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[image: image]


The bedroom was bathed in the soft amber light spilling from the hallway, casting long shadows that danced gently across the walls. Warm, still, and slightly perfumed — the air carried the faint scent of lavender and something distinctly Amanda... sweet, clean, and undeniably feminine.

Amanda Buchanan stood at the mirror, brushing her thick, chestnut hair, each strand catching the light as it cascaded over her bare shoulders.

The robe she wore was a rich, deep violet — sheer, silky, trimmed in soft lilac lace. It shimmered as she moved, clinging to every decadent curve of her body. The matching bra and panties underneath were a dusky plum — the bra barely containing the full weight of her generous breasts, her cleavage swelling over the top, pale, luscious, and ripe.

The panties were high-waisted, the lace snug around her wide hips, hugging her plump buttocks so perfectly it looked sculpted. The robe, loosely tied at her waist, kept slipping open, revealing more of her ivory body with every subtle shift. Her thighs, thick and smooth, were kissed by the short hemline, just barely hidden when she turned. Every inch of her was sensual without effort. She didn’t pose. She didn’t strut.

She just was.

Lucas Buchanan sat on the edge of the bed, eyes fixed on the floor, a prisoner of his own thoughts and anxiety. 

His frame was slight, his skin pale and nearly translucent under the lamplight. His narrow shoulders slumped beneath his thin sleep shirt, his knees bony and close together, his size 8 feet tucked in awkwardly. His voice was high-pitched, reedy — especially next to hers. Everything about Lucas felt soft. Small. Fragile.

“You, uh... look nice,” he said, barely above a whisper.

Amanda turned. Her robe swayed open a little more as she looked at him, smiling gently. “Thanks, babe.”

She walked toward him barefoot, the plush carpet muffling her steps. With each move, her wide hips rolled in a figure-eight motion, the robe sliding farther apart until it framed her like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. Her breasts bounced lightly beneath the purple lace, full and natural, her dark nipples visible through the sheer fabric of the bra.

Lucas’s mouth went dry.

She sat beside him, and the bed shifted under her curvy weight. Her thick thigh pressed against his narrow one, and he flinched slightly — not from discomfort, but from difference. Her body was soft, plush, vibrant. His was slight, stiff, and pale by comparison. He could feel the warmth radiating off her skin.

“You’re quiet tonight,” she said, brushing his hair away from his forehead. Her voice was calm, but there was something searching in her gaze.

“I just...” He swallowed, hard. “I don’t get it. Why you married me.”

The words hung there.

Amanda blinked once, slowly. Then she leaned in and kissed his cheek — her full lips warm against his cool skin. “Because I love you, silly boy.”

But he couldn’t look at her. Not when he kept seeing the way men reacted to his wife —gawked at her — whenever they went out. The way other men they shamelessly looked at Amanda’s breasts, her hips, her ass... and then did a double-take when they saw him. Like he didn’t belong beside her. Like he was her little brother; or had simply snuck into someone else’s dream life.

“I see how they stare at you,” Lucas said, voice tight with insecurity, thinking of the couple’s afternoon trip to the mall that day. “Then they look at me like... I’m a joke.”

Amanda stood slowly.

Without a word, she let the violet robe slide off her shoulders. It whispered to the floor.

Lucas stared.

The lingerie clung to her like it was made for worship. The bra lifted and cradled her heavy breasts, the dark lace barely covering her nipples now. Her waist curved in like an hourglass, then flared out into wide, round hips that seemed to defy gravity. The panties clung to her thick thighs and the juicy roundness of her ass like a second skin.

“I know what they’re thinking too,” she said, walking toward him. “But forget about those other men. They’re just animals. They don’t know what it’s like to have me. You do.”

She straddled his lap without hesitation, her thick luscious thighs warm and pillowy on either side of his narrow ones. Lucas's breath caught — his manhood (?) already excited beneath his thin shorts, helpless against the press of her curvy body. She surrounded him. Her softness overwhelmed his senses. She was too much... and he was clearly not enough.

Her hands, warm and firm, guided his to her waist. “Lucas, touch me, baby,” she whispered. “You always act like you’re not allowed to.”

Her husband’s small hands trembled against the swell of her hips. Her skin was impossibly smooth, her curves decadent and heavy in his grasp. Compared to her, Lucas felt like a scarecrow — all bones and skin and nerves.

But then she kissed him — slow and deep, her lips greedy, searching — and rolled her hips against him, letting out a soft, breathy moan that seemed to melt into the silence.

“You’re not like them. You’re not some knuckle-dragging brute of an animal,” she whispered. “That’s why I chose you.”

A pause.

“Even if sometimes... I forget to remind you.”

Lucas’s throat tightened. She was trying. He could feel it — not just in her body but in the way her voice softened, the way her hands cradled his thin frame with a gentleness that made him ache.

And still, he couldn’t meet her eyes. Because some part of him — the part curled up in the pit of his stomach — still believed she was only trying to convince herself.

He nodded, barely, as if that was enough. She didn’t press.

But she didn’t smile either. 

Lucas watched Amanda as she turned back toward the vanity, her backside wobbling in invitation without her trying, adjusting a strand of dark brown hair, running a finger along the strap of her plum lace bra. 

She was still preparing for bed, but the ritual felt anything but mundane. It was erotic. Hypnotic. Every slow motion of her curvy ivory body seemed choreographed for seduction, though he knew it wasn’t. Amanda was just... like that. A force of femininity. Soft, ripe, fertile, radiant.

His sad eyes traced her silhouette — the slight arch of her lower back, the generous swell of her hips, the full sway of her breasts barely held in place by the dark lace. He swallowed hard, trying to temper the arousal stirring inside him with the quiet ache of disbelief.

Nearly a decade together, and still, Amanda didn’t feel real.

He remembered their first year of dating — the shy flirtation, the long phone calls, the nervous touches. Back then, he’d been surprised by how quickly he’d fallen for her. He could still recall their first date: her laugh echoing across the tiny booth of that retro diner, the way her big brown eyes locked onto his with mischievous warmth. Her body had been different then — still curvy, but... not quite like now.

In fact, if he was being honest, Lucas’s only real complaint back then had been that Amanda was a bit flat-chested. Not that it had mattered. Back then she had everything else — a sharp mind, radiant beauty, a warm heart, an almost maternal glow when she talked about wanting kids someday. She was confident, compassionate, curious about the world. She read books. She loved animals. She wanted to make a home.

She was, in so many ways, the perfect woman.

And then something... magical happened.

It started slow, around the time she turned twenty-five. One day she mentioned her bras feeling tight. Then she laughed about needing to buy new ones. “I think I’m cursed,” she joked. “Some gypsy must’ve hexed me.”

He hadn’t thought much of it at the time. But then the changes kept coming.

Her B cups filled into C cups. The snug little bras she once wore were replaced by lacy, structured ones that gave her a fuller, rounder shape. And then—almost overnight—it seemed her chest ballooned again. C to D, then D to double D. Her cleavage deepened, her breasts swelled heavy and pendulous. Lucas would find himself staring sometimes, stunned by disbelief. It was like watching a fantasy slowly come to life.

Now she stood now in the mirror, adjusting the straps of the bra that lifted her ample breasts high on her chest. The purple lace framed her curves beautifully. She caught his gaze in the reflection and gave him a soft smile — one that should’ve reassured him.

Instead, it made him ache, albeit with deep gnawing insecurity.

That physical transformation — that miracle — had only widened the chasm between them. Amanda’s body had grown into goddess-like proportions. And he... hadn’t. He still looked like the same skinny, awkward man she’d dated in college. If anything, he felt smaller beside her now. More fragile. More inadequate.

Lucas remembered the day his lovely wife tossed her last “training bra” into a box destined for Goodwill, giggling as she held it up like a relic. “Look at this thing!” she said, tossing it into the bin. “I can’t believe I ever fit into that.”

