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“Oh, dear.” Dr. Shoy bit the tip of her pencil. “That's going to be very painful in a few months.”

Of all the reactions I'd expected Dr. Shoy to make at telling her I was pregnant that wasn't even on my radar.

“Isn't there anything we can do?” Jesse was playing it up, like being permanently stuck in each other's bodies was the last thing either of us wanted. “We only just found out this morning. There can't have been enough time for this to … whatever. I don't want him … her to be the mother of my child.” Jesse pointed at me. “No offense. You'll make a great dad, but the deal I signed up for was I'd be the mama.”

“According to your gyno,” Shoy looked straight at me when she said the word. I'd have to get used to that. If we did this right there'd be no going back. “… you're almost at the end of your first trimester. You honestly didn't notice anything? Missed periods? Morning sickness?”

“The first period icked me out so much I think I was actively trying not to think about it.”

“And in fairness it's not like Billie is used to dealing with having a vag,” Jesse chimed in. “You have no idea how long it took me to get her to wipe after peeing. I think she got more pee on my good panties than in the bowl sometimes.”

“I wipe fine.” I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. We'd agreed to be snippy with each other to sell this, but I hadn't expected Jesse to pick on my for my early potty training adjustments.

“Now. For the first month I had to convince you the reason why your crotch was wet wasn't cause you were horny.”

“And as far as morning sickness,” I changed the subject. “I have had some stretches where I was throwing up, but never in the morning.”

“It happens.” Shoy nodded.

“I figured it was all just bad leftovers. Or I'd forgotten and ate something Jessica was allergic to. Baby was the last thing on my mind when I was tossing my cookies.”

“Is there anything we can do, doc?” Jesse asked.

We held our breaths and hoped we'd waited long enough. Everything we'd read from every reliable source told us that swaps would be impossible after the first month of pregnancy. The physiological changes were subtle, but enough to screw up any attempt to put us back in our original bodies. We gave it as long as we could. My baby bump was starting to show; if we'd held off telling her any longer we might as well admit we wanted to stay swapped.

“Do you love each other?” Shoy closed our file.

“Yes.”

“So much.”
“Has the fighting gotten better?”

“The thing with … wiping … that's the closest to a fight we've had in a long time.” It was the first fully honest thing I'd said since we came in for this emergency session. “I kinda want to slap his arm for embarrassing me like that, but … I forgive him.”

“I deserve it.” Jesse looked chagrined.

“It's a good thing you're comfortable with those pronouns.” Shoy's tone was neutral. “Cause you're going to have them the rest of your lives.”

“Are you sure?” I asked out loud while praying she'd say yes.

“Let me rephrase. Those are your bodies now. If you want we can look into ways to make your bodies match your gender identity. Through hormones. Surgeries.”

“We're trans?” Jesse asked. “That doesn't feel right.”

“You wouldn't have been approved for swap therapy if there was a high likelihood of dysphoria. Whether that means you'll feel comfortable in those skins going forward is another matter. We'll have to see.”

“So what happens now?” I asked.

“You and your husband have to decide if you're ready to be parents. And you, my dear, have to decide if you are prepared to give birth. There are four billion other people in the world with the same plumbing you have, but not all of us take it all the way. Childbirth is the furthest thing from manly it gets. Giving blow jobs and getting penetrated are things you could've done in your old body. Periods suck, but don't last too long and aren't cripplingly painful. Having life grow inside you. Feeling it move around in you. Feeling it come out. There's no going back from that.”

I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought about the consequences. Of what I'd have to do to give up life as Bill the man and became Billie the girly full time. Getting pregnant was enough, but I didn't have to stay pregnant. There were options and the pregnancy wasn't that far into term.

Now that I wasn't going back to being a man could I go all the way as a woman?

“Jesse and I have a lot to talk about.” I let it drop there. Neither Shoy or Jesse objected.

“Unless there's anything else we need to share in group I'd like to talk with Billie alone before having my one-on-one with you, Jesse.”

Jesse gave me a kiss on the cheek when he got up.

“I had a suspicion this would happen,” Shoy said once Jesse was on the other side of the door. “You're not the first couple to get knocked up on purpose.”

“I don't know what you're talking about.”

“Don't play coy.” Shoy took out a cigarette and started to light it before looking at my belly and thinking better of it. “Not being used to having a period may sound like a good excuse, but in my experience husbands in their wives' bodies are popping morning after pills the first day they're late. At least the ones who don't wanna get stuck squatting to pee the rest of their lives.”

“Are we in trouble?”

“No.”

“Are you gonna lecture us?”

“Probably.” Shoy reached into her purse and pulled out a couple lollipops. “I don't know about you, but I've got an oral fixation and it doesn't seem right smoking so close to an expectant mother. I keep these for kids of swapped parents. Want one?”

“Thanks.” I grabbed the purple one even though I knew it wouldn't taste purple. “Kids?”

“It's pretty rare, but I've got another couple I'm seeing with a four and six year old. That husband? She goes through two EPTs a day making sure she can be he again.”

“We both agreed to it. I mean I wasn't forced into getting knocked up so Jesse can steal my body or anything. I want this too.” I put my hands on my chest above my breasts. They really were my breasts now; not something borrowed from my wife. “I am the wife now. And I think I'm pretty good at being one. And Jesse is an awesome husband. We've always loved each other, but it wasn't working with Bill and Jessica.”

“But Jesse and Billie work?”

“So well.”

“It's hard to argue with that.” Shoy plopped the green one in her mouth. “I know you two were exploring power dynamics in your new bodies. Now that you're here to stay any ideas what's going to stick?”

“Going for the easy stuff first?” I smiled at my crap joke.

Shoy gave me a polite grin, but didn't let me off the hook.

“Ok …” I took in a deep breath. “How do I make this make sense? … When I'm in charge. In the bedroom. When I'm in charge I like it.”

“But when Jesse takes control?”

“I love it.” I shook my head trying to wipe the blush from my face. “I just … melt. That's the only way to describe it. Don't tell him I said it, but he's a better man than I ever was.”

“And you? Is Billie a better woman?”

“Maybe. I don't know. I want to be the best for him. I don't think the role play and the costumes would do as much for me if it was someone else.”

“Don't you have a girlfriend? The way you and Jesse were avoiding the subject last session I figured things had gotten intimate with … what was her name?”

“Caroline. And yes, they have. But it's not what it sounds like.”

“Sounds like three adults having some grown up fun. Nothing wrong with that. As long as everyone's on the same page.”

“It's different with her too. It's like she's … sex spice.”

“That one of the Spice Girls?”

“She's great on her own. Half the crap I know about the way this body responds I owe to Caroline. But add her with Jesse and … I can't do chef's kiss with a lollipop, but you know what I mean.”

“More than you can imagine.”

“That sounds reassuringly ominous.”

“Five years ago my husband and I went through swap therapy too. It was one of the reasons I'm in this chair today. I know what it's like to walk in someone else's … everything.”

“Five years? Don't you have a kid who's …” I scanned her desk for the family picture I'd seen a dozen times.

“Donna.” Shoy handed my the framed photo of her, a bearded man who was presumably her husband, and a small ray of sunshine in a green dress. “She'll turn four next month.”

“If she's … doesn't that mean … that you …”

“I was handsome, wasn't I?” Shoy smiled as she took the picture back. “It was John who decided to grow out the beard; I could never pull it off.”

“You mean you were …” I tapped on the bearded man in the photo.

“It was two weeks after our swap I flushed my … Joan's birth control.” The photo slid back on the desk exactly where it had been. “We work better as John and Harriet then we ever did as Harold and Joan.”

-----

“You ok?” I asked.

Jesse was behind me, but his reflection showed me something was wrong. The question was just my way of getting him talking about it.

