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		Part One

		

	
		Clutching the space between my legs, I felt almost nothing. Over night the thing I'd always been so proud of had shriveled into something painfully tiny. Even when filled with lustful blood it was no bigger than half my thumb, not very hard, and very pink. I was living in a nightmare. "What have you done to me?"

		The large heavyset black man pondered that, scratching his strong jawline, then smoothing his shirt over a slight gut which protruded over his belt, making him look not fat, but more powerful and virile.

		"Mambo!" I cried.

		Mambo smiled. Then he lit a cigar, leaned back in his chair, and blew out a big stinky cloud of smoke. "How many times do I have to repeat myself?" he said, annoyed. "Besides, you wouldn't know the name of the root if I told you. But suffice it to say, it has very potent medicinal values. And once the effects start —by then it's too late to change them. It's best if you don't fight it, just let Nature take its course. Enjoy the transformation."

		Part of me was still desperately grasping to the notion that what Mambo had told me was nothing but a bunch of crap meant to wreck havoc on my psychology. A lie. A trick. An evil prank from an evil prankster.

		But another part wasn't so sure.

		"How long does it last?"

		He shrugged.

		Wishing that this really was a nightmare I could wake up from, I said, "The effects don't last forever though, right?"

		After a while Mambo broke a tense silence with the deep boom of his voice.

		"Back in Africa, when one tribe conquered another tribe, they would give the conquered men and women something called the Nigerian Nightmare Root," he explained. "Or just Nightmare Root."

		"Nightmare Root," I repeated softly, not liking the sound of that at all.

		He took a moment to enjoy my growing apprehension before continuing. "The warriors found that it made the conquered men more docile, less likely to cause trouble, and less likely to procreate with their women. Curiously enough, the same root caused women to become more sexual, more likely to seek the attention of men. The root acted as a fertility drug. Soon the conquered men’s' wives and sisters would often seek the sexual attention of the same warriors who'd just conquered them. This, apparently, allowed the two tribes to rearrange bonds successfully, so that after a single generation, they were one, formidable, inseparable tribe which offered its people a greater chance at safety and resources."

		"That sounds really fucked up," I said. "So why do they call it the Nightmare Root anyway?"

		"Legend has it that before battle, warriors would have nightmares of losing and being forced to consume the root just to survive."

		Disgusted, I shook my head at the not very attractive black man now. "When does it wear off?"

		"Wear off?"

		"Yes, how much of that shit did you give me?"

		"Judging from your reaction," he said with a big smile on his face, "I'd say I gave you enough. Maybe too much."

		"Okay. When do I change back?"

		Mambo blew out another big ring of smoke into the living room and looked at me with his cold, dark, calculating glare.

		Unable to sustain eye contact with the man, I found myself nervously staring at the carpet.

		No. I wasn't sure exactly how old Mambo was, but I assumed he was around 60 with very dark skin and a goatee that was almost silver. But he was a far cry from being handsome, as his face had brutal strength which often gave him a sadistic or cruel look, his big flat nose prominent between two yellowish eyes that glinted with predatory life. Further marring his appearance was a long scar which ran down the side of his ugly mug from eyebrow to jawline. For a guy his age, however, he was in great shape, big, standing six or eight inches taller than me, and solidly built so that even though he never worked out or exercised his body exuded a natural power and finesse. He normally kept his hair closely cut, or shaved, but whenever it started to grow out slightly you could tell it was the same color of his goatee.

		How a guy like Mambo came to live with me and my wife was another story.

		When my wife and I decided that we couldn't afford our luxury condominium, we were forced to start looking for alternative forms of income. At the time, renting out our spare bedroom seemed like the best idea.

		The area we lived in was so expensive that we knew we could get a really high price; so we posted ads on several online websites. After a dozen interviews, we eventually chose Kimberly, a recent college graduate, who'd just moved to the big city to start her professional life. But when Kimberly decided to move back home, she surprised us by subleasing her room, which turned out to be her legal right. Shocked, my wife and I came home to find Mambo sitting on our couch, watching our TV, and acting annoyed when we began asking our questions.

		"When do I change back?" I asked him again.

		For the second time he ignored the question. "How do you feel?"

		I felt upset, I felt scared, I felt like calling the cops. But for some reason I found myself stammering like a bimbo, "I feeee, I feee, I feel like, you know, besides the whole shrinking thing down there, I feel not too bad."

		"Good," he said, waving his cigar around as he spoke. "The root should help you feel calmer. Especially when you're around more dominant males. I think you'll start craving that more and more. Don't worry, it won't make you gay, but the root will open you up to the pleasures of being a subservient male. I believe the popular term these days is Beta Male."

		"I'm not a fucking beta male!" I snapped.

		"Of course you're not," he said with a meaningful grin. "Now why don't you scoot over to the kitchen and fetch me a cold beer!"

		"Are you serious?"

		"Hurry!"

		Feeling like I needed to prove myself, I glared back at him, resting my hands on my hips. "Okay, but just because I get you a goddamn beer doesn't mean that I'm a fucking beta male!"

		"Hurry," he barked.

		When I came back a few short seconds later I handed him the beer, which was already open, but he shook his melon-sized head, and said, "By the way, you know that I was kidding about giving you that root? Hey man, you know I didn't put anything in your food, or your wife's food?"

		I was still holding the beer for him to take. Laughing nervously I said, "Yeah, I know that. I'm not a total idiot. Nigerian Nightmare Root? Please. That's hilarious though. I can't believe you came up with that."

		We both had a good chuckle together.

		Then he smiled a big happy smile, which made me feel better, less anxious already. Mambo said, "You sure you're not a beta male?"

		"Fuck no, I'm not!"

		"My arms are tired," he said, "feed me some of that beer, but do it slowly, gently, until I tell you to stop."

		I tilted the bottle up to his mouth. Mambo had some of the thickest, most purplish lips I'd ever seen on a person. They almost made him look like a badly drawn caricature. Now, making sure not to hit his teeth, I angled the bottle until he gestured for me to stop.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		"What's wrong with it?" asked Brittany, squinting her beautiful blue eyes up at me.

		"Nothing's wrong with it," I said, kneeling between my wife's legs. I glanced over to the side and saw her fancy work clothes scattered on the floor of our spacious bedroom. Then I looked back at her.

		Normally the sight of Brittany laying on her back, her long blonde hair fanned out on the pillows, her smooth tan-skinned legs spread wide and invitingly, was enough to send me over the moon. We'd been married for a while and sometimes I still couldn't get over how hot my wife was. The fact that she had a Master's degree from Tulane and wasn't just some hot piece of ass was even better. In some ways, I had everything a man needed. In fact, the only thing that really seemed to be missing was my ability to maintain an erection.

		She narrowed her pretty eyes as she assessed my small wrinkled nub which I was trying to stroke carefully between my thumb and forefinger. "Dear, your thingy looks... looks..."

		Not feeling like her verbal assessment was helping me out, I grew more and more impatient. "It looks what, Brittany?"

		"You know, not big."

		"Thanks, great, that's what every man wants to hear from his wife!"

		She stifled a giggle, obviously amused by my deepening mortification. "You know I'm not great at lying. And anyway, I just meant that normally it looks bigger. Much, much bigger."

		I looked down at the space between my legs, frowning, remembering what Mambo had said about that African root. The one that turns men into willing submissives and their women into sex-starved breeding factories. Inwardly, I cursed Mambo. That guy could really spill some bullshit when he wanted. Nonetheless, I still wasn't sure how to reconcile his "bullshit" with the undeniable change in both the size of my genitalia and my sex drive.

		Indeed the only reason I agreed to fool around with Brittany right now in the first place was because she was so adamant, more so than usual, hurriedly stripping her own clothes off while informing me that all day in the office she'd felt like some horny feline ready to back her engorged bottom up to the first tom cat.

		It was quite an image. When did my wife start talking like that?

		"Well I'm sure it's just temporary," she said, sighing a disappointed breath. Then she pushed herself up onto her butt, crossing her legs, so that we were both naked and sitting Indian-style next to each other. She looked me in the eyes and asked, "Have you been feeling a lot of stress?"

		"Sure, but no more than usual," I said, still trying to manually arouse myself.

		There was a brief pause.

		"Did you talk to Mambo yet?" she asked me. "I'm only asking because I want to know when to start buying paint and supplies since I want to convert that spare bedroom into an office for us."

		"FUCK! I totally forgot about that, the whole thing slipped my mind completely," I said, just now recalling that Brittany and I had agreed to ask Mambo to leave the condominium, citing his frequent cigar smoking as cause to terminate our initial tenant's lease.

		"Do you want me to talk to him?" she asked impatiently.

		I could tell that she was just saying that because I knew that there was no way Brittany would ever get up the nerve to have such a difficult conversation with Mambo, who she felt uncomfortable with.

		Yes. Time and time again she'd told me how she couldn't even be in the room with him unless there were other people there. And even then she couldn't shake the feeling that Mambo was always staring at her tits and ass. She hated the way he would suggestively lick his lips every time she got up to go to the kitchen or wherever. When I had pointed out that some of her "house outfits" were perhaps a little revealing, if not a bit slutty, she only got angry at me and told me that she liked to be comfortable in her own goddamn house.