Lucas had laughed with her. But inside, he was almost trembling with disbelief. That day had become the second happiest day of his life. The first, of course, had been the day Amanda said Yes, Yes, Yes I will marry you Lucas Buchanan!

Now, back in the present, Lucas tore his eyes away from his wife's reflection as she reached for a jar of moisturizer, idly rubbing it into her soft, glowing skin. The scent of vanilla and something floral reached him, making it even harder to focus.

“I paid the gas bill today,” Amanda said softly, her voice calm but tired.

He glanced up, surprised.

“Wasn’t it due next week?”

“They changed the due date,” she replied, rubbing lotion into the thick curve of her thigh. “I didn’t want a late fee. Again.”

Lucas said nothing.

The silence sat between them, hot and thick. Amanda sighed, turning to face him fully now. Her body looked impossibly full in the dim light — soft, sensual, her hips flaring wide above those smooth, strong thighs, her heavy breasts gently swaying as she moved toward the bed.

She sat down beside him again, brushing a hand along his back.

“I know you’re trying, babe,” she said gently, almost rehearsed. “But we need to talk about the rent for next month. I can’t keep covering everything myself.”

Lucas clenched his jaw. “I know. I said I’d figure it out.”

“I know you did,” she replied, but her voice was more tired than hopeful. “And I know the economy’s brutal right now. But your... income streams just aren’t cutting it.”

He winced. “You mean the medical trials? Like I said, it’s just until I can finally find a job again.”

She gave him a soft, apologetic look. “I’m not judging. I just—how many more experimental antihistamines can you take before you start glowing in the dark?”

It was a joke. A gentle one.

But he didn’t laugh.

Instead, a familiar wave of helplessness settled in his chest. That same choking cocktail of shame and inadequacy. He was 34 years old. His wife was stunning — distractingly so — and here he was, taking part in pharmaceutical experiments to help cover their grocery bills. There were days when even the clinic nurses seemed confused that he had a wife like Amanda.

She reached over again, this time letting her hand slide across his chest, over his shoulder. Her touch was soft and warm and inviting.

“You’re always so tense,” she murmured, lips brushing against his neck. “Let me help you relax.”

Lucas stiffened.

Her body pressed against him, thick and lush, the full weight of her breasts molding to his side. She kissed him again, more slowly this time, her hand drifting down toward the waistband of his shorts.

He knew what she wanted. He wanted to want it too.

But nothing happened.

No spark. No rise. Just an aching pit in his stomach.

She kissed him harder now, gently biting at his lower lip, trying to coax some kind of passion from him. Her hips rolled against him again. Her skin was so warm. Her body so overwhelming.

And still — nothing.

Lucas pulled back, swallowing hard. “I... I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Amanda froze. For a second, neither of them moved.

Then she sat up, adjusting her robe around her shoulders even though it did nothing to hide her lingerie.

“It’s okay,” she said softly, though her tone was less certain now. “It happens.”

But it hadn’t always happened. Not before the layoffs. Not before the mounting bills. Not before the weight of being less than started eating him from the inside out.

And now, the most beautiful woman he’d ever known was lying beside him, begging for something he couldn't give.

And Lucas had never felt smaller. Weaker. Not much of a man.
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Chapter Two
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Lucas couldn’t sleep that night.

He lay in bed beside Amanda, staring at the ceiling, his mind looping over every unpaid bill, every disappointed glance she’d cast in his direction lately — whether she meant to or not. He hated how her affection now felt dipped in pity, how her touches sometimes lingered too long on his shoulder, like she was comforting a child.

That’s when he saw it.

A pop-up on his laptop screen while he was checking an old inbox. Clinical trial volunteers needed. Healthy male participants, 25 to 35. It was from a life science startup called Bloom Labs — and the payout was enormous, far more than he’d ever seen offered for something like this. He’d hesitated at first, scrolling past it, but the image of Amanda’s face—her soft chestnut hair framing her angelic features, her warm brown eyes full of a quiet longing—haunted him. She’d been dropping hints lately about wanting a baby, about wanting to start a family. But they couldn’t afford it. Not yet.

He squinted at the Bloom Labs email again, trying to figure if this was some sort of scam.

Compensation up to five figures. Five figures. Enough to buy time. Enough to give Amanda a break. Enough, maybe, to start being a man again in his own house.

So, he clicked. Filled out the preliminary form. And within an hour, his phone rang.

"Mr. Buchanan? I'm calling from Bloom Labs. We’d like to invite you in for a screening," the woman on the other end said, her voice smooth and professional. "This is a highly selective trial, but based on your initial responses, you’re an excellent candidate."

He’d almost hung up. Almost. But then he thought of Amanda again, and he said yes.

A week later, he stood outside a sleek, glass-walled medical building that looked more like a tech startup than a lab. Stepping inside Bloom Labs, Lucas was immediately greeted by the redheaded secretary, her green eyes sparkling with amusement as she handed him a clipboard. He couldn’t help but notice how attractive she was, her pale skin contrasting with the deep red of her hair, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she watched him take a seat.

He sat down in the waiting area, heart thudding, and glanced around.

It took him less than a minute to realize something strange.

Every other guy in the room looked... like him. Or at least, adjacent. Soft-bodied. Narrow-shouldered. Some a little chubby, others bird-chested and pale. There was not a single alpha-looking man in the room. Lucas wasn’t sure if that comforted or disturbed him. Several of them were accompanied by beautiful wives or girlfriends — tall, curvy women in sleek jeans and leggings, with glossy hair and glowing skin.

He couldn’t help but wonder what they were all here for. Was this trial really just about testing some new drug? Or was there more to it? He wondered if he should’ve asked Amanda to come. But no — this was something he wanted to do for her. Alone. So he could show her he was still capable of taking care of things. Of taking care of her.

He looked down at the form. Frowned. 

The paperwork only deepened his suspicions. How often do you and your wife engage in sexual activity? On average, how long does intercourse last? Do you feel satisfied with your sexual performance? The questions made him squirm, but he filled them out anyway, his handwriting shaky and uneven.

There was even a section asking about arousal response to visual stimuli. Lucas felt his cheeks flush as he ticked boxes, trying not to imagine who would read these. Would it be that redhead? Or someone clinical? Someone cold?

He forced his pen to keep moving.

Finally, the receptionist called his name. “Lucas Buchanan?"

A door opened. A nurse emerged.

She was striking. Latina. Mid-thirties, maybe. Voluptuous. Her navy scrubs hugged wide hips and a full chest. Her hair was tied back in a tight braid that somehow made her even more commanding. Her name tag read Vanessa. She gave him a single, unreadable glance and motioned for him to follow.

He trailed her down a white hallway, the soft squeak of his shoes echoing in a rhythm that felt too loud.

Inside the consultation room, she closed the door with a soft click. It looked like any other doctor’s office—white walls, a medical poster or two, the faint smell of antiseptic. But the nurse’s next words sent a jolt of panic through him.

"You’ll need to strip down completely," she said, her tone matter-of-fact but her eyes glinting with something else. "The doctor needs to conduct a thorough physical examination."

Lucas’s face flushed crimson. Completely? He’d never been naked in front of anyone but Amanda. And this woman—this gorgeous woman—was going to see him? Every inch of him?

"I...is that really necessary?" he stammered, his voice cracking slightly.

She tilted her head, her lips curving into a faint smile that was equal parts reassuring and condescending. "It’s standard procedure for this trial. If you’re serious about qualifying, this is non-negotiable."

He hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. The money. He had to think about the money. About Amanda. About their future.

Finally, with a deep, shaky breath, he reached for his belt buckle, his fingers fumbling with the clasp. The nurse watched, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable but her eyes gleaming with something he couldn’t quite place.

As his pants slid down his legs, he could feel his heart pounding in his chest, his face burning with embarrassment. He kept his eyes on the floor, unable to meet her gaze.