“I think it's finally hitting home.”

Jesse pulled in closer to me. We were both fresh-from-the-shower naked and undecided if we wanted to get dirty again. His erection pressed into my lower back. I stood on my tip toes until the edge of my butt cradled his balls. I wanted him inside me so bad I could taste it, but I had to be the good wife and make sure the rest of him was ok.

I can't believe I just thought that.

“This is us.” I smiled up at him in the full length mirror before looking over my shoulder at his real face. “For better or worse.”

“You think about what Dr. Shoy said?” Jesse reached around my waist and placed his hands over my baby bump. It was still so small he had to search to find it; even with me naked. “About going through with it?”

“I've got thoughts, but I wanna hear yours first.”

“I think we're a ready as we're ever going to be. As far as raising a kid's concerned. I'm terrified screwing up being a dad, but I'd be just as scared in your shoes.”

“Me too.” I slid back against his firm body.

“Are you going to be ok with childbirth? Pushing life outta your body's gotta be getting your doctorate from Girl University.”

“Caroline told you about that?” I cringed a bit. It seemed so silly now.

“Caroline tells me everything.”

“You fucking her?” I reached a hand back and wrapped my fingers around his hard cock.

“Only when she's not fucking you.” Jesse's hot mouth kissed my straining neck. “Or vice versa. And you're avoiding the question.”

“I want to have this baby.”

“Me too.”

“You sure. You seem … I don't know.”
“It's gonna sound stupid, but I'm a little … jealous.”

“Of me going through the most searing agony any human being can ever possibly endure? I can see why.”

“Drama queen much?”

“I'm quoting every woman ever. Now circle back to that jealousy.”

“Again, at the risk of sounding stupid, it's different for girls. We're … They're … I don't want to say brainwashed cause that sounds way too harsh, but it's close. Girls are trained to be moms from before they're out of diapers. We get to play house. With dolls. I had a toy baby stroller as soon as I could walk. I always thought it'd be me going through this. It's a little hard putting all that conditioning and expectations on the shelf.”

“You're not trying to sell me on any 'miracle of motherhood' bull, are you?” I pulled Jesse lower using his cock, but kept my thighs closed. He was almost at my entrance, but we weren't done talking. “Cause somebody's not remembering all the puke.”

“You're gonna have to try harder if you want to kill this erection, sweetheart.” Jesse swiveled my head back towards the mirror until I could see the reflection again. “With that to motivate me I could have a stiffie at the North Pole.”

“Stiffie? No one with a penis calls it a stiffie.” I stepped back placing my bare feet on his. Lifting me up the last couple inches we'd need to enter me. “And you better enjoy this hot bod while you can. I'm already blimping out.”

“Bigger boobs. Bigger ass. What's not to love?” Jesse let his hands wander from my bump.

“My fat belly?”

“Now you're turning me on.”

“Be serious.”

“I am.” Jesse pulled my hips close to his crotch. I swear I could hear the squelch as my thighs opened. “Feel how serious I am.”
“That's very serious.”

I hadn't let go of his cock through all this. I guided the head between my wet opening. Jesse took his time entering me. Claiming me. I felt every centimeter as he pushed himself into me.

“Oh, god you feel so good.” His mouth was on top of me, his hot breath burning the back of my neck before he kissed my throat. “So fucking tight. I'm gonna cum in you again. Do you want that? Do you want a pussy full of cream?”

“Yessssss.” My answer hissed out of me as Jesse worked himself slowly down my swollen hole. For every inch of progress he'd stop and shake his hips causing the rigid shaft inside me to press against my walls in entirely new ways.

When his pubic hair brushed my shaved lips I thought he'd pushed as far as he was going to push and got ready for the pumping to begin.

But Jesse wasn't done.

When I was fully impaled he took a step forward. And another. And a third. My feet slipped off his, but he supported my weight with his powerful arms while the rest of him guided me forward.

I turned my face and felt the cold glass of the mirror all the way from my cheek to my toes. When I opened my eyes I could only see the edges of us. But I didn't need to see; I knew exactly what was happening. What Jesse was doing to me. For me.

“Fuck me,” I begged, my voice so soft I wasn't sure I heard it. “I need it so bad. Please.”

Jesse pulled back as slowly as he'd entered, but only his hips. The rest pinned me to the glass while his rock hard ass drove his cock back into me. Still slow, but faster than the first time.

It took half a dozen thrusts before Jesse got up to speed. A steady pounding rhythm like an old fashioned steam engine; slow to start, but a constant piston once it does.

“Holy hell this feels so fucking good.” Jesse's teeth brushed the skin behind my ear. “You are a fucking goddess. A fuck goddess.”

“Yes. Oh, god. Yes.” Words were coming out of my mouth that my brain wasn't thinking.

“What are you?”

“a fuck goddess,” I whimpered.

“Louder!”

“A fuck goddess.” My breathing was ragged, but I belted out one good,“I am a fuck goddess, sir” before everything coming out of my mouth became a groan.

My world became the mirror I was pressed into and the cock I was being lifted up on. Then Jesse went faster and the mirror went away.

The heat was building up between us as his balls violently slapped against my ass. It was raw. Primal. For a few short moments I actually was a goddess. A goddess getting plowed by her god.

And I loved it.

I tried to bite my lip when I came. To hold back the scream exploding out of my raw throat. To hide the wanton slut of a woman my man had turned me into with one touch of his throbbing manhood. I tried to be dignified. I tried to hold it in.

At the height of my orgasm Jesse bit my shoulder. Enough to break the tension, not the skin.

I screamed.

I wailed.

I sobbed.

I begged him to do it again.

Jesse stood over me after he pulled out. His molten hot load was already dripping down my thighs as I collapsed to the floor using the mirror to support me.

Jesse didn't step back. His crotch was level with my face when I turned to look at him. The tip of his deflating glans brushed my cheek painting it with the last few drops of his pearl white semen.

“Thank you.” I looked Jesse in the eye when I took him in my mouth. Even soft he was a mouthful. I didn't break eye contact as I washed him with my tongue. When I had cleaned the head and shaft I moved on to his balls taking each one into my mouth like a rare fruit I was allowed to taste, but not consume.

“Look at yourself,” Jesse ordered. “In the mirror.”

The first thing I noticed was the drool. Mine. On the mirror, starting where my face had been pressed and trailing down to eye level where I knelt. My face was covered in it. And little bits of Jesse's cum I hadn't swallowed.

We were both sweaty, breathing hard. Wobbly.

Under the sheen of spit and sweet there was the glow of a freshly fucked woman competing with the glow of a mother to be. My breasts looked huge. My ass was still red from where Jesse's thighs had rubbed. Jesse's cum was dripping a puddle onto the floor under me. My labia gaped open obscenely. I'd just been ridden to one of the most intense cums I'd ever had, man or woman, and my greedy twat wanted another ride. I could see a faint look of disappointment cross the the face of the panting fuck goddess.

“You are my woman.” Jesse looked down at me smiling seriously. “You are the most beautiful woman I could ever want.”

He bent down eye level with, his knees between my legs keeping them apart. Like he needed to do that. When two fingers slid easily into my sopping pussy Jesse added a third, leaving the pinky to dangle and the thumb to dance along my clit.

He backed me against the mirror. The trail of my own drool drew a line upon me from ass to hair.

My eyes rolled up into my skull as Jesse fingered me to two more drawn out cums. When I opened them again my pussy was empty; the slick fingers brushed my lips.

I tasted us. I devoured us. Jesse's seed mixed with my lube. It was earthy and salty and raw. I wanted more. I needed more.

I smiled when I looked past the hand I was blowing and saw Jesse's cock was ready for round two.