		"Can I ask you a question?" said Brittany, snapping me out of my reverie.

		I nodded, hoping that this would lead to something which didn't require me to get hard since I was obviously having such a difficult time at the moment.

		Then my wife said, "Are you, like, intimidated by Mambo?"

		"What? No way," I blurted out, shaking my head, and more than anything, overselling the whole thing. Her question felt like a slap in the face. And my first instinct was to protect my sense of masculinity.

		But Brittany wasn't fooled. She could read me like a book.

		She cocked her head to one side, and gave me a look that was part incredulousness and part mocking smile. "Honey, you don't have to lie to me. Mambo is an intimidating guy. I've never really met anyone like him. He does have this aura about him which is hard to explain. And I see how you act differently when you're around him. I guess neither of us has much experience dealing with black guys and something tells me that Mambo isn't your typical black guy anyway."

		Now it was my turn to look incredulous.

		I couldn't believe my ears. I had never heard my wife talk in such a fashion about our unruly tenet. "Yeah, but we still want him out, right? Don't you want our house back?"

		She paused to consider this. "Well, it’s not that I don't want him to leave. I think he's a total jerk!"

		That seemed weird.

		She continued. "And like I said, having an office for us would be cool. But maybe... maybe... the better plan is to just wait."

		I gulped, studying her model-pretty face for any clues as to what was really going on in her mind right now. "Wait? So you don't want me to kick him out?"

		A most curious smile flickered across her eyes and lips, but I couldn't help to feel anything other than a tremendous amount of relief, as if a great burden had been lifted from my husbandly shoulders.

		Then Brittany slid back down onto the bed, spread her legs and pointed in the direction she wanted my face to go. There was a certain hardness and severity in her expression which I had never noticed before. And soon I found myself unable to refuse what was essentially an order to perform cunnilingus on her. Especially because I had failed to please her with my sex, which was still just a small nub of pink flesh.

		As I started to slowly lick her between the legs, starting down at her anus and then flicking my useful tongue upwards to her heavenly-scented lips, she clamped her thighs on my ears so that I could barely hear her muffled words, "Because Mambo's lease is only another three months. Then that big black brute will be out of our hair for good. I mean, honestly, what's the worst that could happen in three months?"

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Over the next several weeks things for me started to go downhill.

		Not that I didn't put up a fight.

		Frantically, I made appointments with some of the best (and most expensive!) doctors in the state —and none of them could explain what was going on. They were as baffled as I was. The most typical response was that as men aged it was not uncommon for their hormone profiles to change, sometimes considerably. However, this seemed like a weak explanation considering 1.) I wasn't that old and 2.) how drastically the physical changes in my body started to manifest.

		It was bad. I got really scared when I woke one morning and discovered that all of my body hair had fallen out. I know that most men my age are far more concerned about losing the hair on their scalp. But there was something really disconcerting about running my hands across my chest and legs, whose stubble had been replaced by soft, smooth skin which could almost be described as creamy. Ironically, the hair on my head had actually never looked fuller with lots of healthy bounce and shine. It also grew at an alarming rate, requiring me to get a trim every few days.

		Nor could the well-paid doctors explain how all my muscles seemed to atrophy over night. While I was never a bodybuilder, I had always maintained a decent amount of muscle mass in my arms, shoulders, and chest. In almost no time that went away by about half. Embarrassed, I found myself wearing the baggiest shirts I could find so that nobody would notice how narrow my shoulders were or how thin and feminine my arms looked.

		Trying to find the bright side, Brittany pointed out that at least my tummy had never been flatter. Which was true. Sadly enough.

		In fact my waistline had shrunk so quickly that I was forced to go look for some new pants and shorts. Finding a size that fit me was near impossible. I must have checked out every store in the mall. Standing in front of the dressing room mirror, I was shocked by how much softer and rounder my face had become, making me look more and more like a lesbian almost. And I was shocked by how tiny my waist had become —which actually gave the impression that my hips were slightly more flared.

		At least I hoped that it was just an impression and nothing else.

		When I still couldn't find anything that fit, the sales woman at the department store recommended this brand of clothes that was designed for "slightly bigger females." She showed me a few styles which she thought I might like since they weren't overly feminine. And as it turns out, the clothes fit me perfectly and I found myself walking out of the mall, tired, hungry, but more relieved than anything because at least now I had some jeans and shorts that wouldn't fall off my butt when I walked.

		When I got home I was surprised to find Brittany and Mambo hanging out in the living room together. It was the first time I'd ever seen her look so calm and comfortable with him. Dropping my shopping bags on the floor, I narrowed my eyes. She was looking very comfortable. Maybe too much.

		Brittany was wearing her pair of pink lace-trimmed PJ shorts, which were not that bigger than some of her boy shorts, or panties, and a white tank with no bra on underneath. Her long golden hair was tied in a long braid which went down her narrow back. Next to her, big Mambo sat, holding an unlit cigar and wearing only that brown bathrobe he'd recently started wearing around the house.

		"What are you watching?" I said after neither one appeared to notice my arrival.

		With her eyes still glued to the TV set, Brittany said, "It's this documentary about Africa. It's actually not that bad. It's about all these traditions and rituals different groups have. Fascinating."

		For some reason this situation was starting to annoy me so I reminded Brittany that by watching the Africa documentary she was missing out on one of her favorite TV shows, a comedy-musical which she'd been addicted to since we started dating.

		"Naw, I'd rather watch this instead," said Brittany, shocking me into a silence which lasted twenty or thirty seconds.

		"Are you sure?" I said, hoping to pull her away so we could watch the comedy-musical in our bedroom, alone.

		"I'm sure," she said.

		"Brittany?"

		That's when Mambo's big head jerked over in my direction, his dark eyes full of righteous indignation. He pointed the unlit cigar at me and spoke in the tone of a harassed adult dealing with some bratty kids. "She said no already, just leave her alone so we can enjoy this show. Or if you want, you are free to join us. As long as you don't sit there and run your mouth the whole time."

		Dejected, I went back into our bedroom, still amazed by how Mambo had just talked to me in front of my wife. Also, I was irritated by Brittany's decision to just sit there. It felt like a minor betrayal. Then my irritation turned into something like anger. So that after a full hour went by, and Brittany opened the bedroom door with a big smile on her face, I snapped at her and said something sarcastic which was supposed to hurt her feelings.

		"Wow, someone's got their little panties in a bunch tonight," she said.

		"I don't have my panties in a bunch," I told her, rolling my eyes theatrically.

		"Well. Think about it. You're acting differently though," she said calmly. "Maybe it's time you take a chill pill?"

		Right away I could see she was right. It was weird to hear Brittany being the voice of reason in our relationship since I was the one who was always telling her to be calm and not overreact. So I apologized to her, hating how emotionally-driven my decisions had become recently. In the past it took a lot to ruffle my feathers. But these days it seemed like my feathers were ruffled by the gentlest breeze.

		As I searched for my cell phone charger, Brittany decided to take a gander at my purchases.

		Suddenly her eyes went wide when she recognized the labels on my new outfits. "Honey, do you know what you bought?"

		I nodded slowly and a little sadly.

		"These are clothes for women. I literally have some dresses from the same designer, so I know. They don't even make clothes for men!"

		"I know that, Brittany, wow, I'm not an idiot."

		She raised an inquisitive eyebrow, picked up a pair of my khaki shorts whose inseam wasn't quite as long as I normally would have preferred. "Daisy Dukes?"

		"Look, I tried on a million outfits, but this was all I could find that actually fit. This stuff fits. End of story. It's not like I'm wearing skirts and dresses. It's not like I'm wearing lady's underwear."

		She dropped the shorts and stared at me for a couple of seconds. "I think I'd like to see that actually."

		I laughed off her stupid suggestion. "In your dreams, Brittany."

		She shrugged her shoulders and insisted that I try on my new outfits for her so she could see if they actually did fit my body. Brittany always loved a good fashion show. So I agreed —reluctantly however because I was still quite self-conscious about how my body looked now that I'd lost so much muscle and body hair.

		"You know what's funny?" Brittany said, sitting down in a chair with a Cosmo in her lap.

		I'd just stripped down naked and unconsciously covered my tiny package. "What's that?"

		"I just realized that around the same time you started to have these changes... that was the same time that my libido started to get out of control."

		An uneasy laugh escaped my lips and my mind went back to that day when Mambo told me about that African root, the Nigerian something. Shaking off the ridiculousness of this being a reality, I said to Brittany, "Maybe you're just attracted to pretty boys?"

		"Not really," she said right away, flipping through her magazine so that she couldn't see the hurt expression on my face as I brushed my hair back and began to slide a pair of skinny jeans up my long, smooth, hairless lithe legs.

		After trying on a few outfits, Brittany complimented me on my choice in fashion, telling me that I'd never shown such good taste. Yes the clothes were meant for women, originally, but on my body they seemed to fit quite nicely without making me look like a freakish cross dresser. If anything, the clothes were more unisex. I was happy that she was happy since it felt really good to get her approval.