"Everything," she said softly, her voice low and firm.

Lucas swallowed hard, his hands drifting to the waistband of his boxers. He hesitated again, his breath catching in his throat. But he had to do this. For Amanda.

With a final, trembling exhale, he pushed his boxers down, letting them pool at his feet. The air felt cold against his skin, and he couldn’t help but shiver. He stood there, exposed and vulnerable, his eyes still fixed on the floor.

The nurse said nothing for a moment, and the silence was unbearable. Then, finally, she stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the tile floor.

"Turn around, please," she instructed, her voice calm but with an edge of authority.

Lucas obliged, his movements stiff and mechanical. He could feel her eyes on him, her gaze sweeping over his body, taking in every detail. His cheeks burned pink, then red, and he clenched his tiny fists at his sides, trying to steady himself.

"You’re doing great," she said, her tone almost soothing now. "Just a few more steps, and we’ll be done."

Her sultry voice was closer now, and he could feel the warmth of her breath on his skin. She moved around him, her proximity making him tense. He could smell her perfume—something light and floral, with a hint of spice.

"Lift your arms," she said, and he obeyed, his muscles trembling as he raised them above his head. Her fingers brushed against his sides, cool and precise, as she inspected him.

He closed his eyes, trying to block out the humiliation, the vulnerability. But her touch was impossible to ignore. Her hands moved with practiced ease, her fingertips grazing his skin in a way that made his breath hitch.

She was so close now, her body almost touching his. He could feel the heat radiating from her, could hear the soft sound of her breathing. And then, her lips brushed his ear, her voice a soft whisper.

"Relax, Lucas. This is just the beginning."

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, and he felt a flicker of something he couldn’t quite name. But before he could process it, the door creaked open, and oh God, there she was. 

Dr. Zhao. 

Tall, poised, with honey-colored skin, glossy black hair pinned up in a sleek bun, and piercing almond-shaped eyes that seemed to see right through him. Her lab coat was pristine, but it couldn’t hide the curves underneath or the way her legs seemed to stretch for miles beneath her pencil skirt. Lucas’s stomach dropped. His cheeks burned. He’d always had a thing for Asian women, a secret he’d buried deep, never daring to even hint at it around Amanda. And now here he was, naked, pale, vulnerable, in a room with two stunning women, both of whom were about to see just how... inadequate he was.

“Hello, Mr. Buchanan,” Dr. Zhao said in a voice that was calm, professional, and yet somehow carried a hint of amusement. “I’m Dr. Zhao. I’ll be conducting the next part of your examination.”

Lucas swallowed hard, his throat dry as bone. He couldn’t find his voice. The room felt impossibly cold, the air thick with tension. His hands instinctively moved to cover himself, but Vanessa, the Latina nurse, stepped forward, her smirk deepening.

“Mr. Buchanan, you’ll need to keep your hands at your sides,” she said, her tone firm but laced with condescension. “This is a medical examination. Please cooperate.”

Lucas’s fingers trembled as he forced himself to comply. His body felt rigid, his heart pounding so loud he was sure they could hear it. Dr. Zhao stepped closer, her heels clicking against the tile floor. She looked down at her clipboard, scanning the information Vanessa had already gathered, then looked up at him with those piercing eyes. He felt like a specimen under a microscope, dissected, exposed.

“We’ll start with the measurements,” she said, her voice clinical but with an edge that made Lucas’s stomach twist. She reached into the pocket of her lab coat and pulled out a measuring tape.

Lucas’s eyes widened. “W-what? You’re not going to—?”

“Yes, Mr. Buchanan,” Dr. Zhao interrupted calmly, her expression impassive. “We need to document your physical attributes. It’s standard procedure for this study.”

His heart sank. He glanced down at himself, his small, pink, and utterly shrunken penis. The humiliation was overwhelming. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor. Vanessa moved to stand by Dr. Zhao, her arms crossed, her smirk now a full-blown grin.

“I-I don’t think this is necessary,” Lucas stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Mr. Buchanan,” Dr. Zhao said, her tone firmer now, “if you want to proceed with this trial—and receive the compensation—you’ll need to comply with all aspects of the examination. Now, please remain still.”

Her words hit him like a sledgehammer. The money. The debt. Amanda. He clenched his fists at his sides and nodded, his face burning with shame. Dr. Zhao bent down, her knees sinking to the floor gracefully. She was so close now, her eyes level with his groin. Lucas’s knees wobbled. He could feel her breath, warm against his skin, and it made him want to curl into a ball.

Dr. Zhao held the measuring tape up, squinting slightly as she examined his small, shriveled member. For a moment, her lips twitched, as if she was suppressing a laugh, but she quickly composed herself.

“Two point nine inches in flaccid state,” she announced, jotting the number down on her clipboard. Vanessa let out a soft chuckle, quickly covering it with a cough.

Lucas felt like he was going to pass out. His face was on fire, his body trembling. Four inches. The words echoed in his mind, a cruel reminder of everything he hated about himself.

“Now,” Dr. Zhao continued, straightening up, “we need to measure you in a state of arousal.”

Lucas’s eyes widened. “What? No. No, you can’t be serious.”

“This is a critical part of the data collection,” Dr. Zhao said, her voice calm but firm. “We need to assess your... potential, Mr. Buchanan.”

Potential. The word stung. Lucas shook his head, panic rising in his chest. “I can’t. Not here. Not like this.”

Vanessa stepped forward, her smirk returning. “Oh, come on, Mr. Buchanan. Surely you can manage it. Or do we need to... assist you?”

Her tone was mocking, and Lucas felt a mix of anger and humiliation bubbling up inside him. But he couldn’t deny the flicker of something else—lust—that stirred in his gut. Vanessa was breathtakingly beautiful, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her body curvaceous and alluring even in her scrubs.

“I-I’ll try,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Vanessa raised an eyebrow, clearly unconvinced. She stepped closer, her fingers brushing against his arm. “You’ll have to do better than that, Mr. Buchanan,” she purred, her voice low and teasing.

Lucas’s breath hitched. He could feel his body responding, his small penis twitching ever so slightly. Vanessa noticed, her smirk widening.

“See? I knew you had it in you,” she said, her tone dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s make this easier.”

With that, she reached up and untied the top of her scrubs, letting it fall open to reveal a lacy black bra that barely contained her ample breasts. Lucas’s eyes widened, his mouth going dry. He could feel himself growing harder, even as shame pricked at the edges of his mind. Vanessa’s hands moved to her waistband, and she slowly peeled off her pants to reveal matching black panties that hugged her round hips and firm buttocks.

“Better?” she asked, her voice a sultry tease.

Lucas couldn’t speak. His small pink penis was now semi-hard, twitching slightly as his arousal grew. But it wasn’t enough. Vanessa sighed dramatically and knelt down in front of him, her face level with his groin.

“Sometimes,” she said, glancing at Dr. Zhao, “you just have to take matters into your own hands.”

Her fingers reached out, brushing lightly against his soft, warm balls. Lucas gasped, his body jolting at the touch. Vanessa’s hands moved with practiced ease, cupping and massaging his delicate organs, her fingers tracing along the base of his now-hardening penis.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice a seductive whisper. “Just relax. Be a good boy.”

Lucas’s knees buckled slightly, his hands gripping the edge of the examination table for support. He could feel himself hardening fully now, his small pink member throbbing with desperate need. Vanessa’s touch was electric, her fingers teasing and stroking him with a skill that left him breathless.

“Four point ten inches,” Dr. Zhao announced, her voice calm and clinical as she jotted down the measurement.

Lucas’s face burned with shame, but his body betrayed him, his hips bucking slightly as he fought the urge to cum. Vanessa pulled her hands away, standing up with a satisfied smirk.

“Congratulations, Mr. Buchanan,” Dr. Zhao said, her eyes meeting his. “You’re the perfect candidate for our study!”