-----

“Wanna hear a secret?” As the little spoon I couldn't see Jesse's face, but I could feel him stirring behind me.

“Sure.” He planted a soft kiss behind my ear.

We'd somehow made it back to the bed. A forensic expert couldn't tell we'd showered only a few hours ago. We were dirty and happy and I'd have to change the sheets tomorrow, but tonight I was sleeping in the wet spot and loving it.

“I think I've got a pregnancy fetish.”

“A what?”

“The more pregnant I get the hornier I am.”

“I've heard about that. Hormones.”

“Then maybe I've got a hormone fetish.”

“Are you wiggling your ass against my dick? Again? Cause four times is my limit and I just shot load number five.”

“Maybe I need a spare cock.” I closed my eyes and basked in the glow of our combined heat. “For when my primary blows out.”

“You got a drawer full over there. Every color of the rainbow and ribbed for your pleasure.”

“I prefer mine with a pulse.”

“I should spank you for even thinking about other dick after the performance I gave tonight.” Jesse's tone was light. Frothy. “Frankly, it's an insult to me as a man and a human being.”

“Don't threaten me with a good time. You know how I get when I'm over your knee, panties down, skirt up.”

“Oh, yeah. We gotta get that out of our systems. I don't want you taking any hits after the first trimester.”

“A few love taps on my butt are hardly hits.”

“Don't care. I wear the pants in this family and I say no spanks. I've got way more creative ways to punish bad girls. Corner time. Mouth soaping. Wanna bet someone makes a maternity leash.”

“Yes, Master. Anything you say, Master. Can we get back to spare cock plan now, Master?”

“You call me that like it's a joke, but I don't think you get how hot it is hearing you say it.”

“You've got one week to get the spanks out of your system then. Not after the first trimester, mister. Master's orders. And aren't I generous letting you play with Caroline. I may be your wife, but I'm only half your harem.”

“Trade out 'husband' for wife in that last sentence and I could say the same thing. I swear you're in her pussy more than me.”

“That's fair.” I rolled around to face him. “Out of curiosity. How many dudes did you bang before I swept you off your feet?”

“Hundreds.”

“I'm serious.”

“So am I. Those lovely legs you're rocking were spread from the day I turned legal till the day we met. Hundreds is a conservative estimate.”

“So a dozen?”

“Close enough.” Jesse propped his head up on the pillow. “Do you really want to play with another man?”

“It started as a joke, but the more I think about it … I'm kinda curious to know what it'd be like.”

“You think it'd be better with someone who was born with the equipment?”

“Or worse cause they don't know this body from the inside out like you do?”

“Want to make a bet?”

“That some natural born stud can rock my world better than you? Fuck, no.”

“But just for fun?”

“Maybe.”

“You've got a few months to sow your last wild oats before you settle down and become a respectable mother.”

“Two tops. Before I'm so big only weirdos like you'll want to screw me.”

“I bet Caroline can find you someone quick.”

“That's not the word I want to be looking for in gigolo.”

“When are you seeing her next?”

“Soon. I owe her lunch. Or vice versa. All this socializing is a blur.”

“Ask her … ask her about it.”

“You seem awfully anxious to throw me at another man. What's in it for you?”

“I was thinking we could share.” Jesse pulled me close. “I mean after you take him for a test drive.”

“I get it. You're using me to expand your harem.”

“Yours too.”
“We'll see.” I felt something press into my thigh. “Is that your penis or is a very small pole vaulter trying to jump over my ass?”

“You suck at metaphors, but yes, that's my penis.”

“Look at that.” It didn't take much to massage the shaft all the way hard. “If turning me into a hotwife gets you ready for round six I may have to do this more often.”

-----

“Do you like that? Do you like being my little cocksucker? Do you slut?”

Caroline was on her knees back to the same mirror I'd been fucked into the other night as I rammed the strap-on down her throat. When I was a man I was never this aggressive with oral, but there was something about having to put my penis on that made me feel like being a dick.

Caroline was doing a great job taking everything I was giving her as fast as I shoved it past her lips. It was her turn to drool as my fake dick hit the back of her throat. I'd been face-fucking her so long the whole front of her was slick with her own spit. It ran down her chin, over her chest, glistened off her breasts, and trickled out over her bush.

The cock I was wearing wasn't reciprocal. It was for fucking only; I wasn't getting anything out of it on my end. Nothing physical anyway. It felt good being back in control. On top. Owning the cock.

I pulled out making sure to gently slap Caroline's cheeks with the slick shaft.

“That's enough of that.” I slumped down, my back to the mirror, and sat beside her. I couldn't cross my legs comfortably with my artificial hard-on jutting out. “It's good to do this every once in a while, but I'm built to get fucked; not do the fucking.”

“I thought you'd learned that lesson months ago.” Caroline grabbed my face and pulled me to her. Her tongue pushed past my lips as easily as my dildo had hers. “Be a good girl and kiss your way down to where you can do me some good. Do a good job and maybe I'll steal your cock and fuck you with it.”

“Yes, Momma.” I gave her a quick grin after she let go of my head. I planted one playful kiss on her nose and followed the drool trail down.

“That sounds weird coming out of you now you're pregnant.” Caroline's hand returned to the back of my neck. I must've been going too fast; she guided me at a slower pace. “Maybe you and Jesse should be Mommy and Daddy now and I should be Baby Girl.”

“I like the sound of that.” I flicked my tongue over an already wet nipple. “You'd look positively obscene in my schoolgirl drag. It's skimpy on me and I'm a twig compared to you.”

“Do I get to spank you one more time for old times' sake?”

“I'm game, but we gotta do it today.” I twirled the tip of my tongue around the pinnacle of her erect nipple. “Jesse's put his foot down. No rough stuff after the first trimester.”

“I don't think getting your bum spanked is going to do you or the baby any harm.” Caroline pulled me forward until I was almost deep throating her breast. “Ask your ob/gyn; see what she says.”

“Doesn't matter.” I came up for air before starting on the next breast. “Jesse is my lord and master. And what Daddy says goes.”

“Good to see you're not giving up all the fun stuff.”

“I think I'd kill myself if I had to go cold turkey.” I made eye contact with her as I rested my cheek against her slick sticky boob. “You were right about the pregnancy hormones; I am almost constantly horny.”

“I know the feeling.”

Caroline placed her hands on my shoulders and applied gentle pressure until my mouth was level with her pussy. I rubbed my chin roughly against her pubes, over her swollen lower lips, all the way down to the floor she was sitting on.

“You have the best tasting pussy.” I moaned the words into her, my lips on her labia, my nose teasing her clit. “I could eat you all day.”

“Less talk, more cunt lapping.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

Caroline pushed my back down a little further as I dove into her slick vulva. When I was where she wanted Caroline put her knees on my shoulders and crossed her legs over my back. The tips of her stiletto heels, the only clothing either one of us was wearing (other than my strap-on), poked gently at the crest of my ass cheeks.

She rode my face like a cowboy rides his horse. Controlling the pace. Using her heels like spurs in my flanks. Not letting me stop until she'd gotten exactly where she wanted to be.

Caroline's cums were slow and powerful. Loud, but not the screams Jesse had rung out of me the other night. Intense, but controlled. Like Caroline. She flooded my mouth with her juices until I wasn't sure I could handle any more.

And then she rode herself to one more orgasm on my spent face.

“For someone born with a dick, you make an excellent lesbian.” Caroline pulled her legs off me.

The air felt cool away from her steaming flesh. My face was washed in her pussy juice. Her girl cum dripped onto my breasts. For all the attention I'd paid Caroline. With strap-on and mouth. I hadn't so much as been felt up proper. I was aching to get off, but too drained and comfortable to move.