		"Maybe next time I go shopping," I said, "you can come along. I was surprised by how much fun I had trying on clothes."

		"Yeah, especially since we shop at some of the same stores now. That would be cool."

		"Brittany, you're not going to tell anyone where I'm buying clothes at these days?"

		"No, of course not. I would be as embarrassed as you."

		"I highly doubt that."

		Then she started batting her eyelashes at me, meaning that she was going to ask me for a favor. And by how much work she was putting in her pouting, I could tell that it was going to be a big favor.

		"You know that thing I mentioned earlier?" she said, still sitting down in the chair. "Can we try it?"

		"What thing?" I said, not liking where this was going, not liking it one bit.

		That's when Brittany got up, walked across the room, and opened her top drawer which was crammed with lots of lacey things which cost a fortune but barely covered up any skin. After a moment of consideration, she extracted a pair of red French-cut panties which I'd actually purchased for her a year ago for Valentine's Day. Now she was holding up these same panties in my direction, begging me to try them on.

		"Nu-huh, no way! You got the wrong guy."

		She redoubled her pouting efforts. "I just want to see what they look like on you. Now that your body is all smooth and soft, and now that you know, you got that sexy flat tummy, I think you'd look super-cute in these."

		"Never going to happen," I told her, and meaning every word of it.

		Clearly she could see the resolve in my face because just like that she tossed the sexy red panties back into her drawer and closed it. I relaxed somewhat, thinking that at least I had drawn some boundaries which Brittany was forced to accept. But before I had time to do much internal celebration, she was already handing me something else to try on.

		"Come on," she pleaded. "These aren't panties. Stop being a baby. They're just shorts."

		"Yeah, they're the exact same shorts you're wearing now. Jesus! They're identical," I said looking at the lace-trimmed PJ shorts which really showed off her legs. "Why do you want me to try on your clothes so badly? This is weird."

		She gave a sharp, bark of a laugh. "Weird? You literally just went into the store and bought clothes for women. Jesus, just because you're turning into a woman doesn't mean you have to think like a dumb blonde."

		I was shocked.

		Is that what Brittany really thought?

		That I was turning into a woman?

		Didn't she know that this was temporary? Didn't she know that I had plans to get back in the gym, start eating lots of beef, and maybe get a prescription for testosterone? She was fucking crazy if she thought I had any intensions of staying like this, my body now awkwardly lingering in some kind of limbo between male and female, making me everything and nothing at the same time.

		Through gritted teeth, I said, "That was because I had to. And this is different. Your shorts are OBVIOUSLY meant for women. They have lace, they are very short, they are mostly pink. I would look ridiculous in them."

		She crossed her arms over her chest. "Why?"

		"Well, first of all, honey, they are pretty tight in the front, so I would basically be showing off my bulge, right?"

		She laughed at that, then stopped as soon as she realized how unkind her reaction was. "You can just tuck it, right? I mean, no offense dear, but it's not like you have much to tuck these days."

		"Brittany!" I said, my rage starting to boil.

		But she met my stare, and glared right back at me with such intensity as I've never seen before. Her arms were still defiantly crossed. And I could see subtle movements of her jaw as she gritted her teeth. "What? Why are you being such a goddamn drama queen?"

		"Fine," I said, expelling a huge breath to let her know how exhausted I felt from all this back-and-forth. "Give me the goddamn shorts!"

		A moment later I had stripped again, and was standing next to Brittany who pulled me over in front of a big floor-to-ceiling dressing mirror. We were wearing the same outfit now. Both of us were rocking the cute PJ shorts and white tank top. I was still annoyed by Brittany's insistent (not to say insensitive) behavior but the more I gazed at our reflection, the more I came to see how "not bad" we looked.

		"Actually, these shorts are pretty comfy. So silky. I mean, I would never want someone to see me wearing these, of course. But they do fit pretty well."

		"See? When are you going to figure out that I'm always right?" said my wife.

		"Yeah, you keep telling me that," I said, hooking my thumbs under the waistband and tugging the shorts down a couple of inches.

		Then Brittany stopped me, putting her hand on my wrist. "What are you doing?"

		"Taking them off so I can change back into my clothes."

		"The hell you are!" She let go of my wrist and started to tug the small silky PJ shorts back over my derriere. "Leave them on, I'd rather be sleeping next to someone wearing comfy silk than those god-awful scratchy boxers you love. Besides, you said yourself that you like the way they feel."

		"Alright, but this is a one-night thing. Got it?"

		"Sure hubby." Then she wiggled her ass some, before slamming the side of her curvy hips into my hips, generating enough force to power-bump me so hard that I stumbled for a second before regaining my balance.

		I stared at my wife, confused, and a little upset.

		"Looks like I still got you beat in the ass department," Brittany gloated.

		"I would hope so," I said without much conviction, grabbing a big fluffy towel because suddenly I was really in the mood for a long and luxurious bath.

		Later that night, after I was clean and my skin was soft and smelling nicely of scented soaps and lotions, when we were both snuggling under the blankets, I felt Brittany turn on her side so that her rump was to me. Then she started to slowly press her ass and thighs against my crotch, which had always been my wife's indication that she wanted to fool around. At first I pretended that I'd already fallen asleep since I wasn't exactly in the mood for some late night tomfoolery. But my wife's actions were persistent and I could tell that she knew I was wide awake.

		With her ass pressed against my crotch, she looked over her shoulder and smiled at me. "Hey there."

		"Brittany, it's late. I'm tired."

		"Do you remember the last time we had sex?" she asked. "Because I don't."

		"Dear," I said, "it's not that I don't want to have sex with you. It's just that right now..."

		"Listen, just because you're a little smaller than normal, that's okay. We'll make do. I'm sure everything will get back on track pretty soon."

		Not appreciating her referring to my size, especially in that fashion, I started to protest, which is when Brittany turned around and began kissing me, shutting me up as she slid her hot tongue deep into my mouth. Automatically our hands started to caress one another just like we'd done thousands of times before. I started to feel up her body, her little waist, her round buttocks, then working my way up her ribcage, and her full bouncy breasts.

		"Mmmm," she cooed, "I missed this. I miss us."

		"Me too," I said feeling my dick strain against my silky shorts. "You feel so good, baby."

		With me laying flat on my back, she moved on top, smiling her big smile as she looked down at me. Then she kissed me again and then moved her lips to my earlobe, nibbling on the sensitive skin, before working her lips down the side of my neck. Her hands went under my tight tank top, then started to massage the tiny bulge in the front of my shorts. I was getting turned on. We both were.

		"You're so sexy," I said, stroking her face as she continued to grind her pelvis onto me through a small barrier of pink silk.

		"You too, dear," Brittany said. "You smell so good. You've never smelled this good."

		Holding her by the waist, I said, “I used your shampoo and stuff for my hair. You're just smelling yourself. You're such a narcissist, Brittany."

		"Maybe I am. Can you get behind me and fuck me now?"

		The invitation sent electrical jolts through my body. I'd always loved taking Brittany from the back. I loved how animalistic it was, how helpless she looked in that position. I loved pinning her arms behind her and ramming it there hard and unforgiving. But as we repositioned ourselves on the bed, and I tugged down her shorts first, then tugged down my matching shorts I experienced the strangest sense of indifference.

		It didn't help that my lack of size made it difficult to even get inside her. I kept spreading her butt cheeks as wide as possible, shifting my hips so that I could get the best possible angle for penetration. Brittany moaned when she first felt my tiny helmet brush against her moist outer lips. But then there was a long and tense silence as I struggled to maintain enough hardness to keep going. It was very daunting. And just when I managed to get a few decent strokes inside her small oily slit, Brittany moved her haunches so that I slipped out of her canal again, causing me to feel annoyed and humiliated at the same time.

		Brittany wouldn't let me quit though. And at one point I glanced over and saw our reflection in the mirror above some dresser drawers. It didn't look good. Instead we looked like a couple of lesbians who were trying to use the world's smallest strap-on.

		"Alright, clearly this isn't working," said my wife sitting up on the bed now. "What if we try something else? Think you can handle some 69?"

		I nodded my head, knowing that there was almost no way I could mess this up.

		"But this time I better be on bottom," she said. "I don't want to crush you since you're so delicate."

		At the time it felt like an insult, but I was too busy straddling her face and then lowering my genitals down. She took my stiffy into her mouth and, while spreading my butt cheeks apart, started sucking on my penis like a baby carrot. It wasn't the hottest sex we'd ever had. But after about 20 minutes of giving each other oral pleasure like that both husband and wife managed to get off.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		A few days later I woke up in the middle of the night with a gentle throbbing headache. I glanced at the clock beside the bed and saw it was just past midnight. Brittany was nowhere to be found.

		Figuring that she was in the bathroom, I decided it might be a good idea to go out to the kitchen and take a couple of aspirin so I could get back to sleep.

		I was standing next to the sink when I heard the sounds of laughter coming from Mambo's room.