Lucas looked down and saw his proud Caucasian manhood, not much bigger than a thumb, jutting painfully in the air. "I... I am?"

"Of course," smirked Dr. Zhao. "How would you like to take a pill that added three or four inches down there? Doesn't that sound good? On top of making five figures?"
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Chapter Three
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Lucas walked out of the facility that day with a mixture of disbelief and cautious hope. The conversation with Dr. Zhao and Vanessa replayed in his head like a surreal dream. Three or four inches? Five figures? It sounded too good to be true. Yet, the pill she’d handed him—small, unassuming, and encased in a glossy white capsule—felt heavy in his pocket, as though it carried the weight of his entire future.

When he got home, Amanda was in the kitchen, humming softly as she stirred a pot of pasta. Her chestnut hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, and the sight of her—effortlessly beautiful, as always—made his heart ache with love and desire. She deserves so much better, he thought, his insecurities creeping back in like shadows.

“How’d it go?” she asked, turning to him with a warm smile that could have melted glaciers.

“Uh, yeah, good,” Lucas stammered, avoiding her gaze. “It’s just... some medical trial. They’re testing a new... uh, drug. For, you know, general health stuff.”

Amanda tilted her head, her  big bright eyes narrowing slightly. “General health stuff? That’s vague.”

Lucas forced a laugh, but it came out brittle. “Yeah, well, you know how these things are. A lot of paperwork, a lot of tests. But if I qualify, it could really help us out financially.”

Her smile widened, and she stepped closer, placing a hand on his arm. “That’s amazing, Lucas. I’m so proud of you.”

Her touch felt like both a comfort and a dagger to his chest. Proud of me? For what? Being a guinea pig? But he didn’t say that. Instead, he kissed her forehead and muttered, “Thanks, Amanda.”

That night, after his wife had fallen asleep, Lucas stared at the pill in his hand. The room was dark, but the moonlight streaming through the window caught the capsule’s glossy surface. What if it’s a scam? he thought. What if it’s some kind of poison? But then he remembered the way Amanda had smiled at him, the way she’d said she was proud. 

And so, throwing caution to the side, he swallowed the pill without another thought.

The first few days were uneventful. 

Lucas felt no different, and he started to wonder if the whole thing had been some elaborate joke. 

But then, one morning, as he stood in the shower, he noticed something—his little member looked... bigger? He blinked, rubbing the water from his eyes. Was it always this size? He couldn’t be sure. But the way it hung heavier between his legs, the way it seemed fuller, thicker—it was impossible to ignore.

By the end of the week, there was no denying it. 

His penis had grown. Not dramatically, but enough to make him feel a strange mix of pride and unease. And with the growth came a surge in his libido. Lucas soon found himself thinking about Amanda constantly—her curves, her soft skin, the way she moaned when he kissed her neck. 

One evening, as they sat on the couch watching TV, he couldn’t help but press himself against her, his hand sliding up her thigh.

Amanda turned to him, her eyes dark with surprise—and something else. “Lucas,” she whispered, her voice husky. “What’s gotten into you?”

Her husband didn’t answer. 

He didn’t' have to. Lately he felt like he'd been in a haze of testosterone, newfound confidence, and surging libido. His shoulders were broader, his voice deeper. People noticed. Women smiled. Even Amanda had stopped giving him those cold glances across the kitchen island. Things were finally clicking.

"Lucas? Baby?" she pleaded. 

Instead, he kissed her, his hands exploring her body with a newfound confidence. She responded eagerly, her fingers tangling in his hair as he yanked her panties aside and thrust into her. The sensation was overwhelming—not just the physical pleasure, but the way she arched her back, the way she cried out his name. For the first time in years, Lucas felt like a man.

Over the next few weeks, the changes became impossible to ignore. 

Lucas’s penis continued to grow and grow and grow — both in length and girth; and his confidence soared with it. He walked taller, spoke louder, and even caught himself flirting with the barista at their local coffee shop. Amanda noticed too. One night, as they lay in bed together, she traced a finger along his chest and said, “You’ve been different lately.  You’re starting to act like a bad boy. And I like it!”

“Different how?” he asked, though he already knew the answer.

She smiled, a hint of mischief in her eyes. “More... assertive. More confident. It’s sexy.”

"Say more," he said with a self-possessed chuckle.

"Well?" Amanda thought for a second. "Like when you yelled at that guy for being rude in the restaurant. I've never seen you like that. So assertive and dominant. Can I tell you a secret, babe?"

"Shoot, sexy," Lucas grinned. 

"It made me a little..." Amanda purred, "wet."

Those words echoed in his head for days, fueling his growing sense of self-assurance.

The money from the trial started coming in, too, in regular installments that felt like a dream. Lucas bought Amanda a new dress—something slinky and red that hugged her curves in all the right places. When she tried it on, twirling in front of the mirror, he felt a surge of possessive pride. That’s my wife, he thought. And she’s mine.

At home, their dynamic began to shift in more subtle but unmistakable ways. 

Amanda started cooking more, experimenting with recipes she found online. She cleaned the house without being asked and even began addressing him with a new kind of respect. “Yes, dear,” she’d say when he made a decision, her tone soft and submissive. It was a stark contrast to their previous egalitarian relationship, and Lucas couldn’t help but revel in it.

One night, after another intense round of lovemaking, Amanda lay against his chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his skin. “You’ve changed, Lucas,” she murmured. “And I like it. I think... I think I want to be a better wife to you. More obedient, more supportive.”

Lucas’s heart swelled with triumph. “You’re perfect the way you are, baby girl," he said, though he couldn’t hide the satisfaction in his voice. “Don’t sweat it.”

She looked up at him, her eyes shining. “No, I mean it. I want to be the kind of wife you deserve. The kind of wife who makes you proud.”

Lucas pulled her closer, his hand resting on the small of her back. 

This — this was everything he’d ever wanted—and more. That pill was magical. 

One night after pounding Amanda to sleep, Lucas went into the bathroom and grabbed the measuring ruler. He was over 7.5 inches! Dear God! Was that even possible? It was! ...And  now he didn't even have to jam the ruler into body like before.

Goddamn, he thought, I'm glad I signed up for that fucking miracle pill! I can't wait to "whip it out" for that sexy ass Asian bitch doctor and big booty Latina. They can get some too. Haha!

The final piece of the puzzle came when Amanda started dressing differently. 

With the extra money, she began buying sexier clothes—shorter skirts, tighter tops, lingerie that left little to the imagination. When she walked into the living room one evening wearing a black lace teddy, Lucas’s jaw dropped.

“Do you like it?” she asked, twirling slowly.

“I... yeah,” he managed, his voice hoarse. “Damn, Amanda. You look incredible.”

She smiled, a blush creeping up her cheeks. “Good. I want to look good for my hubby.”

It was the perfect life—or so it seemed. 

But as Lucas lay in bed that night, watching Amanda’s chest rise and fall with each breath, a small voice in the back of his mind whispered, What’s the catch? He pushed the thought aside, burying it beneath the satisfaction of his new reality. After all, for the first time in his life, Fate was on his side.

And then, one evening, just past nine, the phone rang. He glanced at the screen, expecting a spam call. But it wasn’t. No name, no caller ID—just a single line of text in the preview:

“I have news. You won’t want to miss this. Meet me. Route 9 Diner. 10 PM.”

He nearly tossed the phone aside. Another prank? But this message? It made his gut clench.

Then the phone rang. He hesitated... then answered.

“Lucas?” the voice was soft, sultry, undeniably feminine.

“Yeah. Who is this?”

There was a pause. Then, “We’ve met. I worked the front desk at Bloom Labs. Red hair. Green eyes. When you were leaving, you asked me for directions to the bathroom."

Lucas’s eyes widened. “Oh. You. Yeah, I remember.”

She chuckled softly, sending a shiver through his spine.

“I need to see you. It’s... urgent. Life-changing. Please.”