All I managed to do was turn myself over, lay on the floor, and rest my head on Caroline's crotch.

“You're gonna get pussy juice all over that pretty hair of yours,” Caroline said, looking down at me.

“So?”

“Jesse's going to think I stuffed your head up my twat.”

“Don't give me ideas.”

“Hey. When your milk comes in can I get a taste?”

“Sure. I'll have nothing better to do with it till the baby comes. Knock yourself out.”

“From the tap?”

“As long as I don't have to change your diaper I'm down.”

“Waaah.”

“I've got a better idea what Baby Girl can be doing with that mouth. I am gagging for a cum.”

“But too lazy to unbuckle the strap-on.”

“It's a struggle.”

“I wonder if girl cum's good for the follicles.” Caroline ran her hands between my head and her crotch. She started massaging more of her wetness into my roots. “It could be a science experiment. Oh. I could seduce your hairdresser. See if she recognizes my vag stank next time she gives you a trim.”

“Oh, hey. I got a favor to ask.”

“Nursery planning? Already on top of it. I've got some ideas I want to run by you after I fuck you stupid with your own strap-on.”

“That sounds great. All of it. But I was thinking about something else. Something a lot less maternal.”

“I'm all ears.”

“I need a man. Can you help with that?”

“You got a man.” Caroline pulled her hands away from my head and wrapped them around my cheeks.

“Yeah, but I want another.”

“And you called me a slut.”

“Ok, maybe I was projecting.” I squirmed my head deeper into Caroline's crotch until her thighs were resting on the sides of my ears. “But are you gonna help me find a guy or what?”

“Is this a cheating thing, a cuckold fantasy, or something else?”

“The last one. You've fucked Jesse.”

“Jesse makes a good boy. Like you make a better girl.”

“And you've had sex with dudes who were born dudes.”

“It's been known to happen.”

“Is it any different? I mean … between the experience of having a dick all your life and knowing what it feels like to have a pussy, is one of them … better? As a fuck buddy?”

“All men are different. Just like all women. It sounds to me more like you're supper horny and want all the dicking you can get. And Jesse may be a a stud, but there's a limit to how many times he can knock it outta the park.”

“Busted.”

“And Jesse's cool with this? Not to sound judgey, I can go either way. I just need to know if I need to keep this on the down low.”

“Jesse knows. Hell, it started out as a joke and he ran with it.”

“I asked about the cuck thing, didn't I? Cause it sounds a lot like a cuck thing.”

“Maybe. All I know is he wants a taste of the action.”

“Jesse wants another man?”

“Is it weird that it's coming out of left field for me? I mean it makes sense. He had boyfriends before he met me. If the swap therapy hadn't worked and we'd got divorced I'm pretty sure he'd … she'd have ended up with another guy.”

“'Once you've had dick you'll never go chick'? We both know that's bullshit.”

“I don't … you know I don't mean that.”

“Jesse looking to pitch or catch? Or does he swing both ways?”

“That's not how baseball …”

“You can be such a dude sometimes.” Caroline batted my left tit. “Fuck or be fucked? Is that plain enough for you?”

“Both. In that order.”

“I know a guy.”

-----

“Is he black?”

“Is who black?” Caroline held up another onesie. I wouldn't have looked twice at it as a guy, but now that I was a woman it was suddenly adorable as fuck. I added it to the cart.

I blame the pregnancy hormones.

“The guy you've lined up to fuck me.”

That was the other side of the hormone pendulum. I'd spent the last few weeks vacillating between nesting, rutting, and wanting to nest and rut.

“Does it matter?” Caroline held up another one. “This is for cute.”

“Of course it matters.” I shook my head no at that one. The color didn't do it for me. “It could be racist if he's black.”

“Wanna walk me through that one?”

To the rest of Babies 'R Us we looked like a couple typical women. My baby bump had grown since Caroline agreed to pimp for me. I could've been any other expectant mother prepping for her baby's arrival. Unless you heard what we were talking about.

“In the cuck stories it's always a black guy they bring in to fuck the white woman. He's always super hung, with muscles to die for, and his name is Marcus or Darius.”

“I didn't think this was a cuckold situation.”

“It isn't. Aside from a few hotwife jokes that don't hurt anyone this has nothing to do with cuckolding Jesse and everything to do with filling my aching cunt.”

I figured the woman down the aisle had been listening in. The look she shot me after that last sentence proved it. If a Presbyterian church could fit inside a pair of flats and a pantsuit it would've looked like the woman giving me the stink eye.

“Sorry,” I called out to her. “I accidentally found out my friend's throwing me a surprise gang bang and I'm trying not to ruin everyone else's good time.”

“Wait?” Caroline gave me a confused look. “I thought it was a bukkake party. Or is that shower?”

“Cover me in man-sauce all you like, but if my holes aren't filled by the end of the night, you're off the short list for Godmother.”

The church walked off in a huff.

“She's gonna report us to someone,” I said after she'd left.

“Serves her right butting her nose into other people's conversations.”

“So … is he black?” I saw the look Caroline shot me and added. “I mean, if he's black and shows up to fuck me and he finds out I'm married he's gonna assume we have these weird prejudices.”

“He knows you're married.”

“So you've talked to him about me? What did you tell him?”

“You're a horny knocked up bitch who is so desperate for a screw she checks out the high school swim team.”

“That was a public pool and those boys did not look 17.”

“Whatever you say, Mrs. Letourneau.”

“About this guy.”

“His name's not Marcus. Or Darius.”

“I didn't think you'd set me up with a cliché.”

“If you ask me if he's black one more time I'm gonna make it so you're blindfolded when he plows ya.” Caroline steered us towards the bassinets.

“Is it wrong that sounds kinda hot?” I asked.

“You sure Jesse won't let me spank you? Cause the way you're acting I should pull down your pants here and tan your fanny.”

“Screwed by a stranger has gotta be somebody's fantasy. Walking around the same city with your faceless fuck. Never knowing if any man you meet was the one who went balls deep inside you. Especially if they know who you are. Would you blindfold Jesse up too?”

“Jesse isn't being a pain in my keister; he gets to know. In fact I'll see to it your two dudes share drinks once a month and laugh about the slut who's so dumb she doesn't even know who pounded her.”

“Now you're just trying to make me wet.”

-----

“I have to admit I wasn't sure about this.” Ken took a sip of his beer. “I've heard a lot of kinky ideas before, but never anything like this.”

“I understand this is a little off the normal roads, but I'm totally sincere. And thankful you agreed to meet with me.”
The restaurant wasn't crowded, but it was public. The perfect place for this sort of first meeting. We'd waited till after ordering before getting down to brass tacks.

“Is that real?” Ken used his mug to vaguely gesture at my belly under the table.

“It is. I'm just into my second trimester.”

“You've got a bun halfway baked and you want another dude in your oven? That sounds pretty messed up.”

Was it wrong I found Ken's size hot? The fact he not only was so much bigger than me (not hard to do given what I tiny woman I'd become), but easily dwarfed Jesse made me wet. Of course the way my  libido had been lately linoleum made me wet.

“What can I say? The vag wants what the vag wants.”

“And your husband's vag?” Ken snickered at his own joke. “He does want me to give him a go too.”

“It's a little more nuanced than that, but basically right. Think of it more as a three way with some one-on-one side sessions than cuckolding.”

“Your husband ever been with a man?”

“A few. Never up his ass.” Technically Bill had gotten up Jessica's backdoor, but those people didn't exist anymore. “I popped his anal cherry with a strap-on once, but it wasn't very satisfying. For either of us.”

“If I agree to this my ass is off limits. I'll fuck you, him. Hell, I'll probably suck him off. If he's a good boy and not too small. But I do not get a dicking.”