		Walking on my tippy-toes, going down our hallway, I approached Mambo's bedroom. Placing my ear against the door I could hear voices. Brittany was inside, with him. Brittany and Mambo? My heart skipped a beat and my stomach turned over, making me feel like I was almost going to vomit. It sounded like they were having a good time. Every few seconds I could hear the deep rumble of Mambo's voice, followed by Brittany's fluttering high-pitched laugh. This went on for several minutes and then the room got very quiet, causing my heart to sink as I strained my ear for any sounds.

		They were talking, but very softly now, and a few times it sounded like I could almost hear the small smacking sounds of lips kissing. I wasn't sure what to believe. A few months ago the idea that Brittany would ever let a guy like Mambo kiss her would have been absurd. Utterly impossible. But a few months ago she also wouldn't have found her way into his bedroom at midnight. Considering how much else had changed, especially with me, I had to at least consider the possibility that something truly horrific was going on in the bedroom.

		Then the room got very quiet again and I heard Brittany's voice very clearly say, "No, I'm sorry, but we can't."

		"Why not?" asked Mambo.

		"Do you really need me to answer that question. I think not. I think you know why not."

		"Let me ask you something," he said, talking loud enough for me to perfectly hear every word. "Hypothetically, if I was to put my hand down the front of your panties, right now, right here, would I find you to be all hot and wet down there? Would I find your juices already flowing because you've been dying for someone to satisfy you the way your body craves? Come on, let's be real. I've seen the way you've been looking at me lately. You can't help yourself. So why fight it? Why not just do what Nature intended us to do and have some fun?"

		There was a very long pause, accompanied by those wet-kissing sounds again.

		By then it was getting harder to hear anything because the blood in my ears was pumping so hard. Fortunately, I was still able to make out Brittany's small female voice when she finally responded to Mambo's indecent proposal. She said, "First of all Mambo, you big jerk, I'm not the only one who's been checking people out. You've been eye-raping me since the day you moved in. You have no class when it comes to stuff like that. You're terrible, really terrible."

		"Yeah, yeah, I'm terrible. But that doesn't erase the fact that you've been flirting and flaunting that body of yours whenever your hubby isn't around."

		"And still, no, I'm sorry, Mambo, but it's not right. I couldn't live with myself. Maybe in a different life, maybe then we could be lovers."

		He chuckled some. "Is it because I'm black?"

		"Fuck no," said my wife, in a way that carried a lot of uncomfortable meaning.

		"Ah, so you like black guys?" he said.

		There was a short pause.

		Then my wife said, "Not at first, not when I was growing up. To be honest. I'm just telling you the truth now. But lately, I dunno, I seem to have developed a taste for...."

		"You know why that is Brittany?"

		"Why?"

		"Because you're not a little girl anymore. You're a full-grown woman. It's time to have some kids. So that space between your legs is calling the shots. So is that empty place in your tummy. It needs seed. Rich, potent seed to make you a real woman."

		"Okay, sorry, sorry, I'm really sorry," she said, sounding very flustered and nervous, "but I have to go now. I'm sorry. Let's just sort of pretend we never had this conversation."

		Darting away from the bedroom, I could hear Mambo still chuckling to himself as Brittany scampered away, right behind me, but stopping in the kitchen for a glass of water before returning to our bedroom where I lay there, heart beating violently, trying to pretend I was in the early stages of very troubled sleep.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		The next day I decided to sign up at this big fitness center which was halfway between my work and my home. The doctors had told me that getting some exercise, especially some high-intensity resistance exercise, would probably do wonders for my hormone profile. I hoped they were right. My self-confidence had never been lower, my libido was nonexistent, and guys on the street were starting to look at me in ways that I'd never been looked at before.

		Like this guy Chase did on my first day in the gym.

		"Excuse me, miss, but I believe you have the wrong locker room."

		Anxious about working out again, I was sitting on one of those wooden benches in the locker room when I looked up and saw this guy who could have been a male model. He was around my age, maybe a few years older, athletic, well-dressed, with All-American good looks which probably were deadly to the heart of a female. As for me, on the other hand, I was just wondering who the hell he was talking to.

		After I looked around the locker room, saw that it was just me and him, it suddenly occurred to me that I was being referred to as "miss."

		This flustered me, quite a lot.

		"Look," I said, "I know that I need to get a haircut, but come on, man!"

		Then we both had a good laugh about the mix-up and I could tell that Chase was a pretty good guy.

		"Well, you better hurry up," Chase said, tossing his gym bag into one of the lockers. "The next spinning class starts in a few minutes. Probably don't want to be late on your first day."

		At first I couldn't tell if he was being serious or fucking with me, but if there was any irony in his statement his expression didn't show it.

		"Please," I said, offended by his assessment of my fitness goals, "I'm not here for any fucking spinning or yoga classes. I'm here to lift weights, bro. Serious weights."

		Hearing this gave Chase a big smile which bordered on condescending. "How much do you weigh?" he asked me.

		"I donno, about 140, maybe less," I answered. "But I just recently lost a bunch of weight. That's why I'm trying to put back on some muscle."

		There was a pause in our conversation as I started to undress for the workout. As quickly as I could, I stripped down to my briefs, which were white, cotton, and cut bikini-style because I liked how they fit and felt on my soft thighs. As I turned around, I could feel Chase's gaze slide up my legs which almost showed no sign of muscle at all, to my bulge, then up to my flat, tummy which had no muscle and no fat. It was weird to be assessed like that by another man, but I figured he just wanted to see if I was going to be competition for some of the women around here.

		Then I reached for my nylon exercise shorts, which actually belonged to Brittany, because I was running late that morning and I grabbed the first thing that would do the trick.

		"Cute," said Chase once I had my outfit on. "I actually know a bunch of femboys already. My ex-girlfriend's brother was a femboy. I think he had a huge crush on me."

		"Femboy?" I asked, frowning as I sat back down on the wooden bench.

		"Femboys," he started to explain. "Younger guys, you know, who like to dress like girls and have feminine mannerisms."

		Crossing my pretty legs, I said, "What? That's not me! I'm not a fucking femboy!"

		He held up both hands in the air. "It's cool man. I don't judge. People are free to be and date whoever they want."

		"Dude, I'm not gay," I told him, aware of how strange this conversation had become and I hadn't even got my first workout yet.

		"Being a femboy doesn't mean you're necessarily gay," he said. "It just means you like to look... cute and sexy."

		"Please, dude, you don't even know me. I happen to be married. I have a wife. She's really hot. Now if you'll excuse me, bro, I have some fucking heavy weights to lift."

		This proved to be a slight exaggeration of my powers since I soon found myself struggling to bench press more than 100 pounds. I wasn't just incredibly weak, but it seemed like all my coordination was gone, causing my thin arms to shake and tremble as I tried to re-rack the modest amount of weight. At one point, I panicked because the weight started to fall back down on my chest, and I knew that I was about to be pinned under a bar of weights I couldn't lift. That meant I would have to start yelling out for help, like some damsel in distress.

		I suppose it was just good luck then when Chase appeared, standing over my head, amused, looking down at me with his pearly white teeth. "Need some help?"

		"Yes please," I muttered, staring up at his crotch, face flushed, as he pulled the bar off of me without much effort.

		After that we became gym buddies. Besides being very knowledgeable about fitness, Chase was always willing to give me a hand around the free weights. As soon as he saw me stroll into the gym he'd drop what he was doing, and immediately follow me into the locker room —and while I changed into one of my exercise outfits my gym buddy would sit there and discuss what kind of exercises he thought I should be doing today.

		Since I wanted to put on some bulk as quickly as possible, we mostly focused on legs and back muscles, meaning that he always had me doing lots of high-rep squats and these exercises where you keep your legs straight and bend at the waist a bunch of times. Then we'd hit the abdominal muscles to keep my tummy tight, maybe some high-rep arm sets, and finish the day with either thigh squeezes or exercises to shape my calves.

		Not long after Chase told me how a bunch of people from the gym were getting together for a few drinks that night. I told him that I'd come as long as I could bring my wife.

		"Sure, your wife, that would be really great," said Chase swapping phone numbers with me in the locker room. "From what you've said about her, I'm really looking forward to meeting her."

		"She's amazing," I told Chase, standing in front of the mirror, turning side to side. "I think I need to stop doing all those squats and stuff. Maybe work on more upper body exercises."

		"Why in the hell would you do that?"

		"Because my arms still suck and my butt seems to keep getting bigger and bigger."

		He used the moment to appraise my nearly nude body. "Trust me, whatever you're doing, it's working."

		I turned back to him in time to catch a weird look in his eye that made me feel uncomfortable. "Anyway, so how many people will be there tonight?"

		"Lots of people. It's going to be a blast. I can assure you that you won't forget it soon."

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		Later that night, as we walked into the dance club, our arms linked together, me and Brittany were still laughing because the bouncers here were so stupid they didn't charge me cover on account of it being Ladies' Night. I suppose I should have been more upset and offended. But after getting mistaken for a female so many times it was nice to finally have gotten something out of it. Also, me and Brittany had already had a few cocktails before leaving the house.