His mind raced. Redhead. Gorgeous. And calling me out of the blue? He hadn’t been able to forget the way her blouse had clung to those curves that day. She’d looked like trouble in the best kind of way—soft, stacked, and with a body that even a pencil skirt couldn’t hide.

He found himself grinning. “You’re not messing with me?”

“No. Just come.”

She hung up.

Lucas stared at the phone.

No way. This had to be because of how different he looked now. The drug was working. He was getting noticed. Respected. Wanted.

By 9:50, he was in his car, heart pounding.
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The Route 9 Diner was one of those old roadside stops with flickering neon and checkerboard floors. It reeked of grease and time. But he spotted her the moment he walked in. She was impossible to miss.

The redhead was sitting in a corner booth. Her green eyes flicked up toward him, shimmering under the cheap fluorescent light. Her hair tumbled in loose waves over her shoulders, catching the light like polished copper. She wore a casual olive-green hoodie and jeans, but nothing could hide the curves of her hourglass figure—full, generous hips poured into denim, and breasts that strained against the casual fabric like they knew they were being watched.

She looked up and smiled, her eyes tracing his chest, his jawline, the cut of his arms beneath his shirt. Lucas straightened his shoulders, heart thudding.

Oh yeah. She wants me.

Then he saw the woman sitting beside her.

Slim. Slender. With long, almost too-perfect brunette hair falling like silk around her shoulders. She had soft, heart-shaped features—lush, pillowy lips, wide doe-like eyes, and a cute, delicate button nose. She wore a snug pastel sweater and a pleated skirt, her hands folded nervously in her lap like she was hiding. She was gorgeous in an entirely different way—fragile, almost doll-like. And she wouldn’t meet his eyes.

His mind jumped. Could this be...? His heart skipped. Is this going where I think it’s going?

Two women. Both stunning. Both clearly interested.

He slid into the booth opposite them, his jeans feeling tighter than usual. “So,” he said, trying to sound casual, cocky. “What’s this all about?”

The redhead leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Lucas. I called you because... I’m worried. About the drug you’re on.”

He blinked. “What?”

“Bloom Labs. It’s over. The whole building’s shut down. They’re ghosting everyone. No website. No forwarding address. Gone.”

He frowned. “What do you mean ‘gone’? The stuff’s working. I feel incredible.”

“That’s how it starts,” she said softly. “Every test subject—every one of them—said the same thing. For the first month or two, it’s like magic. Confidence, muscle growth, testosterone surges. Their wives couldn’t get enough of them. But then... something changes.”

Lucas’s smirk faltered. “Changes how?”

The redhead glanced at the brunette beside her, then back. “The effects reverse. Not just taper off. Reverse. The men get weaker. Softer. Anxious. Insecure again. But that’s just the beginning.”

Lucas laughed nervously. “Okay, this is a joke. Right? Am I being filmed?”

The redhead shook her head, serious now. “They start to feminize. It happens fast. Loss of body hair. Muscle melt. Skin softens. Their voices rise. Some grow hips. Breasts. It’s horrifying. Like their bodies are converting.”

His throat tightened. “That’s insane.”

She looked down. “My husband was part of the trial.”

He blinked, glanced at the brunette—who was now staring at her hands, her lips trembling.

The redhead pulled out her phone and slid it across the table.

Lucas picked it up.

Photos. A man—nerdy, pale, thin—with glasses and brown hair. Standing beside the voluptuous redhead. A typical suburban young couple. Smiling. The whole world ahead of them.

The next photo: same man, same redhead, but his features softer. Slimmer. His eyes more rounded. His hair longer.

Another photo: the man looked... like the woman sitting across from him now.

Lucas’s blood turned cold.

“No,” he whispered.

The redhead nodded. “Yes. This is Franklin. My husband. The woman sitting next to me. She goes by Freya now.”

Lucas looked at the brunette—Franklin—whose big, beautiful eyes were now filled with tears, face flushed with shame.

“I’m sorry, Lucas,” the redhead said. “I couldn’t not tell you. I'm really sorry. You’re in danger.”
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Lucas drove through the night with the windows down, the cool air knifing across his face. His knuckles were white on the steering wheel, jaw locked tight.

It was a prank. Had to be.

That redhead... yeah, she was hot, no question. But crazy? Also very likely. Some bitter ex-employee, trying to spook him. And that brunette? Probably just the secretary's sister. There was a resemblance, sure—but it was too convenient. Too weird. There was no way that woman had once been a man.

And still, the images wouldn’t leave his head.

The photos. The slow transformation. The way the brunette’s eyes flicked toward him—shy, unsure, embarrassed. Lucas had seen those eyes before. In the mirror. Back when he was still the nervous little dweeb who couldn’t take off his shirt at the beach.

He clenched his fists, then forced himself to laugh.

Still, something in him buzzed—something sickly and hot. A slow itch of anxiety crawling up from his gut. The secretary’s words were looping in his mind on repeat: softening features... wider hips... loss of muscle mass... breast growth.

Lucas ran a hand down his chest as he drove. It still felt firm. Didn’t it?

But already, that voice in the back of his head—the one he thought the pills had silenced—was whispering again.

You’re soft. You’ve always been soft.

When he walked into the house, he was met with the scent of vanilla candles and skin-warmed lotion. Music — smooth, sexy, low-volume R&B — was playing from the Bluetooth speaker in the living room. And there she was. Amanda.

She was barefoot in the kitchen, hips swaying gently to the music as she poured herself a glass of wine. The back of her silky robe rode high up over her ass—those hips full and round, like her curves had been sculpted just for nesting children. Her bare legs shimmered under the soft yellow lights, all honey-toned skin and pillowy thighs that bounced slightly as she turned.

She caught sight of him and grinned, eyes sparkling.

“Hey, stranger,” she cooed, taking a sip from her glass. “You’re late.”

“Yeah. Got... tied up,” he said quickly.

She walked over to him, robe swishing, body moving with that goddess-like fluidity that used to drive him crazy.

Still did.

“You know what today is, right?” she asked, eyes lowering meaningfully.

Lucas blinked. “What?”

She leaned into him, breasts brushing his chest, her wine-warmed breath teasing his ear. “It’s one of my days.”

His gut tightened.

Of course. They’d been talking about this for weeks. Starting a family. Getting serious.

His fertile wife had been tracking her cycle like a scientist preparing for launch.

And now? Now was the night. The window. The moment.

She stepped back, a sultry glimmer in her eye. “Go wait in the bedroom. I’ll be right there.”

He sat on the edge of the bed, shirt discarded on the floor, staring at himself in the mirror.

The reflection didn’t lie. He looked different lately. Sharper jaw. Bigger shoulders. But tonight, all that confidence had drained out of him like a punctured balloon. His skin looked pale. Were his hips... wider?

He shook it off. “Get it together.”

The bathroom light clicked off. And then she appeared.

Amanda stepped out of the shadows like a walking dream. The pink lingerie she wore clung to her like it worshipped her—lace cupping her breasts, silk sliding across her hips, garter straps hugging those creamy thighs with sinful precision.

Her hair tumbled down her back in loose waves, her lips glossy and parted just enough to tease. Everything about her was soft and lush and achingly feminine.

Lucas swallowed hard.

She walked toward him slowly, letting him drink her in. “I picked this out for you,” she whispered. “I wanted to look like your fantasy tonight.”

“You are,” he breathed, though the words didn’t come out right.

She climbed into his lap, straddling him, her warmth seeping into him through the lace. Her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples hard under the fabric. She kissed him—slow, wet, confident.

He kissed back, hands roaming over her body—hips, thighs, lower. She was so ready for him. Her breath hitched as she ground against him gently.

But Lucas didn’t respond. His body felt frozen. Numb.

She kissed him—long, deep, tongues sliding—and for a moment, he tried to want it. He tried to summon what he knew was supposed to be there. But all he could feel was heat rising in his face... and nothing rising anywhere else.