“I know he's talked about it, but I don't know how important that is for him.” I sipped my Sprite. “I'll run it by him.”

“Think of it this way. You want as much vitamin D as you can get; every load he's not pumping into some dude, he's shooting in you.”
“You don't beat around the bush, do you?

“We got through the polite stuff in messenger. You wanna bounce off my dick till your titties fall off, you gotta tell me to my face. And you gotta tell me before dessert. I've got better things to do with my times than waste it with a crazy pregnant chick.”

I was sopping.

“I want you very much,” I whispered at him. And I did.

“Couldn't hear you.”
“I want to fuck you,” I said in a regular voice. “So bad.”

“That's better, but still not what I said you needed to tell me.”

Jesus Christ! Did he really expect me to say that? To a man I didn't know? In public?

It was Niagara Falls between my legs.

“I want to bounce …”

“Volume's going the wrong direction. Speak up if you want me to believe you.”

“I want to bounce off your dick till my tits fall off.”

The sound of our lunch order crashing to the floor startled me almost as much as my declaration of dick startled the waitress who'd heard it.

“Since you asked so nice,” Ken made sure he was loud enough for the blushing waitress to hear. “Of course I'll say yes.”

-----

“You have to know I feel left out,” Caroline said from the front seat of her parked Volvo.

I grunted through the ball gag, hoping no one walked by and caught a glimpse of the bound naked woman in the backseat.

“I mean I know I'm here, but that's more a practical thing than a fun one.” Caroline let out a sigh. “OK, it was fun stripping you. And it was great cuffing and gagging you after. Not gonna lie, it was hot watching you struggle to open the car door before my neighbors got a look at your good stuff. I think your butt rubbed the paint off that side of the handle.

“But face it. The only reason you had me do all that was cause the scenario wouldn't let Jesse and you don't know Ken well enough to trust him alone yet. I get it. Doesn't mean I have to like being left on the sidelines once he cavemans you outta here.”

Jesse had been willing to go along with Ken's requests. They'd invited him over for barbecue and discussed how things were going to go their first time. It was decided it was best to have all three of them involved in the first session to avoid any petty jealousies.

It was going to be a pretty straight forward threesome until I opened my big mouth.

The roleplay idea snowballed to the point we had to bring in Caroline was tactical support. I don't blame her for feeling left out; I am a little pissed she didn't bother to tell me the car doors were locked before she had me try to open them with my cuffed hands.

We were parked a little down the road from my house. Far enough for effect; close enough Caroline could watch me every second from the time Ken picked me up until he delivered me to Jesse.

It was a good thing Caroline laid out a blanket on the backseat before pushing me inside; I was leaving stains. From the drool working its way around the ball gag; from the arousal dripping down my thighs from my aching pussy.

Lights flared behind us. I heard an engine draw close and die. Was it Ken? Did a cop decide he needed to check out the car parked where it wasn't supposed to be? Would I end up getting dragged out of there in a very different quality of handcuff?

“That's Ken,” Caroline said. “He's ten minutes late by the way. I wouldn't keep you waiting. Just sayin'”

I grunted my appreciation from the back.

“You still good with this? One grunt for yes; two for no.”

One grunt.

I heard a car door open and close.

“I know you went before we left, but do you need to pee?”

Two grunts.

“Ok, then. Have fun.”

I expected Ken to open the back door and go from there. I watched for him carefully as best I could, unable to sit up or turn more than a little bit. I caught a glimpse of him pass the window, but he went by my door and up to the driver's side.

“Lovely evening, ain't it?” The bastard said to Caroline. Like I wasn't there, naked, bound, and gagging for it.

“I've seen better.”

I tried to get his attention by thrashing and grunting, but Caroline was being a bastard too. They both ignored me.

The conversation was beyond boring. The weather was the closest to excitement they got the whole time. Except when they flirted. I hated that, but I didn't feel bored.

“I suppose we've teased her enough,” Ken finally said.

“Don't believe a thing that one grunts. She loves it. I've known some submissive women in my times, but Billie? She beats em all. I don't think you can do anything embarrassing to her that won't turn her on. The only thing she likes more than humiliation is getting told what to do by a big strong man.”

“She's in for a treat tonight.”

I heard the door swing open before I could turn my head to see.

Ken may have gone off script a bit, but he was in full wardrobe. What there was of it anyway. The jeans he wore were painted on. Lightly. They'd been worn so thin you could see every inch of him through them. I swear I could see his foreskin; the cherry on the top of the snake running down his pant leg.

And that was it.

No shoes. No socks. Nothing covering the broad expanse of well defined muscle he called a chest. I wanted to eat clams off that washboard. I wanted his hands on me now.

Once upon a time he'd been a fireman. Cause of course he was. He was used to carrying people and strong enough to do it well.

He lifted me by the bonds on my feet and hands lifting me up and out of Caroline's backseat as easily as I'd carry a Victoria's Secret bag. The only reason he had to use two hands was to keep from hurting me.

I was naked outside of the car and there was nothing I could do about it. Caroline parked away from the streetlights, but it was my street we were on. If her neighbors caught a look at me earlier it didn't matter; I had to live beside anyone who saw me now.

I was stupid to ask for this; I wanted more.

Ken took his time tossing me over his broad shoulder. We'd all insisted that we make sure it was safe for me to be carried this way. That my belly pressing into his shoulder wouldn't harm the baby or me. We figured we'd be ok.

My face bounced against his back as he slowly walked towards what I assumed was my house. I couldn't see where I was going; my ass was pointed forward. Ken could've been walking me to the police station. Or a brothel. Instead of bringing me back to my man.

The struggle I made wasn't real, but it wasn't faked either. I wasn't trying to fight this, but there was something about being carried like that. Like a piece of meat. Like an animal being brought back by the great hunter. That sent my fight-or-flight chemicals running. I couldn't lay still on Ken even if I wanted to.

Thank god the porch light was off when Ken finally took the three steps off the street and marched to the door. I had no way of knowing if anyone had seen me other than him and Caroline. She was filming this. Tomorrow we'd get together for play-by-play, but tonight I belonged to the boys.

Ken knocked so loud I could hear it with my teeth. Jesse was supposed to open the door and let us in. I almost cried when the front light came on.

“Who is it?” Jesse's voice was muffled. I hadn't heard the door open. I kicked and protested, but Ken quieted me with a gentle swat (not spank) on the bare ass.

“I have property that belongs to you.” Ken almost yelled. If the neighbors weren't curious before they would be now.

“Leave it there,” Jesse said through the door. “I'll get to it in the morning.”

I wanted to kill Jesse and fuck him so bad at that moment. I screamed through the gag not giving a fuck about the neighbors.

“Don't think that's such a good idea,” Ken called back even louder. “The way she's leaking your porch'll rot by morning.”

“Give me a second.”

I tried to kick, but my legs were bound and Ken had them held pretty tight. I did manage to head butt his back a couple times, but that hurt me more than it did him. I tried to turn my head to see if anyone had spotted us, but the best I could do was different angles of Ken's bare back and his ass in the skintight jeans.

Jesse took his sweet time unlocking the door. I heard it open, but not the screen.

“I think this belongs to you.” Ken rubbed my ass with his free hand. “Recognize it?”

“I don't know. Maybe. You see one fat ass you've seen 'em all.”

My obscenities were wasted by the ball gag.

“Look. Way I see it I'm doing you a favor bringing your runaway sex toy back. You don't want her I'm not gonna argue. Tits like these she's gotta be good for something.”

Jesse breathed in deeply before letting out the mother of all sighs. “Guess you're right. Bring her in and I'll get you a beer.”

A car horn beeped in the distance. Caroline's signal she'd seen me home, got it all on film, and would be blackmailing me over coffee tomorrow. I couldn't see her drive off, but I silently told her goodbye.