		She looked great too. That night Brittany had chosen a shimmering black, low cut sleeveless dress, the plunging neckline emphasizing her cleavage and leaving little to the imagination. Her fantastic breasts were clearly aroused and visible under the small triangles of fabric the dress afforded her. Her black and white hooped hold-ups ended just above her knees, leaving plenty of firm thigh flesh on display before the hem of her dress covered at least some of her modesty. Her heeled ankle boots in shiny black leather were adding at least 4 inches to her height, thus making her a bit taller than me.

		The club was already packed and very loud. Many of the people swaying on the dance floor appeared to be in varying stages of intoxication.

		"So where are they at, your friends?" Brittany asked as we navigated our way through the crowd.

		"I don't know. They should be here already. I figured we'd show up fashionably late."

		"You would, you prima donna," said Brittany, squeezing my arm as she tossed her head back and laughed.

		As soon as I saw Chase I realized that something was wrong.

		He was wearing slacks, a nice shirt, and his hair was looking far more styled than what I was accustomed to seeing. But instead of there being a big group of people, as he'd promised, it was only him and this other guy. They were sitting across from each other in a big booth and when Chase spotted me he instantly jumped up and started waving us over.

		A moment later I found myself sitting next to Chase while Brittany was on the other side of the table, sitting next to Chase's friend, a tall, dark, Italian-looking guy named Anthony. After introductions were made, Chase slid a couple of Long Island Iced Teas towards me and Brittany, and said, "Wow, you two are looking really great tonight. I hope you don't mind, but I went ahead and got you some drinks."

		Brittany and I exchanged funny looks, and then I looked at Chase and said, "Sure buddy, but I'll get the next round, okay?"

		"Don't worry about that," said Chase with a sly wink. "I'm just glad you could make it."

		"Yeah," I said, "I thought there were supposed to be a bunch of people meeting us?"

		"Nope, just the four of us tonight," said Anthony, stretching his arm behind Brittany's shoulder. The music was so loud that it was hard to hear what he said next, but it almost sounded like, "And I know who I'm going home with."

		"What?" I said, looking at Tony.

		Brittany smiled shyly, took a sip of her drink. When I'd told her about going out tonight she almost wet herself. It had been so long since we'd gone out and done something social and she said that she needed to let off some steam instead of just hiding out in our bedroom. She was still looking at Anthony's handsome olive-skinned face when she giggled and said, "Wow, this drink is really strong."

		"You can handle it," said Anthony. "I bet you can handle a lot of things."

		She giggled again.

		I was about to interject something when I suddenly felt a great pressure squeeze my shoulder. It didn't feel bad. It was just enough pressure to relieve some of the tension I'd been feeling for a while. I looked over and saw Chase smiling as he massaged me.

		"Damn, you're getting pretty jacked these days," he said. "Look at all that muscle."

		Smiling back, feeling a little tipsy now, I couldn't tell if he was teasing me since my upper body had barely changed since I'd started working out.

		A little while later I excused myself from the group, my legs a little wobbly as I stood up and stumbled towards the bathrooms at the back of the club. Most of the urinals were being used already so I ducked into one of the graffiti-covered stalls. No sooner had I pulled out my manhood and started to let go a powerful, unstoppable stream than the door to my stall busted open and Chase stood there with a big grin on his handsome face. Much to my chagrin, he started to unzip his pants and piss into the same bowel as me.

		"Sorry," he said as our streams crossed one another, "but I couldn't hold it any longer. It was either this or piss in the fucking sink. Damn this place is packed tonight."

		"Sure," I said, embarrassed by the sudden shared intimacy of our actions.

		After a few quick seconds, we both were still pissing and Chase looked down at my package and said, "Let me ask you something. Have you ever thought about taking hormones?"

		"Actually, yeah," I said, surprised.

		"You should. You totally should. Not that what you have now isn't bad. But I think with some hormones you'd look even better."

		"You think so?" I asked, really starting to feel that alcohol buzz in my head now.

		"I know so," he said. "That and grow your hair out just a little bit more. It doesn't have to be as long as Brittany's. By the way, she's fucking hot!"

		"Ha, thanks. I'm fond of her myself."

		After we finished, we zipped up, made our way to the sinks in the bathroom. As I washed my hands I said, "Hey, who knows, if I start taking those hormones, I might just start lifting as much as you!"

		Our eyes met in the bathroom mirror.

		Then Chase looked at me curiously, cocking his head to one side as if he was trying to solve a difficult math problem. "How would taking estrogen make you lift more weight? It doesn't make sense."

		Coming out of the bathroom together, I felt Chase slide his hand down to the small of my back, and hold it there, his fingertips pressing against my spine, until I wiggled forward, not sure why he thought it necessary to guide me through the crowd.

		Back at our booth, Brittany was still sitting next to Anthony who looked up, saw us, and raised his voice over the music enough to say, "Wow, you two sure were gone for a while. For a second I thought you might have gone to a hotel!"

		I exchanged a bewildered look with my wife as Chase and Anthony bumped fists and laughed at a joke which I was too tipsy to appreciate.

		Not loving the way Anthony still had his arm around my wife, I asked Brittany, "Do you want to dance?"

		"Sure."

		"Before you go, you two better finish your drinks," said Chase. Then when he saw my hesitation, quickly added, "It's not wise to leave drinks unattended in a place like this. You never know what kind of sketchy people are lurking."

		At the time, this made enough sense for Brittany and I to stand there and guzzle down the rest of our drinks. Then, on our way to the dance floor, we made an impulsive decision to stop at the bar for a quick round of shots, which was actually given to us for free by the bartender. So that by the time we were on the dance floor, moving our bodies to the primal beats that held sway over an entire throng of party goers, neither my wife nor myself were feeling very sober.

		Surrounded by nothing but booming speakers, flashing lights, and the blurred shapes of strangers, we started to lose touch with reality. Brittany ran her hands through my hair and down my body. She kissed me on the ear, the throat, and the mouth. When we kissed I could taste the sweet liquor all over her breath, smell her expensive perfumes and hair products. At one point she turned around, her haunches moving to the beat of the dance music as she began grinding her buttocks into my groin, causing my penis to become quite hard. I wrapped my hands around her waist, laughing, trying to keep up with her dancing, thinking that this sort of wild abandon was exactly what our relationship needed.

		After another round of shots at the bar, we went back to the dance floor, both of us starting to glisten with the first drops of sweat. Despite the heavy duty AC units around, the club was hot, getting hotter and hotter as more people joined us on the dance floor. The alcohol expanded our capillaries and flushed our faces.

		I had my eyes closed and both of my hands raised over my head when I felt Brittany grab me firmly by my waist. I knew that she liked to do this, gender swap on the dance floor, turn the tables so to speak, and dance behind me as if she was the guy and I was the girl. I was too drunk to give a shit. Which is why I was so surprised when I saw Brittany now in front of me, bent over at the waist, while Anthony gyrated his hips in a dance move that looked like an imitation of fucking. I blinked my eyes several times —it still looked like Anthony had Brittany bent over and was fucking her from the back. Booze had slowed my mind considerably. So it took me an extra moment to realize that someone was still holding me by the waist, and that person wasn't Brittany.

		What the fuck?

		Before I had time to respond, I felt a heavy hand on my shoulder, pushing me forward so that I too was now bent at the waist like Brittany. Our faces were just a few inches away from each other now. Fortunately she was too lost in the chaos of the dance floor to see the uncomfortable panic spread across the features of my face. The hands on my hips were so strong that it was hard to wiggle free. I glanced over my shoulder and was shocked, absolutely shocked, when I saw Chase looking down, meeting my eyes as he started to grind his crotch against me until I felt the outline of his manhood start to rub against my backside.

		Not wanting Brittany to see me dancing with another guy, especially not like this, I struggled out of his grip and turned around to face him. "What the fuck, man!"

		"What's up?" he said, now moving his shoulders to the pounding rhythm of the music.

		"You just tried to fuck me on the dance floor!" I said, definitely starting to feel the effects of the alcohol.

		"Fuck you? Are you crazy! I thought you wanted to dance," said Chase, not looking particularly bothered by any of this.

		"Yes, I wanted to dance with my wife."

		Suddenly, as soon as the words left my mouth, I realized that Chase's asshole friend was taking certain liberties with my wife, who undoubtedly was at least as tipsy as I was. I spun around, grabbed her wrist, and immediately started dragging her out of the noisy dance club and towards our car in the parking lot.

		

		

		

		Part Seven

		

	
		Once we got home Brittany and I had a long talk before going inside. Tears were shed. By me. Not by her.

		Sadly, pathetically, I told her how difficult these past few months had been for me, how weird I felt, how emotional I always was now, and how guilty I was for the way that I'd been constantly letting her down as a husband and her best friend. Even tonight was another disaster. What had started off as a really fine evening had turned into a nightmare. It seemed that tragedy followed me around these days.

		For the most part, Brittany had been listening intently to what I'd been saying, holding my hand, drying my tears with the palm of her hand. But suddenly a smile flitted across her beautiful face. And even in the darkness of the car I could tell that she was amused by something.

		"You're kidding, right?" Brittany said. "You really are surprised that those two guys tried to put the moves on us tonight?"

