with his lips. Invading my mouth with his hot tongue.

The kiss was enough to take the wind out of my sails. When he pulled away I was dizzy from the touch and his musk burning through the perfume he'd worn for me. He knew I liked it rough. I wasn't always into the spanks or the discipline, but nothing got me wetter than being manhandled. Just a bit.

He grabbed me by the collar and ripped my shirt open as casually as an eager child unwrapping a Christmas present. It made me feel weak. It made me feel wanted.

After he pulled the shirt off my yielding arms he crumpled it up and wiped the worst of the makeup from his face. There had never been anything convincing about his female disguise. Now even the pretense was gone.

He stripped away the rest of my borrowed masculinity just as easily. I told myself I was letting him, but the truth was I couldn't stop him. Not if he was determined. He had all the power. The muscle. The throbbing need between his legs. The primitive chemical drive to thrust that need and muscle into me. I know he would have stopped if I'd said “no”, but neither one of us wanted that. What was the point of ruining both our nights?

He didn't strip me nude. No. That would've been too easy. I had to stand before him on full display wearing nothing but the empty harness. I'd stood like that in front of Jesse dozens of times since the swap. Each time I was acutely aware that I no longer wore the cock in this relationship. But I never felt as emasculated as I did standing there with an empty holster where my fake penis was supposed to rest. I'd lost the natural manhood I'd been given at birth and now I'd lost the fake version I'd bought at the sex shop.

Jesse kissed me deep one more time before spinning me around. When my ass was pointed towards him he grabbed the harness again and lifted. I tumbled forward as my feet left the ground. His powerful arms carried me like a bag of laundry the last few steps to the bed. He tossed me there casually on my back. I was wet for him. I spread for him.

“Was this what you were trying to do to me?” Jesse asked as he got between my legs. He was on his knees, but I couldn't call what he was doing crawling.

“no”

I was surprised I could answer even that much.

“That's right. You were going to take me doggy style, weren't you?”

I closed my eyes as I nodded.

Without saying another word Jesse reached under me and wrapped his meaty fingers around the leather straps running between my legs. The fact he was using the one item that was supposed to level the power dynamic between us to casually manhandle me only added to the erotic tensions playing through my body. What should have been my weapon was being used against me.

And I loved it.

“You want this, don't you?” He growled in my ear.

“yes”

“Say it like you mean it.” Jesse spanked my ass with his hard cock.

“YES!”
“Yes, what?” He swung his meat between my spread legs, slapping both thighs hard.

“I want … I need … I want you to fuck me. The way I was going to fuck you.”

“How was that?” Jesse rested the tip against my eager wet opening. I tried to push back onto him, but Jesse wouldn't allow it. “No. You don't get your treat until you tell me the truth. All the truth. Even the parts you don't want to say out loud. Especially those parts.”

“I was gonna fuck you … doggy style.”

“And?”

“I was gonna make you … my bitch.” I was already overheated from lust, but I could still feel the flush of embarrassment.

“So what does that make you?” Jesse teased the head against my labia.

“I'm your bitch.” Jesus Christ! The admission was like a lightning bolt hit my clit.

“Not yet you aren't.” Jesse made little circles around my opening. “And you won't be unless you beg for it. Real nice.”
Why was he being like that? Was he being mean or did he know how much each humiliating admission got me more aroused? I was betting on the latter. He'd been inside this body years before I ever met him. He knew what turned it on. And he knew the soul beneath the flesh. I hadn't ever thought I was the submissive one, but Jesse knew. Somehow.

I begged and I pleaded to be his bitch. I whined and I wheedled for his cock inside me. I confessed things I'd never even think with a clear head and still he wanted more. I was almost crying when he finally showed mercy and slid inside.

He plunged inside me so easy and so effortlessly I knew we'd made the right decision. Jesse was the man; I was the woman. No matter what bodies we'd been born into this was the way it should be. And would be once I got knocked up.

Jesse started slow and steady, but quickly ramped up both speed and intensity until he was almost punching me with his penis. This wasn't making love. It wasn't even fucking. Jesse was banging me. Hard. And I was responding.