I was alone with the men.

The door closed behind me.

“Nice place. You got a kennel for your fuck bitch?”

“In the basement, but I don't want her there till I'm sure she's mine.”

Jesse was laying it on thick. He knew I liked it that way.

“I could dump her on the sofa so you can get a good look at her face.”

“If she's mine she's not allowed on the furniture; if she's not I don't want her staining the sofa. Wait here a minute. I'll find something to lay on the floor. Get you something while I'm up.”
“Scotch if ya got it. Straight.”

“Got ya covered.”

What we had was ginger ale. We were going over the line in every other possible way; none of us was allowed near alcohol or weed. Not with me helpless.

Ken sauntered around the living room pretending to look at the photos and art for the first time. I had no choice but go along, though my view never changed. On the second stop he placed his free hand on the back of my thigh.

“If you're doing ok grunt once,” Ken said to me. “If you want this over twice.”

I grunted once.

“Good girl.” He slid his hand between my legs until his thick fingers pressed into my soaked labia. “Looks like someone's liking this.”

“Liking what?”

I jumped a bit. As much as I could anyway. When I Jesse interrupted us.

“I'm just commenting on how bad this slut wants it. She's so wet I'm pretty sure I can fist her now.”

“The way she'd humping your shoulder I bet she'd like that.” I heard something soft, but sturdy land on the hardwood. “That outta be good enough. Drop her there. Your drink's on the sideboard.”

If I wasn't being dominated for two I would've liked Ken to toss me on the old dog mattress like a sack of potatoes. But it wasn't just me he was manhandling so he laid me down gently and pretended he didn't give a fuck.

Jesse was more dressed than Ken, but had the same shit eating grin on his stupid face. Ken walked out of the room to get his drink while Jesse knelt down beside me, pretended to check my bindings, and whispered in my ear, “Blink twice if you're ok; once if you want me to end it.”

I blinked twice. Next time we gagged me we were gonna have to coordinate the signals. This was going to get confusing fast.

Ken returned with his drink.

“Take a seat.” Jesse gestured towards the lounger.

“She yours?” Ken plopped down.

“Sure as hell looks familiar.” Jesse's rough hands turned my face from side to side as he carefully examined me. “Where'd you find her?”

“Trying to sneak into the gladiator pits.” It was a stupid bit of roleplay. I was the escaped Roman slave girl, Jesse was my owner, and Ken the slave hunter who returned me. Ken actually managed to say it with a straight face. “She's a real cockhound, that one.”

“Sounds like my Billie.” Jesse started unbuckling the gag.

“You sure that's wise?” Ken asked.

“There's only one way to be sure if she's my Billie.” I swear a gallon of my own drool glopped out of my mouth and onto my tits when the gag came out. With my hands still bound I couldn't even wipe it up, or preserve my … who am I kidding. I had no modesty left at that point.

“Little slut like that'll tell ya whatever you wanna hear. No use asking her questions.”

“Who said anything about listening to her?” Jesse rubbed the slick gag over the parts of my breasts that had avoided the initial saliva salvo. My tits glistened in the light. “No one gives head the way my Billie does. Isn't that right, slut?”

“Ib nod a slud.” My jaw was still stretched from the ball gag; my tongue almost drowned in the spit I'd managed to not drool out. It'd be a bit before I spoke normal. “Ib ah gud gurl.”

“Sure you are.” Jesse's tone was dismissive as he flipped me over and unlocked the fur lined cuffs. “And we all know what good girls do for their masters.”

“What if blowjob Cinderella isn't as good as ya think?” Ken was seriously mixing up his eras, but getting called blowjob Cinderella was so hot I overlooked the anachronism.

“You can have her, I suppose.” Jesse moved onto my ankle restraints. “She's a beautiful woman. Probably. Under all the slime. And she comes pre-bred, so you save months of time.”

Jesse patted my belly over the last line. A year ago if you'd described the scene there'd be no way I'd've thought being treated like this would be a turn on. Maybe being one of the boys in this scenario would've appealed to me, but even then it would've seemed super extreme.

Now?

After a few months female my fantasy landscape had completely shifted. Not to mention my orientation had broadened. I still liked girls, but men? Oh, god. I loved men now. Loved them in me. On me. Overpowering me. Calling me all the names I tried real hard not to call them back when I wore the penis.

Past me wouldn't get the fantasy I was playing through today; his mind would explode if he knew I came up with almost all of it.

“I guess that'd pay me for my troubles,” Ken eyed my shiny tits. “But what do I get if she is yours? I'm assuming you'd want her back.”
“I'm not going to be doing anything with her twat while I audition her mouth.” The dismissive way Jesse said “twat” made me shudder. “We could start there.”

“Spit roast her?”

“For starters.”

“Doesn't seem like much of a reward to me.”

“Hey!” I managed to get around around my sore jaw. It almost sounded normal.

“Don't get me wrong.” The fact Ken was still addressing Jesse and ignoring me was … if my clit could do a chef's kiss, it would've. “I'm sure she's a good enough fuckpillow. Maybe pretty if she cleaned up some. But I had her in the back of the cart all the way from Thrace. If I wanted a fuck it's not like I couldn't have.”

“Like I said, this is just starters.”

Jesse helped me up, but not all the way. When I was on my knees he gently pushed my shoulders down until I was on all fours, my naked ass pointed straight at Ken. Jesse patted the top of my head like I was his dog. His bitch. He took a couple steps to get behind me and lightly tapped the insides of my lower legs with his foot until I spread.

“Nice sight isn't it. Inviting.” Jesse stepped away so Ken got a full view of my gaping holes. I wanted him in me so bad I could bite it. This scene was so much better than any random hookup.

“How do you want to do this?” Ken asked.

“Come over here.” Jesse had stepped back in front of me. He took a couple more paces to give them room. “I want Billie to see what she's got coming.”

Ken walked past me and stood beside my wife turned husband. The body I'd inhabited, but the man I never could be.

“You're a very attractive man, Ken.”

Jesse ran a hand over Ken's broad chest. I wondered what thoughts were going through her head right now. Ken was bigger than Jesse. About as bigger than Bill had been bigger than Jessica. When Jesse stood in front of a man like that was it easy for her to imagine she was still in this body? Still the woman?

Jesse leaned in close and kissed the shoulder Ken had carried me in on. The one I'd left my wetness on. I caught a glimpse of his tongue darting out when his lips retreated. My husband had just tasted me on my lover. I supported myself with one hand while the other worked my clit.

I bit my lip to keep from moaning when Jesse got down on his knees in front of the huge man.

“Should I tell him what's really going on, Billie?” Jesse addressed me, but was staring at the bulge in front of him.

“Wud?” I wasn't sure if I liked it or not when Jesse went that far off script.

“Dr. Shoy. Our problems. All of that.”

So far all Ken knew about us was we were kinky friends of Caroline's looking for a bit of offbeat roleplay. He didn't know the full story. How Jessica and Bill became Jesse and Billie. I was ready to have another man fuck me. One who was tough and macho who'd always been a man. Was I ready to have that same man fuck and degrade me knowing that I used to be a man too? That I decided I was better suited to being a girl?

“Dell hib.”

“Tell him?” Jesse looked at me closely this time to confirm.

I nodded.

I felt a weight I hadn't known I was carrying lift. No more secrets. Ken would know the truth. I'm sure he'd use it against me, maybe even Jesse, but I was fine with that. If humiliation was a drug, I was an addict.

Jesse planted a kiss on Ken's cock head through the tight jeans before going further.

“Ever hear of body swap technology?” Jesse traced Ken's cock through his pants with the tip of his finger.