		"Well, yeah, at the gym Chase always seemed to be a cool guy."

		She laughed, this time, out loud. "Trust me, he wasn't trying to be just a friend tonight. He couldn't keep his eyes off you. I thought you realized that. When we showed up, I realized right away that we were their dates."

		"Dates?"

		"The classic set-up. You think you're showing up in a big group and all you find are a couple of guys trying to get in your panties. Bam-O. Welcome to the club, girlfriend."

		I shifted uncomfortably in my car seat. "I had no idea. I thought we were just friends. He knows I'm married."

		"Well maybe you'll get some female intuition later," Brittany smiled, patting me gently on the shoulder. "Did you like him?"

		"NO! NOT AT ALL!"

		"Whoa, I think the lady doth protest too much."

		"What does that mean, Brittany?"

		When she didn't answer I said, "Did you like that Anthony guy?"

		She shrugged and simply said, "I like you. You're my husband. And I would never do anything to hurt you."

		Finding that a less than satisfactory answer, I decided that it would be best to end this conversation and get out of the car and go upstairs.

		The place was dark and quiet as we stumbled in together, both a little drunk still, our bodies sticky with the sweat we'd worked up at the dance club. As I groped for light switches, I was happy to discover our tenant was not parked on the living room couch, his typical location late at night. I was feeling a little tired and worn down from so much drama. And the last thing I wanted to deal with was Mambo.

		"I call potty first!" said my wife, as we entered our bedroom together.

		And she was still in the bathroom when I saw the big dildo sitting on the middle of our bed.

		To say that I was surprised by its presence in our house was an understatement.

		Until recent events, we'd always been a very conventional couple with very little forays into the kinkier side of things. Some people might say we were boring. I occasionally watched some porn (though, admittedly, my interest in porn had dwindled to almost nothing) and Brittany kept a small battery-operated vibrator in the night stand next to our bed.

		Her new dildo was very realistic-looking, designed to have a cockhead on each end. It was flesh-colored, whiteish-pink, and full of engorged veins that led to the reddish helmets. It was big too, as long as the length of my entire forearm, with one big intimidating cockhead on one end and another slightly smaller cockhead on the other. I'd never seen a dildo with two heads before. Still clutching the hefty thing, I supposed that the benefit was that the woman could choose between smaller or bigger tips to insert into her flower.

		When Brittany came out of the bathroom I smiled a wicked smile and shook her new dildo at her. "Looky at what I found! Naughty girl!"

		Brittany's eyes flashed. She'd already changed out of her dance club outfit and into some far more comfortable clothes, a tiny crop top and just her panties. Walking towards me now, she said, "This evening just keeps getting better and better."

		I felt a slight sting of sadness when she grabbed her dildo from my hand, knowing that there was a time when my wife didn't need to resort to sex toys in order to get off. But at the same time I couldn't blame her since my penis was so much smaller, I could barely stay inside her, and even then my libido was at an all-time low.

		Then she kissed me on the lips, sliding her tongue into my mouth as she pressed her body against mine which was almost as soft as hers now. "Want to fool around?"

		"Can I just watch you?" I said, liking the idea of seeing Brittany fuck herself with her new dildo.

		"I got a better idea."

		Then she had me strip naked before she dressed me up in an outfit which looked very similar to her own now. I was starting to get accustomed to wearing more feminine clothes, especially for bed. Running my hand down the silk pouch of my panties, I felt my little nub twitch with excitement.

		I checked my reflection in the mirror.

		One of the good things about my recent physical changes was that I could now wear both male and female clothes without looking too ridiculous in either. I still had my penis, thankfully, but it had dwindled down so small that even when I was fully erect even Brittany's skimpiest panties were sufficient to encase my "manhood" —with the total effect that I now looked like a slim-hipped, soft-skinned, slightly long-legged woman who was trying to smuggle a half-roll of pennies in her underwear.

		"You're cute, stop worrying so much," said Brittany after I'd been staring in the mirror for too long. "Stressing will only give you wrinkles around your pretty face."

		"I'm not worried. I'm not stressed out."

		But a moment later I became worried. Very worried.

		Brittany was putting some lube on both ends of her dildo before telling me to get on the floor with her. I still hadn't figured out what her plan was.

		"Now get on your hands and knees," she told me.

		"What? Why would I do that?"

		"Because, silly, we're going to fuck each other."

		It took me a moment to understand what she meant. Looking at the double-ended dildo, with each cockhead now glistening with fresh lube, it suddenly dawned on me that we'd had very different ideas of what was about to happen.

		"Wait, wait, wait. You're not talking about putting that thing inside me!"

		"Don't be a chicken. You can't back out now."

		"Brittany, I really don't know if I could do this."

		"Why not?"

		"Because it's so weird."

		"Lots of things are weird. Tonight was weird. These past few months have been weird," she said. "Besides it's not like anyone else will ever know about this. What we do in the privacy of our own bedroom stays in our bedroom."

		"So just to be clear, you're talking about us fucking each other, ass to ass? That's what you want? That's what you really want?"

		"Don't kid yourself, girl. That's what you want too."

		I wasn't sure what I wanted, but I knew that I felt confused and aroused as Brittany placed me on all fours before starting to wiggle one of the cockheads into my backdoor. The sensations were strange, and not altogether pleasurable at first. But luckily my wife was no sadist and took her time, coaching me to relax my muscles and breathe deeply until the elasticity of my anus could stretch out and accommodate one side of her dildo. After several minutes she began to gently work the tip in and out, calmly telling me how good I was doing.

		"How does it feel?"

		Closing my eyes and gritting my teeth, I said, "Weird, but not bad. It's better."

		"You have a really cute ass these days. Did you know that?"

		"Thanks. I like yours better though."

		"Do I need to get some more lube for you?"

		"No, it's fine. I can't believe that you're fucking me now though. It wasn't that long ago when I was the one doing the fucking."

		"Times change," she said simply. Then she started to turn on her knees so that her bubble butt was almost pressed against mine. With one end of the dildo still in my ass, she reached back and gently slid the other, bigger, cockhead in between her pussy lips. At first, not wanting to let anything slip out, her movements were gentle and tentative. Then she was on her hands and knees too and our pleasure boxes were now connected by a single, veiny dong.

		Our rears began to collide, at first quite gently, as we began to rock back on our hands and knees, together, moaning at the same time, building up momentum. Of the two, I was much more passive. Not only was I scared about being ripped in two, but also Brittany's bottom was much fuller than mine, her thighs bigger and more muscular, so it seemed she could generate much more power whenever she wanted.

		Soon the room went from dead quiet to being filled with the smacking sound of our soft butts hitting one another as we fucked each other. We began to get into it, my head fuzzy, already forgetting how bizarre it was for a conventional husband and wife to be in this otherwise humiliating position. Losing myself, I began to moan and tremble as Brittany started slamming her ass cheeks harder and harder into me, driving the dildo deeper into my bowels. I could tell that she was really turned on, more so than she'd been in a long time. Our moans got louder, in glorious unison, as our colliding bodies shook with pleasure, and our fists clenched tightly on the floor.

		"Uggh, baby, this feels amazing," I said. "I can't believe you're fucking me like this."

		"I know, I know, and I needed to be fucked so badly too. We both did. It's not even funny," she said resting her hips so that our asses were now lined up perfectly, our cheeks almost touching, separated only by a couple of inches. "Honey, I'm so glad you decided to buy this for us to try out."

		Suddenly my head snapped back and I twisted my neck to look over my shoulder at Brittany. "What did you say?"

		"I said, I'm glad you decided to buy this dildo for us. That's not like you. But it was a good idea, honey!"

		"What? I didn't buy this dildo! I thought you were the one who bought this dildo."

		Her neck twisted just as quickly and our confused stares met for one terrifying second. "I didn't buy it. No, no, no."

		There was a brief pause and then, as if our bodies and brains were connected at the same time, we said the words in unison, "Then who bought the dildo?"

		His laughter filled the whole room and made my blood turn icy cold.

		"Well, well, well," said Mambo, staring down at us with sickly interest. "What do we have here? Looks like you two like the present I bought you."

		As shame colored my entire face red, I tried to squirm forward, hoping to get out from underneath the man's humiliating stare. But my body's natural response to such a fright was to contract the muscles, including the ones surrounding the dildo inside me. So that no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't wiggle my ass off the dildo, meaning that for the moment I was completely stuck in this position, with my ass barely touching Brittany's, as both of us stared up at the big black man in our room.

		"Get out," I yelled, on the verge of tears already. "Get out of our room! Now!"

		Mambo just laughed. "It sounded like a couple of bitches were moaning and fucking each other. I had to come in and see if everything was alright. Turns out, I was right. There are a couple of bitches moaning and fucking each other."

		Mortified beyond belief, I could do nothing but hang my head in shame.

		"Mambo," I heard Brittany say, "please, please give us our privacy. This isn't something we'd like the rest of the world seeing. Neither me nor my husband."

		"Husband," said Mambo, scoffing contemptuously. He continued to stare down at us while we remained on all fours, our heart-shaped rears pressed against each other. "Is that what you call that? A husband? Because from where I'm standing, you two look more like sisters or girlfriends than husband and wife."