I wasn't moaning, I was wailing as he kept thrusting. The sane rational part of my brain warned me I wouldn't be able to sit comfortably for a week after what Jesse was doing to me, but I didn't give a damn. For the rest of me there wasn't any tomorrow. Nothing but the friction of his prick slamming in and out of my sopping cunt. The feel of his balls slapping against me. The obscene sway of my tits as my whole body bounced on his dick.

I was on the brink of cumming before I knew it. I was screaming and gripping the sheets like a madwoman. He rode me like the bitch I'd begged him to make me. Rode me from one intense cum to another to another until my world was nothing but the explosive heat supernovaing out of my crotch.

I wasn't even aware he'd exploded in me until he pulled his deflating dick out of me. Part of me didn't believe he could possibly have the stamina to take my body so long and so hard. Part of me couldn't believe he'd ejaculated in me. I reached around with one blind hand until I felt his cream oozing out of me.

There was drool puddled under me on the pillow when I realized there not only was a pillow, but that my head was resting on it.

I knew what Jesse was doing when he grabbed my ankles. He was going to lift my legs up like he always did after seeding me. It made me feel like something he'd caught. An animal he hunted and brought to ground. A trophy.

I secretly liked the feeling, but I needed something else tonight.

“No. Please.” My voice barely made it past the sheet. “I need to taste you first. Please.”

Once more I felt his hand on the harness. Once more I was spun around and positioned the way he wanted me. His flaccid cock was still impressive. Slick with our combined juices and larger than some men's erections. He didn't say anything, but lowered his pride to my mouth.

His was the first taste that hit my tongue. The last few drops of his semen on the tip. The seed that had coated my walls as he was still sliding in and out. Under that was me. The salty sweet taste of my lube mixed with his heat. I'd tasted it a dozen times before fresh from the source. Jessica had liked it when I went down on her. I wondered if she liked the taste of her own pussy half as much as I did.

Beneath the cum and the lube was the taste of Jesse himself. The musk and the flesh.

“Lay with me,” I said around Jesse's cock. “You can make me your trophy next time, but now I need you to hold me.”

“As you wish.” Jesse let me have one last lick of his cock before pulling out, laying down behind me, and pulling me in to spoon.

“That was pretty intense, huh?” His warm breath brushed the nape of my neck.

I nodded.

“I think this was the best one yet. Certainly the wildest.”

“I hope this is the one that … takes? Is that the right word? I want this to be the one. The big one.”

“Me too.” Jesse's penis twitched a little as it fell into place between my cheeks.

“Was this your plan all along? Show me how much better you are at being the man? I won't be angry if you say yes. After that I don't think I can be angry for a very long time. Not at you anyway.”

“Maybe it was in the back of my mind.” Jesse rested his hand on my belly. “But mostly I wanted to give you one last chance to see what you'll be missing. Once you're pregnant there's no going back.”

“To peeing standing up?” I playfully wiggled my butt against his member.

“Among other things.”

“I think you're gonna have to take it easy on me for a couple weeks.” I pushed myself back into him. “Don't get me wrong. That was incredible. But I'm going to be sitting funny all week because of you. You have to be careful. I'm the only me you're ever gonna get.”

“Next time I'll take it slow and sensual.”
“I like the sound of that,” I purred. “You've shown me what it's like to be a woman; treat me like a lady.”

“I hate to accuse a lady of any sort of skullduggery, but …” Jesse let his sentence trail off.

“I have no idea what you're talking about, sir.”

“I think someone's trying to instigate round two.”

“Really?”

“There seems to be a lot of movement in that part of your anatomy that's in contact with my boy parts. What's that called again? That's right. Your ass.”

“I don't know what you're talking about.” I tried to sound innocent. “Is it working?”

“Feel for yourself.”

There was no mistaking what was pressed against my cheeks.

“Ok, then.” I smiled coyly. “Take me for another trip around the block, but take it slow this time.”
“As you wish.”
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