Amanda shifted her hips slightly, grinding against him.

Still... nothing.

She leaned back, confused but still smiling. “Babe?”

Lucas turned his head away, humiliated. “I—I don’t know. I just...”

She cupped his face. Her eyes opened, puzzled. “Lucas?”

“I... I don’t know what’s wrong,” he muttered, shame curling like smoke in his chest.

“You’re tired. That’s all,” she said sweetly, kissing his jaw. “It’s okay. This happens to guys sometimes.”

But he knew. This wasn’t just a guy thing. Not tonight. Not after what he’d heard. He couldn’t get that brunette’s eyes out of his mind—so shy and ashamed. Just like his were now.

He pulled away, unable to look at her. “I’m sorry,” he said softly, falling back onto the mattress.

Amanda followed, curling behind him like a blanket, spooning him tenderly.

Her soft breasts pressed against his bare back. Her hand ran across his stomach, slow and comforting. “Shh,” she whispered. “It’s fine. I love you. We don’t have to rush anything. This happens to men all the time.”

But her words only made it worse. Because Lucas already knew better. This wasn’t stress. Or pressure. Or fatigue. This was something deeper. Something inside him. Changing.

But Lucas curled tighter into himself. Because he could feel it already—some shift deep inside. He'd always wanted to be the man who could make a woman like Amanda melt. And for a brief window, thanks to those pills, he had been.

But now?

Now her arms wrapped around him like she was the protector. The nurturer. The stronger one. And as Amanda’s warm body held his trembling one, as her soft voice tried to soothe what couldn’t be soothed, Lucas felt the sting of tears he couldn’t let fall. He was still—technically—the man in this bed.

But for how long?
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Over the next few days, Lucas couldn’t shake the sense that something was... off. His bad dream was quickly turning into a nightmare.

And then he woke up one morning with a strange tightness in his chest, a sensation he couldn’t quite place. He ignored it, chalking it up to stress. But as the days passed, he noticed subtle changes. His skin felt softer, smoother. His voice, though still deep, seemed slightly higher in pitch. He caught himself standing differently—his hips tilted forward, his posture less rigid. At first, he dismissed it as paranoia, but soon, the changes became too obvious to ignore.

One night, after Amanda had drifted off to sleep, Lucas found himself standing in the bathroom, staring at his reflection. He lifted his shirt, examining his body. His chest looked... different. His pectorals, once firm and defined, now seemed softer, more rounded. He ran a hand over them, feeling the subtle change in texture. His heart raced. This isn’t possible, he thought. It’s just my imagination.

But it wasn’t.

He reached for the ruler he kept in the drawer, the same one he’d used to measure his progress during the trial. He hesitated, his hands trembling, before finally gripping it tightly. He pressed it against his body, measuring with a mix of desperation and dread.

His eyes widened. No.

His penis, once a proud 7.5 inches, had shrunk back to his original size, 4.10 inches. No, no, no, he thought, panic rising in his chest. He tried to arouse himself, hoping it was just a fluke, but his body refused to cooperate. His erection, when it came, was weak, and the ruler confirmed his worst fears—it was even smaller now, barely 4 inches. He stared at it, his breath coming in shallow gasps. What’s happening to me?

The next morning, Lucas called Bloom Labs, his fingers fumbling with the buttons on his phone. The line rang and rang, but no one answered. He tried again, and again, growing more frantic with each attempt. Finally, he decided to go in person, hoping to find answers.

When he arrived, the building was locked, the windows dark. A sign on the door read, CLOSED INDEFINITELY. Lucas pounded on the door, his heart racing. This can’t be happening, he thought. This can’t be real.

He returned home, his mind spinning. Amanda greeted him with a warm smile, but it faltered when she saw the look on his face. “What’s wrong?” she asked, her voice tinged with concern.

Lucas hesitated, unsure how to explain. “It’s nothing,” he lied. “Just... a bad day. Nothing that hot soak in the bath tub can't fix, girl."

Amanda studied him, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You’ve been acting strange lately,” she said. “Distant. Moody. Is something going on?”

Lucas shook his head, forcing a smile. “No, really, it’s fine. I’m just tired.”

Amanda didn’t look convinced, but she didn’t press him. Instead, she reached out, her hand resting on his arm. “You know you can talk to me, right? About anything?”

Lucas nodded, but the words caught in his throat. How could he tell her? How could he explain that the very thing that had given him confidence, that had brought them closer together, was now unraveling him?

Days turned into weeks, and the changes only grew more pronounced. 

Lucas’s skin became softer, his body hair thinning. His voice shifted, sounding higher, lighter. And his white penis—once a source of pride—continued to shrink, now a mere 3 inches when erect, more pink than white. He avoided intimacy with Amanda, terrified she’d notice the change. The shrinking of his so-called virility. But eventually, he couldn’t hide it any longer.

One evening, as he stepped out of the shower, he caught Amanda’s reflection in the mirror. She was staring at him, her eyes wide with confusion. “Lucas...?” she said softly, her gaze dropping to his crotch.

Her hubby froze, his face flushing with humiliation. “Amanda, I—”

“What’s... happening?” she interrupted, her voice trembling. “Your body... it’s... different.”

Lucas looked away, unable to meet her eyes. “I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “It’s the pills. The trial. Something’s gone wrong.”

Amanda stepped closer, her hand reaching out to touch his arm. “We’ll figure this out,” she said, her tone reassuring. “We’ll find out what’s happening and fix it. Together.”

Lucas wanted to believe her, but the fear in his chest was too heavy. He felt like a stranger in his own body, his masculinity slipping away with each passing day. And as he looked at Amanda, he couldn’t shake the thought that she might see him differently now—not as the confident man she’d fallen in love with, but as someone... else.

That night, lying in bed beside her, Lucas couldn’t sleep. His mind raced with questions, fears, and regrets. Insecurities.
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The other changes came slowly at first. Just enough for Lucas to question if they were even real.

Like his face. He caught himself in the mirror one morning and tilted his head. Was that... a dimple? The curve of his cheek looked different, softer somehow—like it belonged to someone who used serum and lip gloss and flirted with the camera. He rubbed his chin. Still smooth. But not because he’d shaved. It just... wasn’t growing in like before.

Then came the voice.

He coughed, clearing his throat, trying to speak lower—but the notes fluttered in that new, unmistakably high timbre. His old baritone was gone. In its place, a lighter, breathier voice that sounded eerily similar to the ones he used to hear on the reality TV shows Amanda binge-watched while curled up on the couch in her favorite robe.

Now, disturbingly, he found himself watching those same shows with her. And enjoying them.

The sports channel hadn’t been turned on in days. His favorite team had played a doubleheader and he hadn’t even noticed. Instead, he’d been arguing with Amanda about who deserved to win that week’s elimination on The Real Lovers’ Mansion.

It got worse. His thighs thickened. His hips swelled. His jeans now hugged his lower half so tightly he looked like he’d borrowed them from a high school cheerleader.

And the worst part? His ass.

It jutted out now. Perky. Dimpled. Feminine. When he walked, it moved—a soft sway, an involuntary wiggle that made him burn with shame whenever he passed by a window or mirror. His old shorts? They didn’t just ride up. They climbed up his thighs and clung there like they were painted on. From the back, he looked like some flirty young coed heading off to spin class.

Amanda, trying  to ease the tension, teased him about it. “Careful, babe,” she’d smirked one morning, brushing past him in the kitchen and giving his round ass a light smack. “Keep wearing those little things, and I’m gonna get jealous.”

Lucas forced a laugh, but inside... something cracked.

It all came to a head the morning of his therapist appointment. He’d overslept. Again.

And when he opened his drawer looking for a clean pair of boxers—nothing. Just socks and a few lonely undershirts. All his boxers were in the hamper, and Amanda had clearly stopped doing his laundry.