“Only what I've heard ignoring the reality shows.” Ken rested a hand on the top of Jesse's head. “Sounds like bullshit to me. You're born in one body; you die in it. End of story.”

“It's true. Cross my tits and hope to die.” Jesse made a crossing motion over his chest before going for the button on Ken's jeans. “Well, I guess they're her tits now.”

“You mean she …”

“Used to be Bill. She was born in this body and met an awesome girl named Jessica.”

“This roleplay's getting pretty fucked up. How does this have anything to do with gladiators?”

“Bill and Jessica got married. Things didn't work out the way they'd hoped, but there was still love so they …”

“Swapped?”

“And decided to stay swapped. That's why Billie's knocked up.” Jesse took the zip in his teeth and worked it down slowly. Ken added a second hand to the top of Jesse's head.

“You know how fucked that sounds?”

“You think it sounds fucked up, you should try living it.” Jesse let her forehead and nose rest against the open fly. Against Ken's crotch. I swear it looked like she was praying to his dick.

“If it's so fucked up why not swap back?”

Jesse wrapped his arms around Ken's ass, working his hands under the jeans, cupping the firm masculine cheeks before pulling them down.

“Cause it's better this way.” Jesse worked the jeans over Ken's feet. Ken used his handhold on Jesse's head to balance as he stepped out of them. “There's just sometimes we need a little something extra.”

“And I'm the something extra?”

Ken's cock was enormous. I've seen bigger, but not outside of porn. It rose there from his freed crotch all thick and throbbing and veiny. I wanted it so bad I was Pavlov drooling.

“Yes.” Jesse nodded. He obviously wanted it too.

Jesse worked Ken's manhood into his mouth slowly letting it fill him. Savoring the flavor and the scent of this powerful male. Preparing the shaft that was about to wreck my pussy.

I don't know how much of the truth Ken believed. It was a lot to digest and a hot wet mouth on your dick is never good for deep thinking. Jesse wasn't able to fit all of the massive cock in his mouth, but he managed more than I think I could. Jesse started working the shaft back and forth, bobbing his head as he closed his eyes. Ken moaned and used his grip on Jesse's head to set the pace.

Jesse let the shaft come all the way out of his mouth. Ken let go of his head, but Jesse didn't pull away. He snuggled his head into Ken's crotch letting the hard cock rest against his cheek.

“My wife wants you to fuck her senseless.” Jesse planted a kiss on the shaft. “I want it too.”

Ken left Jesse kneeling there and strode over to me. Instead of walking past me and slamming me hard like I expected, Ken bent down, looked me in the eye, and asked, “Is that true?”

“Yeah.” I nodded.

“You used to be a guy?”

I nodded again.

“That guy?” Ken pointed at Jesse who'd stood up and was already undressing. “You used to pee standing up, get hard ons, and fix cars? And you gave it up for this?”

“Yes.”

“You still remember what it was like to have a dick?”

“All da time.”

“You won't after I'm done with you.”

Jesse was fully naked by the time Ken stood up and sauntered behind me. I had to spread my legs more just to let him get between my legs. I had to go further to let him kneel between my thighs. I closed my eyes, lowered my head, and let out a deep moan when Ken slapped my pussy with his hard on. This was real. This was happening. I was about to get fucked by a real man while my husband fed me his dick.

My eyes flew and mouth flew open when he lined the head up with my slick opening. As wet as I was Ken still had to finesse his way inside me. This must be what it feels like to be a virgin. Only without the pain.

I gasped when the head made it all the way inside and the thick shaft started going in. Jesse reminded me “no teeth” when he slid into my other hot moist hole. I gobbled his cock like it was candy. I was so damn lucky to have him in my life.

I don't know if they coordinated it or just fell into the same rhythm. Sliding into me simultaneously; pulling back in time. Like their cocks were trying to kiss inside me. I moaned around my husband's shaft; I quivered on my lover's dick.

They may have treated me like a slut. A whore. Fuckpillow. But they waited till after I'd thrashed and yelled and convulsed on their cocks before they shot their loads in me.

I collapsed on the dog mattress straining to catch my breath. I'd come so hard I couldn't think straight. For so long I wasn't horny. It'd been weeks since I hadn't felt that lingering lust dammed up behind my pussy. I'd flooded out. I was sated.

Ken was kneeling in front of Jesse when I'd come back to Earth. The he-man was washing my husband's cock with his tongue. Lovingly slurping up the remnants as Jesse's ejaculate and my hot saliva.

Jesse returned the favor, kissing clean Ken's and my combined cum.

Ken sat there naked on the hard floor staring at me sated on my dog blanket while Jesse stepped out of the room. Ken's legs were apart the way men are allowed to keep them. His spent cock hung there between his thighs. God, it still looked huge. Had I really fit that inside me?

Jesse came back with three water bottles. He poured mine in dog dish and set it on my blanket. I lapped it up like a good bitch.

“Everyone still good?” Jesse asked.

“That was intense.” Ken drained half his bottle in one gulp.

“I have zero complaints,” I added.

“So … the body swap stuff? Was that for serious or roleplay?”

“We've got documents … somewhere.” Jesse plopped on the sofa and made a vague gesture towards his, formerly my, home office. “I can show 'em to ya later if you'd like.”

“Maybe after round three.” Ken drained his bottle. “I'm not gonna be thinking straight till I'm all the way drained.”

“Three?” I lay my head near my bowl and looked up at him. “I don't know if I can handle that?”

“One of those loads is going up your husband.” Ken looked at Jesse. “I promised him a fuck and I'm a man of my word. Besides, this whole gender bender thing's kinda hot. Unexpectedly.”

“Care to elaborate on that?” Jesse asked.

“It's … it's like I have this special status. Even when Caroline joins us.” Ken tossed his empty away. “It plays into the whole alpha fantasy. Without it we've got two women and two guys. But knowing about the swap? It's more like I'm the only dude. One of my chicks just happens to have a dick.”

“Wellll.” Jesse looked thoughtful. “I'm not a chick. Or a beta. I'm Jesse, not Jessica. Billie's the one with the submissive side in this marriage. Hell, her submissive side is big enough for all four of us.”

“You bet your sweet ass,” I said proudly from my dog mat.

“That being said it'd be stupid of me to not admit you're better at being a man. You've been doing this your whole life. And you're dripping with testosterone. I'm cool playing a secondary role when we play together. I'm even cool submitting to you, if that's your thing. But I'm never going to be ok with getting treated like I'm inherently your inferior. And I don't think Billie is either.”

“No this is all play for me,” I added. “I'm just fine getting treated way worse than Jesse when we do. When you called me a fuckpillow I almost creamed.”

“That's fair.” Ken nodded.

“So where does that leave us?” I asked.

“I still need to get the shaft,” Jesse reminded us.

“Billie.” Ken's tone was firm, but not harsh. “I need you to get up; Jesse's gonna be taking your place.”

I glanced at Jesse. He nodded.

Even after one final lap of water I could still taste Jesse. When I stood I could feel Ken's cum dripping down my thighs, landing on the dog mat first, then the hardwood floors once I was clear. I'd have to scrub them tomorrow. The thought of me on hands and knees scrubbing my pussy leavings off the floor sent an electric charge from nipples to clit.

“Jesse, you know where I want you.” Ken used the same calm commanding tone on my husband. “Where you need to be.”

Jesse was starting to get hard again being ordered about. His almost erection bobbed in front of him as he walked to the mat and knelt down on all fours perfectly mirroring my previous position.

“Get your husband ready for me.” Ken tossed me the bottle of lube. I'm not sure where it'd been hidden, but it was a lot. “Jesse, you cleaned up back there good, right?”

“Yes.”