		"Get out, get out, get out!" I said, feeling really emotional, my tone going up with each word.

		"Sure, no problem," said Mambo sitting down in a chair a few feet away from us.

		Then, to my horror, he unzipped his pants and pulled out the biggest, blackest cock I'd ever seen. Even if I was regular-sized now (which I certainly wasn't) Mambo's massive African member would have made me look tiny. In that instant I could see him massaging his cock. He was already so hard, so fully erect, and I was struck by the image so that I couldn't help but to stare at his cock. I'd literally never seen another man like this, and Mambo was looking down at me with a very hungry look. At the moment I was more fascinated than turned on.

		"Sorry," he said, "but you bitches got me all hard. And once a big cock like this gets hard it has to shoot and empty its balls or otherwise it becomes almost too painful."

		Behind me, I could feel Brittany moving, a little, not pushing back forcefully like before, but just gently moving her hips from side to side, in a little kittenish wiggle. I couldn't believe this was happening. We were putting a show on for him. Suddenly we started moving again, building up our tempo, allowing our soft butts to smash into each other over and over again while Mambo sat there, masterfully, masturbating the biggest cock I'd ever seen because he found Brittany and me to be so sexy. As a guy, before, I'd never felt someone so attracted to me, not like this. But clearly Mambo couldn't take his eyes off me and I had to admit that it made me feel good to be wanted so badly.

		For the next several minutes there were no sounds in the room except for the female moans and slapping sounds as Brittany and I fucked each other ass-to-ass. Unbelievably, I almost began to forget that we had an audience. Or maybe my brain just found it easier to block out the presence of the old black man with the enormous cock.

		Soon Brittany let out a sharp cry, almost like a whine, and she went stiff as she allowed her first orgasm to course through her body. Hoping to drive home the erotic sensations in my wife's body, I started to slap my ass harder and harder into her ass, really making sure that she was getting fucked by the dildo that was fulfilling her in ways that I couldn't.

		I still hadn't came yet, but I'd been sporting a tiny stiffy since we started.

		Afterwards, we managed to wiggle off the dildo, Brittany first, then me. I was relieved to not have anything in my ass, but at the same time I felt a weird sense of emptiness now. Brittany moved, put her hand behind my neck, and drew me so that we started kissing deeply, wetly, and very passionately.

		"Thank you, that was wonderful, you made me cum so hard, thank you, thank you, thank you," she said against my lips.

		I was about to respond when I realized that Mambo had taken the opportunity to get up so that he was now literally looming over us as we knelt, kissing and cooing with one another. Suddenly there was a deep musky smell that clogged my nostrils, nearly making me cough, or vomit. My watery eyes traveled from the top of his leather boots, to the wide denim legs, then to the big ugly bouncy thing that jutted out from his pelvis. He was peering down at both of us now, smiling with an evil glint in his eyes.

		"One of you bitches get my balls, the other start working on the head and shaft."

		I recoiled from his erection which was as dark as it was ugly to me.

		Brittany, to my surprise at the time, opened her mouth and leaned forward, sucking in Mambo's big purple head, wrapping her lips around the coal-black shaft, then releasing his cock, and kissing the ebony monster lengthwise until she was at the base which was as big as my wrist.

		Stunned, I sat there watching my wife start to suck Mambo, her pink fingernail polish a stark contrast to the darkness of his cock.

		After a while she noticed my hesitation, spit Mambo's pulsing dick out of her mouth, looked at me, and said, "What's wrong?"

		"Brittany..."

		She giggled. "It's just a blowjob. I'm not saying you should fuck him. Unless you want to, of course. Anyway, do you want to try sucking him off? That's a big fucking cock and I could really use the help. It would be easier if we worked together."

		"Work together?" I said, staring at her with disbelieving eyes. "I'm your husband!"

		She then leaned forward, pressing the palm of her hand over the front of my panties so that she was completely cupping the outline of my shrunken genitalia. After giving me a few soft pats, the way you would reassuringly pat the diaper of a shaken toddler, she said, perhaps a little cruelly, "Sure you are, dear. You're still my big man."

		I stared back, hurt and embarrassed.

		At one point Mambo grew tired of our ongoing discussion. He reached down with his rough hands, grabbed Brittany, pulled her up to her feet. Once he had her standing, his big coal-black fingers went under her butt and he lifted her so that she was off the ground, her feet around his waist, her arms around his thick neck as he carried her over to our bed like King Kong claiming his prize beauty.

		Tossing her on our mattress, he began to undress himself, revealing his massive body. He was big, not like a bodybuilder, but just big all over. Everything from his feet to his ears was massive. For the first time I noticed that he had some tattoos on his shoulders and upper arms. Scars that looked like they could have been bullet wounds peppered his bulky midsection.

		Then Mambo looked over at me with a snarl of contempt and said, "Sorry, I don't have the patience to break-in any new bitches tonight. So how about you just sit there in your panties, be a good hubby, and watch how a real man fucks your wife. I can assure you that after tonight everything will be different."

		He pulled her to the edge of the bed so she was sitting up. He started kissing her and caressing her neck, running his dark hands all over her body which looked extra creamy in the dimly lit bedroom.

		I couldn't believe it.

		Not only was this old black man about to fuck Brittany, but the sight of them together now had made my little dicklet as raging hard as it had ever been before. I watched, fascinated and frozen.

		As the old man continued caressing Brittany's body I noticed how big and rough his hands were, how easily they could strangle a man to death. The man radiated a brutal power that filled my head with a wide range of emotions including fear, respect, and yes even some arousal.

		"Hm, you like my cock baby?" Mambo said, watching as Brittany began to play with the big balls and thick shaft which looked better suited on a farm animal than a person. "I bet you will love it even more when it's deep inside your tight white pussy. But first I want you to suck it, show me what that pretty mouth of yours is good for. Show your hubby how good you are at sucking black cock."

		Brittany didn't hesitate. She locked her lips around his dark member, slowly taking more of it in. She was almost gagging as she came back up for air.

		"Oh my God," she said, batting her eyes up at the unattractive black brute as he played with her fine blonde hair. "You're so big. You make me gag. You choke me."

		"Did I tell you to stop?"

		"Sorry." Then, with her hand stroking the lower half of his cock, she started to tongue-flick the bulbous head as she moved it in and out shallowly, while her other hand massaged his balls.

		"Naw," said Mambo impatiently, gripping Brittany on both sides of her head, "I said suck my cock. I didn't say to play with it."

		Clenching his massive ass muscles, Mambo rammed his cock into her mouth, causing Brittany's cheeks to puff in and out as his cockhead slid over her tongue and rubbed against the back of her throat.

		Genuine panic filled her beautiful eyes as the old black stud started to face-fuck her, over and over again, with his enormous weapon. Several times you could tell that Brittany was trying to move away, escape, if only for a second to get a breath of air, but the old man kept his hands on her head, dominating her, steadying her, his meat buried down her throat, telling her to calm down and breathe through her nose.

		After a while she seemed to get the hang of it. And Brittany started to grip Mambo's massive ass, completely swallowing his dong whole. She'd never looked sexier than when her face was buried in Mambo's dark crotch, his cum-filled heavy balls swaying against her wet chin.

		"You like that, don't you?" said Mambo, smiling ear-to-ear as Brittany worshiped his big African cock with her pretty face. He put his hand on her head, played with her hair as she licked his one-eyed snake, sucked him into her mouth, moaning and making guttural noises as she jammed his cock down her throat over and over again. "You like that big cock a lot?"

		Next he pushed her back on the bed, spread her legs wide, lifted his body over her, allowing his monster cock to rest against the soft flesh of her mons as he dipped down, kissed her until she kissed him back submissively.

		Brittany's face was red and even a little sweaty. As she waited for the heavyset black man to penetrate her, she stared up at him, transfixed, her nipples stiff and giving away her arousal.

		Mambo glanced quickly at me, smiled, and then turned to line up his mighty cock with Brittany's hole.

		"Ohhhhhh," whimpered Brittany, spreading her legs wider. Mambo was having a hard time getting his cock inside her. She was too small and he was way too big. But they kept trying until finally he managed to push in a very girthy three or four inches.

		He took his time though, pulling his cock out and then pushing more and more until finally he could make all of his black meat disappear inside Brittany's body. Her moans suddenly turned into short gasps. Her breaths became quick and short. Then my wife's legs were intertwined between his and the light skin of her arms and legs stood in contrast with his ebony complexion.

		"Oh yes, Mambo! Yes, yes, yes! That feels sooooooooo ammaaaaazzzing!"

		He was stroking her like a piston now, 250 pounds of virile black stud drilling his monster cock into her small white pussy. "You like that, sexy bitch? You like being stretched out?"

		Her hips were rotating in conjunction with his heavy thrusts now. Her toes were curling and her beautiful calves shook and quivered. And when Mambo withdrew himself from her cunt you could see how much she'd already started to cream all over his black manhood. "Oh God, this is so good. Don't stop. I need this, I fucking need this!"