He texted her, fingers flying in panic.

Lucas: Hey, what happened to my underwear? I have an appointment. Nothing’s clean.

Amanda. Been slammed at work, babe. Feel free to toss a load in yourself :)

He stared at the message, lips parting in disbelief. Wasn’t that her thing? She always handled laundry. Always. She wanted to.

But she’d been pulling away lately. Less nurturing. Less doting. Less submissive.

He cursed softly, hands diving back into the drawer, and that’s when he saw them.

A pair of Amanda’s panties.

Black satin. Lacy trim. Minimal coverage. Soft. They shimmered slightly in the light.

His stomach twisted. “No way.”

But time was running out, and the thought of going commando—especially now, with the shape of his ass so... exposed—was unthinkable.

He stared down at the panties.

Swallowed.

Took a breath.

And then—slowly, reluctantly—he slid them up his legs. They glided up his thighs like a lover’s whisper. The satin kissed his skin, hugged him perfectly. Alarmingly so. They didn’t just fit... they flattered.

The cut of the panties sat snugly on his hips, perfectly hugging his increasingly feminine figure. His waist looked smaller. His thighs, somehow softer and more inviting. His ass—dear God, it looked rounder, plumper, filthier. And there was a bulge in the front, but honestly, it was barely visible in his newly shrunken state.

His cheeks flushed as he turned to the side and saw the reflection. For a brief, horrifying moment, he didn’t recognize himself.

Then a voice behind him.

“What are you doing?”

Lucas spun around – his heart was going a million miles per hour.

Amanda stood in the doorway, arms crossed, eyebrows raised. She looked amused. A little smug.

Lucas stammered. “I—I didn’t have any clean underwear and—and I’m not going commando—”

His lovely wife held up a hand. “Relax. It’s a free country. If you like how they feel, wear them.”

“I don’t like how they feel,” he snapped, too quickly. “It’s just temporary. This is just a temporary thing, Amanda.”

She smirked. “Sure. Whatever you say.”

Lucas nearly bolted for the door, the sound of his wife's teasing laughter filling him with more shame than he could handle.

Outside, as he opened the car door, a passing work truck slowed. Two men inside. One older, probably in his fifties—grizzled, sun-worn. The man gave a low whistle, eyes dragging across Lucas’s backside like it was meant to be ogled.

Then something in Spanish. Something lascivious: Quiero follarme a esa mujer blanca con el culo grande

Lucas didn’t understand it. But the way the man grinned told him everything he needed to know.

He closed the door quickly and drove off, legs pressed together as if that might somehow shrink his widening thighs.

But it didn't. 

And two days later, the panties were back.

Right on top of his boxers, folded neatly in the drawer. He frowned. “Amanda?”

She walked in, sipping coffee. “Yeah?”

“I think you made a mistake, dear. You put these in my drawer.”

She glanced over. Then laughed in his face. “Babe. You think I want those back after you’ve worn them all day? I don’t even share panties with my sisters. I love you, babe. But there are these things called boundaries.”

Lucas’s soft pale face flushed red-hot.

She smirked again. “You can keep them. Honestly... they look better on you anyway.”

Her tone was teasing. But her eyes? They weren’t joking.

And Lucas just stood there, staring down at the panties like they were evidence in a trial he’d already lost.
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Next week. Lucas stood in front of the open drawer, his eyes locked on the silky splash of color nestled between his old socks and a few pairs of boxer briefs that now looked hilariously oversized for his reshaped frame. 

They weren’t his.

They were panties. Not just any panties—several pairs, all neatly folded. Lacy, delicate, and far more elaborate than the black satin pair he’d nervously worn two days prior. Rose pink, lavender, deep red. A whole spectrum of femininity laid out like a challenge.

He swallowed hard, throat tight.

“Amanda?” he called, his voice cracking ever so slightly—higher than it used to be, and he could hear it himself now. “Um... did you, uh, put these in my drawer by accident?”

She stepped into the room, barefoot, looking annoyingly effortless in a loose tee and yoga pants that clung to her wide, fertile hips. She didn’t even look up from her phone. “No accident.”

Lucas blinked. “So... why are your panties in my drawer?”

Amanda finally looked up. “Stop being so damn dramatic,” she said flatly, walking past him toward the bed. “Wow. You really are acting like a woman these days.”

“I—what?! Don’t say that.” His arms crossed over his chest defensively, drawing attention to the soft curves he still wasn’t used to seeing on his own body. His tiny fists rested on his hips. He caught himself in the mirror. He looked like... like someone’s shy little sister, trying to throw a tantrum and failing miserably.

Amanda glanced at him with a smirk that was almost maternal. “Babe,” she said, sitting on the edge of the bed, “Look, I’m just trying to be realistic. Since the trial started, your body’s changed. You don’t fit into half your old clothes. Your briefs make you look like a butch chick doing bad cosplay. I’m not trying to hurt your feelings. I’m just trying to be real.”

Lucas flushed deep red. “That’s not fair. I didn’t ask for this. You know why I signed up for that trial.”

“Sure, I do.” She looked him up and down, calm as ever. “You wanted to feel like more of a man. And for a while, you did. But now... we’re in a different chapter, I guess.”

Lucas didn’t respond. He stared down at the drawer. The panties stared back.

“I had some old ones I don’t wear anymore. Thought maybe you’d be more comfortable. That’s all. No big deal,” she added casually. “You already admitted that the satin ones felt better on your skin. Right? Why suffer in rough seams and baggy cotton?”

He looked at his wifer, eyes wide. “You think these look better on me?”

She smiled slowly. “Of course. You’ve got a cute shape now. You’re softer. Rounder. And trust me, I notice. You walk around the house and those shorts barely cover anything anymore.”

He wanted to disappear. “But I’m still a man.”

“That’s up to you,” she said, standing and walking toward him. “But your body’s saying something else. Maybe it’s time to listen.”

Lucas didn’t move as she gently reached into the drawer, plucked a pair of soft lilac lace panties, and held them out to him. “Try these,” she said. “They’ll hug your hips in all the right places. Might even give that little peach of yours a cute helpful lift.”

“Amanda...”

“Just try. Humor me.”

He took them with trembling fingers. And minutes later, Lucas stood in the bedroom mirror, his shorts clinging tightly over the new pair of lace panties. His hips were wide, thighs full, and the way the lace framed the bottom swell of his ass—it was shocking. The panties fit. They didn’t just fit—they flattered.

He hated how good they felt. And even worse, how right Amanda had been.

She stepped back into the room, then paused. Her brows lifted.

“Well damn,” she said with a grin, voice low and amused. “That’s actually kind of hot.”

Lucas blushed so hard he thought his face might combust.

Amanda approached, slowly circling him like a lioness. “You really filled out, haven’t you?” she said, tracing a finger along the waistband. “This one... this one’s definitely staying.”

Lucas wanted to crawl under the bed. “Can we stop this now?”

“Sure,” she said. “One last thing.”

He looked at her, his face as red as a fire hydrant. He wanted to die. How could his wife be enjoying this so much? Didn’t she realize that this was ripping away his last shreds of dignity and masculinity?

As if reading her husband's thoughts, Amanda reached down and dragged the tip of her finger across the very small bulge in the front of his panties. "I see you, little guy! Remember when you used to be big? Now it's like you've..."

"Amanda!"

Covering her cruel laughter with a hand, his wife walked to the closet and pulled out something purple—lace, delicate, familiar.

Lucas recognized it instantly. The bra. The one she’d worn on their first date, all those years ago. It was the first time she let him take her shirt off. When he’d fumbled with the hooks and kissed her like his life depended on it. When he was the man.

Now?

“Good thing I didn’t throw this away,” she said, turning it over in her hands. “Back then, I barely filled it out. And now... neither do you. But that’s the point.”

His knees felt weak. “You’re not serious.”

She looked at him. “I am.”