I know there'd been some talk about enemas and wipes, but that was guy talk. It didn't have anything to do with me.

“Start with your mouth, Billie. Lick it like you would a pussy, cause when I'm in it, that's what it's gonna be.”

I paused a second.

“You heard the man, Billie. Lick me like a cunt.” Jesse shook his ass playfully at me.

I was tentative at first. I liked ass as much as the next gal, but I had a slight preference for girl butt over boy, and my attraction was more directed to the cheeks than the hole. Rimjobs did nothing for me.

I planted a light kiss on Jesse's cheek. I hadn't expected him to moan when I worked that kiss down to her puckered opening. I paused again before sliding my tongue out.

There was a musky taste, but it was just sweat. Jesse must've really scrubbed himself in preparation for his first dicking in my old body. The anatomy was different. It wasn't the same as sucking pussy. But it was still lapping another person for fun. If I thought about it that way it wasn't gross.

I warmed the lube with the heat of my hand as I lovingly licked my husband. When it felt warm enough against my skin I wrapped a hand around Jesse's downward pointed shaft. A few strokes and licks later he was hard again. Hard enough to fuck anyway, even if he wasn't going to be doing the fucking.

A line of spit connected my mouth and Jesse's ass when I finally came up for air. I looked over at Ken. He was working his own lube onto his renewed erection. The only thing left was the proper lubing of Jesse.

I wasn't stingy. Ken was hung like an elephant and Jesse's backdoor was cherry. He'd need all the lube he could get. I must've unloaded half the bottle into his ass before I decided he was ready as he was ever going to be. I kissed his cheek one more time.

“I love you,” I told him.

“Love you back.”

I stayed beside him outside his spread legs as Ken got into position. Before Ken could kneel between Jesse's legs I took Ken's lubed cock in my hand and planted a kiss on it.

“I give you permission to fuck my husband,” I told Ken's cock. “Please fuck him good.”

“As you wish.” Ken knelt behind Jesse. I smiled when the larger man used his cock to spank Jesse the way Ken had slapped me with it.

“Where do you want me?” I asked Ken. This was his show now.

“Jesse any good at licking clit?”

“The best.”

“You blew him while I fucked you. Only seems polite he return the favor.”

“You sure?” I'm not sure if I was asking Jesse or Ken. “I've been dripping cum since this ended, but I'm still rocking a huge load up there.”

“Jesse's going to be guzzling my cum sooner or later. I can't imagine a more attractive side dish. Can you, Jesse?”

“No, sir.”

“You cool eating the cream pie we made you?”

“Yes. Please.”

“You heard the man. Put your pussy where his mouth is.”
My extra belly weight made getting into position a little awkward. Ken slowly stroked himself to keep hard while we wrangled ourselves into position. I giggled a bit when Jesse kissed my thigh the same way I'd kissed his butt cheek earlier.

Ken let Jesse get into worshipping my pussy before working the head into Jesse's hole. Even with all the lube it was a struggle. Jesse stopped licking me several times as he tried his damnedest to open up more for the invading dick.

At one point Jesse gave up on my pussy all together. He lay his face on vulva letting Ken's seed and my juices smear his face while Ken finessed his girth past Jesse's resisting sphincter.

“Holy Christ!” Jesse gasped into my vag when Ken finally pushed through.

“You ok down there, big guy?” Ken sounded concerned, but still masterful.

Jesse needed a second to remember how to speak. He nodded.

“Jesse nods yes,” I translated for my husband.

Ken held his position until Jesse had composed himself enough to talk.

“It hurts,” Jesse said.

“It sometimes hurts the first time,” Ken cooed down at Jesse, gently petting his haunches as he spoke. “But it'll be easier the next.”

“Next time?” Jesse sounded nervous.

“I'm not giving up on ya this easy. Not the tightest piece of ass I've ever known. Not unless you say you're out. Say the word and I finish this in your wife.”

“I'm in.” Jesse was breathing hard. His hot exhales were almost as steamy as my sopping pussy.

“Good boy.” Ken bent down and kissed the back of Jesse's neck before resuming.

It seemed like forever before Ken was all the way up my husband. I felt a strange mix of feelings wash over me when I saw him kneeling there, balls deep in Jesse. Taking it up the ass was obviously something Jesse wanted. Needed. I'd tried to do it for him, and failed. It should be me ramming him, not Ken. They weren't trying to rub my nose in my failures at being a man, but it felt that way.

But I was also proud. Of both of us. Proud of myself for taking that monster so much easier than Jesse. It hadn't taken me half as long to fully engulf that huge cock. Proud of Jesse for doing it at all. I don't think I would've been able to back when I wore that body. I knew from a couple college experiments even a finger up my back passage hurt more than I wanted. Jesse got through so much more; it wasn't a surprise he was almost crying by the time Ken filled him.

I was also horny as fuck.

“I think you're as ready as you're ever going to be,” Ken said. “I'm going to take it slow at first. Billie, I'm gonna need ya to tell me if Jesse's having any problems I can't hear. You good with that?”

“Yeah.”

“Good girl. Why don't you lube your hand back up and make sure Jesse enjoys himself. I'm gonna be busy enough with my own prick.”

I had to stretch to reach the discarded lube bottle, then fumble around under Jesse's bent over body and grope for his penis. For all the bitching and moaning he was still hard when my hand finally reached him.

“You got it?” Ken asked.

I nodded.

“Then match my pace, girl.”

Jesse almost inhaled my whole crotch when Ken pulled himself back, he sucked in air so hard. Ken didn't pull all the way out, but I was pretty sure the head made it to Jesse's sphincter, maybe even past it.

Ken stopped where he was and pushed back into Jesse until he was balls deep again.

Jesse throbbed in my hand when the invader hit his prostate. After half a dozen more thrusts I could anticipate exactly when it would happen. By the tenth I'd figured out the best way to incorporate it into my handjob.

“How's he doing down there?” Ken asked me after he'd built up a steady sustainable pace.

“Hard as diamond and he's moaning in my pussy. I kinda want to flick my clit, but I don't wanna ruin this for him.”

“I'll take care of you later. Right now you milk him like a cow while I pound him like a bull.”
Ken stopped talking as he picked up the pace. I think Jesse had been crying into my vulva earlier. It was impossible to tell it was so wet down there. But now he was moaning into me. Almost screaming into my sodden twat.

“He's getting close,” I told Ken.

“Give us a countdown,” Ken ordered. “I want to blow my load in him when he comes. Positive reinforcement.”

Ken didn't elaborate on that last part. Positive reinforcement for what?

I started the countdown at 5. I didn't think Jesse could last much longer than that.

Ken sped up the pace when I hit 4. Not as fast as when he was plowing me, but faster than anything he'd done with Jesse so far.

I could feel a familiar spike in heat and tension in Jesse's dick when I got to 3.

Ken buried his fingers into Jesse's hips and closed his eyes when I reached 2.

The first spurt had already erupted from Jesse's man-volcano when I got to 1.

“Blastoff!”

Ken closed his eyes and slammed himself one final time into Jesse as my husband made a puddle on the dog mat beneath him.

“No teeth.” I swatted Jesse's head with my free hand. Fucker bit my labia he was coming so hard.

Ken and I rode our respective cocks out. Him making several short sharp lunges into Jesse; me milking every drop of pleasure out of Jesse's member.

When it was over Jesse collapsed face first into my spread crotch. His whole ass was red from the rough treatment; some of Ken's load landed on his cheeks when Ken pulled out. I could see the tip of Jesse's own cream pie peeking out his abused hole.

“Let's make one thing perfectly clear.” Ken was breathing heavy, sweating, spent. “I am not part of anybody's harem; you all are a part of mine.

And he collapsed spent on top of my husband.
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