		He sounded almost angry in his response. "I should have fucked you sooner. I knew you needed it. And this pussy is too good, too tight!"

		They kept fucking.

		From my perspective, if Brittany could be stretched any further then I certainly didn't see how so.

		Quietly, I watched, humbled by the sight of his big veiny cock disappearing into Brittany's little hole. They were so sexy together. I would have never imagined how sexy they looked together until now. And I still couldn't believe that this was happening, that this old black man was stretching Brittany out while both husband and wife not only allowed it to happen, but were now actively encouraging him.

		"You ever fuck your wife like this?"

		It took me a second to realize he was speaking to me now. I shook my head, dumbly.

		He laughed. "That's because you don't have a cock. You have a little girl's clit now. Ain't that right?"

		My face got really red again. "I dunno, I guess so."

		He laughed again. "Bet you never thought you'd be seeing your wife with ol' Mambo!"

		"Nope. Never."

		"I'm stretching this white pussy out nice and wide for ya'. You should thank me. Thank me for fucking your wife. Do it."

		My chin dropped to my chest as I managed to eke out, "Thank you for fucking my wife."

		Pleased, Mambo said, "Now rub your clit while I fuck your wife."

		"I don't have a clit, I have a dick."

		Mambo laughed and laughed. He was still chuckling away when he looked at Brittany and said, "Given the size of your hubby's dick, you must have gone blind trying to find it! My grandson's dick is bigger and he's two!"

		I was speechless. When I started to grip and masturbate my penis, or what was left of my penis, Mambo snapped at me, "I didn't say jack off, like you got a dick! I said rub it! Don't you know how to rub a clit? Circular motions."

		Since we were past the point of me pretending to be a real man, I found myself enjoyably rubbing my tiny erection through the front of my panties, in a circular fashion, while Mambo continued to slam his heavy body into Brittany who had her eyes closed and back arched.

		So sad. If there had been a camera in the room, I doubt a more sad and humiliating picture could have been taken in the world. But at the moment the external world didn't seem to exist and all there was, was the great pleasure that all three of us felt at the same time.

		"I'm cummmmming!" Brittany announced as her old black lover continued pumping her hot cunt harder and harder. "Don't stop Mambo, don't you dare stop fucking me!"

		"God, you are so fucking tight, baby."

		"I looovvveeee it!"

		"Yeah, cum all over Mambo's cock like a good little slut," he encouraged.

		Watching them together, I was forced to confront a terrifying truth.

		Not only had my body undergone major changes recently, but my mind too was experiencing a disturbing shift from the masculine to the feminine. Not that long ago the thought of seeing Brittany and Mambo together, on our bed, would have filled me with nothing but utter disgust. But the more feminine side of my brain recognized how someone like her could be so aroused by someone as old and ugly as Mambo.

		No. It wasn't just his strength, or his size, or his intimidating presence, or his enormous purple-headed monster, or his overwhelming musky smell, it was the way he was so naturally dominant that was the sexiest part. On paper a woman like Brittany should have never given a man like Mambo a second look. But in the bedroom, with the doors locked, and nobody was looking, the union of their bodies made perfect sense.

		He was so big, dark, and dominate. She was so slender, white, and submissive. Seeing them together now, I found myself utterly happy for my wife, that she was finally getting the physical attention she naturally craved. So what if I wasn't the "man" who could please her and fulfill her in the bedroom. Clearly she'd found the perfect partner in this 60 year-old black man whose thick cock was now coated in her juices as he continued pulling it out and pushing it back into her tiny slit, piston-like, over and over again.

		"You just creamed your first black cock, didn't you bitch?" he asked.

		"Oh yes, Mambo! God yes, I needed this so bad!" Brittany cried out hysterically, still getting over her first orgasm with Mambo. "Kiss me now, please, I need to be kissed! Tell me you love me!"

		He reacted by putting her on her hands and knees, slapping her ass a few times until one of her cheeks glowed red like a tattoo from his heavy hand.

		Brittany moaned as she felt the shaft of his coal-black cock rub against her drenched pussy lips now. Past the point of being subtle, she tried to entice the black stud back inside her tight, moist cunt by burying her face into the bed, her messy blonde hair spread all over, as she arched her back, and wiggled her ass several times, desperately needing Mambo's velvety meat to fill her void.

		Then her eyes went wide when she felt him push in just his head and leave it there for a second, before forcefully plunging into her, using all twelve inches of his ebony rod to rip through her pink walls until she was impaled with Mambo's cock rubbing against her cervix, its heavy precum softening her cervix as he held her by the trembling hips and pulsed deep inside her channel.

		From this angle he seemed to be getting even deeper penetration into Brittany's body. Because right away she started to scream, "God no! Mambo, please, pull it out, get it out, you're tearing me apart!"

		Mambo smiled as Brittany started turning her head from side to side, her body twitching from the terrible pain. She kept trying to crawl away, to get the big black cock out of her, but she was already weakened from their strenuous fucking, and Mambo easily held her in front of him. Admiring the beauty of her pale fleshy ass cheeks, he said, "Your pussy is still gripping my cock so good. You trying to milk these big black balls, ain't ya?"

		After a while, like a little kid getting over a boo-boo, Brittany started to calm down a little. "... Yes."

		He started fucking her from the back, his ass and hips slamming into her from behind so hard it was like he was trying to punish her for something. He had Brittany mumbling and moaning and crying little tears of pleasure. As he fucked her, her breasts jiggled wildly and her pussy began making queefing sounds that added a layer of personal shame to her state of arousal.

		Mambo continued forcing himself into her until he was hilted again. He paused. "Look at you, farting on your first black cock. This is some good white pussy."

		Before she could say anything he redoubled his efforts, pushing his big dark cock in and out of her, in and out, over and over again. Then he let go of her hips. And the old black man continued fucking her, but now arching his back as he wrapped his beefy black arms around her white torso, holding her hard tits with both of his dark hands. "This is Mambo's ass now, only Mambo gets to fuck this pretty ass. Only Mambo gets to stretch open this white pussy."

		"Yes, Mambo, keep going, please keep going," Brittany cried.

		"Cum for me again, cum on this black cock the way you were born to," he said without pausing his pounding.

		"Fuck me harder, baby, I'm yours, Mambo, just fuck me with that big cock!" she cried back.

		"I'm gonna cum inside you," he told her. "Mambo don't pull out. Mambo breeds."

		"Oh yes..."

		"Did you hear what I said? Mambo breeds."

		"Yes... it's okay... wherever you want, Mambo, just don't stop!"

		"Are you my slut? Are you my good little white slut?

		"Yessss... I'm your slut, Mambo. I'm your slut!"

		"Give me this fucking white pussy," he said coming down so hard on her body that I thought the bed was going to break in two.

		The he slammed one last time and she arched her back increasing the pressure on the underside of his rigid member. Mambo grunted hard as his cock pumped the jism deep inside my wife, squirting again and again, filling her up. Finally he pulled out from her with a plop and she swirled around and sucked his cock greedily into her mouth licking all the cum that remained on his deflating rod, thus giving me a perfect few of her swollen pussy lips as a copious amount of thick white fluid oozed out like a flowing river.

		

		

		

		Part Eight

		

	
		After that first night together, Mambo moved into the master bedroom. Initially I thought it was just for that night. But soon it became clear that Mambo had no intensions of leaving once he'd claimed his space on our king-sized bed. Soon his clothes started appearing in our walk-in closet. And his toothbrush was in our bathroom. Then, a few weeks later, him and Brittany suggested I clear some space by moving my things into Mambo's old room. Brittany was really nervous, kept looking at the ground while she twirled her hair and drank white wine. Mambo wasn't nervous at all. Ultimately, telling them no just felt like an impossibility.

		That wasn't the toughest part though.

		For me, the toughest part was fully accepting that things had changed for good.

		I was no longer the typical male breadwinner —which was actually nice in certain ways as it relieved much of the stress I'd always carried around.

		Also, for the record, my relationship with Brittany had never been stronger. Officially, we remained married. But now I was less of a husband, and more like a close friend, a sister, a shopping partner, and someone who she could confide in whenever she was having troubles with Mambo.

		For the most part, however, I'd never seen Brittany happier.

		It hurt my ego, but I could see that Mambo was able to offer her things which I had never even thought possible, both physically and mentally. In the presence of this powerful old black man, she seemed much more calm and content. He really made her happy. And she made him happy too.

		At his request, she suddenly started cooking more at the house, wearing outfits which were far more revealing. Especially when they went out in public together.

		Yes, I think a lot of times when people saw Brittany and Mambo together, arm-in-arm, they had a difficult time comprehending how such a relationship could sustain itself, considering how different they were. But that is probably because most people are just narrow-minded and still cling to these old fashioned ideas of what people are supposed to do.

		The main thing is how happy Brittany and Mambo are, and how cute they are together, that's what I think.

		In fact, the only time I've seen them really argue is when they were debating about how many kids to have. Brittany said she only wanted three children. But Mambo insisted on having at least five or six. I love my wife to death, but if there's one thing I've learned the hard way —is that Mambo has a way of getting what he wants.

		

		TH END
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