“Amanda... I can’t—this is crazy. I don’t need a bra.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you?”

He looked down. The faint swell of B-cup breasts pushing against his shirt was undeniable. The soft jiggle when he moved, even faster.

“You’ve got breasts, baby,” she said softly. “Not your fault. Not your choice. But they’re here now. So why not give them a little... support?”

He hesitated, emotions churning behind his eyes.

Amanda softened her voice. “It’s not about embarrassment. It’s about acceptance. Comfort. Function. Hell, it might even make you feel... safe.”

Lucas slowly reached for the bra, heart hammering.

“Good,” Amanda whispered. “Let’s see how it fits.”
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The days blurred into weeks, and soon into months, and with each passing morning Lucas found himself waking in a body that felt a little less like his own.

He stood in front of the mirror one gray morning, towel wrapped tightly around his smaller waist, catching the gentle swell of his chest in profile. They weren’t pecs—not anymore. He had to admit it. They had the subtle but undeniable roundness of early-stage breasts, soft and weighty enough now that they jiggled slightly with every careless movement. His jawline had softened, cheeks fuller, lips pinker. Even his voice—once a gravelly baritone—now had an almost melodic lilt, especially when he got emotional. Which was... more often than he liked to admit.

The worst part? Amanda didn’t just accept it—she liked it.

At first, she’d treated his changes with a kind of nervous compassion. But lately, her glances were appraising. Almost playful. Even proud.

One night, after a long shower, Lucas emerged from the bathroom to find Amanda already in bed. She had set out a fresh pair of clothes for both of them—matching soft cotton tees with cute designs on the chest, and silky pink panties that shimmered in the lamplight.

Lucas paused. “Is this... supposed to be for me?”

Amanda smiled without even looking up from her phone. “Of course. What else would you wear to bed, babe?”

Lucas felt a jolt of resistance. But the truth was, his old boxers fit him like a joke now—bunched, awkward, and painfully tight in all the wrong places. He sighed, pulled the soft underwear up over his hips, and sank into bed beside her. They curled into one another instinctively—her hand around his waist, her fingers brushing the curve of his hip.

No sex. Not anymore. But a new kind of intimacy had taken root between them—slower, quieter, almost sisterly. They talked more. Cried together during reality TV finales. Painted each other's nails one lazy Sunday afternoon when Amanda said she “just couldn’t resist anymore.”  

Lucas hadn’t meant to let his hair grow this long—it now kissed his collarbones in soft waves, its color lightened to a near-platinum blonde. Amanda often ran her fingers through it absentmindedly while they watched TV.

“You have no idea how many girls would kill for hair like this,” she murmured once, and Lucas had turned away so she wouldn’t see his expression.

He couldn’t tell if he was flattered or humiliated. Maybe both.

Then came the gym suggestion.

Amanda had just gotten back from her session, bouncing into the kitchen in leggings and a crop top, a light sheen of sweat on her glowing skin. “Hey, you should come with me tomorrow. It’d be fun.”

“The Booty Temple?” Lucas blinked from where he sat at the table, quietly sipping chamomile tea instead of coffee—he found caffeine made him jittery now. “Your gym is girls only.”

Amanda raised an eyebrow, leaning against the counter with a knowing smirk. “And?”

He stared at her. “I’m a guy.”

Amanda didn’t laugh. She didn’t have to. Her smirk said everything.

“Trust me,” she said finally, walking over to ruffle his hair. “You’ll fit right in. They’re not gonna card you at the door. And besides—maybe it’d be good for you to feel... supported.”

Lucas flushed. He knew exactly what she meant. Her eyes dipped for just a moment to his chest. To his breasts.

He opened his mouth to protest, but all that came out was a soft, shaky, “I don’t think I’m ready.”

Amanda’s smile softened. She cupped his chin, made him look up at her. “You’re stronger than you think, babe. You’ve always been strong. This...” she gestured gently to his body, “doesn’t change that.”

But it did. He felt it every day. In every pair of panties folded neatly into his drawer. In the way Amanda looked at him—not with desire, not like before—but with affection. Like he was something delicate. Precious. Maybe even... pretty. And deep down, some part of him had started to believe it, too.
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They say couples who work out together, stay together. 

For Amanda and Lucas—though in the privacy of their home, she now called him “Lucy” with effortless warmth—the old saying had taken on a deeper, stranger truth.

The first time they stepped into Amanda’s all-female gym together, The Booty Temple, Amanda seemed to radiate confidence. Her stride was purposeful, her wide hips swaying in those high-waisted leggings that looked like they were made for her curves. Lucas—Lucy now—trailed just behind her, shoulders slightly hunched, long blonde hair pulled into a loose, messy ponytail. She wore a powder pink hoodie and sleek black leggings that clung to every curve of her reshaped lower body.

“Don’t slouch, Lucy,” Amanda said, using the name like it had always belonged to her. “You have a gorgeous figure. Show it.”

Lucy tried, lifting her chin and pulling her shoulders back. The sports bra Amanda had bought her offered more support than she’d expected—and more exposure. Every step reminded her of how her body had changed, the fabric tight across her softening chest.

"Amanda?" 

"Yeah, babe?"

"But... what about my thing?"

"What thing?" Amanda asked, arching an eyebrow with genuine curiosity.

Lucy looked around nervously then lowered her voice. "Down there, you know. I don't want to make anyone feel uncomfortable..."

Amanda grinned, placing a protective arm around Lucy's waist, pulling her into body like a big sister reassuring her little sister. "Just keep your panties on, babe, and there won't be any issue. Trust me. It's barely visible, even when you don't tuck it these days."

Lucy's humiliation spread across her face in deep reds. 

"Sorry," Amanda said, her eyes softening with the realization that she'd just accidently hurt someone else's feelings. "I wasn't trying to be mean. Damn it, my bad... My point is this. You'll be fine, babe. Can you keep you panties on?"

Lucy nodded, her face still stinging from Amanda's harsh — but very true — words.

That first workout at The Booty Temple had been awkward. 

Instinctively, Lucy had drifted toward the bench press, some ghost of old masculine habits steering her.

“Whoa, whoa,” Amanda had said with a laugh, linking her arm through Lucy’s. “We’re here for lower body today, remember? Glutes, thighs, hips. I’ve got a whole circuit planned. Bench pressing can wait.”

Lucy had obeyed, cheeks flushed. Amanda was so at home in this place—so admired. Other women greeted her with waves and warm smiles. Trainers approached her to praise her progress. Lucy, on the other hand, felt like an imposter. She moved through the routines with caution, unsure of her footing in this strange new world.

But something began to shift.

They became regulars. The gym staff started calling her Lucy without hesitation. She and Amanda began arriving in coordinated outfits—matching leggings, cropped tops, soft pastel gym bags. They giggled through hot yoga, traded gossip in the locker room, and cheered each other through endless reps of glute bridges and cable kickbacks.

One afternoon, as they were leaving The Booty Temple, a burly trucker slowed down near the entrance. He leaned out the window, grinning broadly, eyes roaming without shame.

“Hey blonde, you got a name?” he called, his attention locked on Lucy. "I got a phone if you want to put your number in it!"

Amanda smirked. “Looks like someone’s turning heads.”

Lucy flushed, quickly pulling up her hoodie. “He was looking at you.”

Amanda raised an eyebrow. “Sweetie, I’ve been hit on a hundred times in this parking lot. That one? That was all you.”

Lucy didn’t answer. She knew it too.

Later that week, Amanda brought up a new class.

“Twerking aerobics,” she said with a playful glint in her eye. “I signed us both up.”

Lucy laughed nervously. “Me? Twerking?”

“Why not?” Amanda replied, casually tossing her hair. “You’ve got the hips and buns for it now. Might as well learn how to move them.”

"Maybe," Lucy said, shaking her head in disbelief that they were even having this type of conversation. "It's definitely an idea though."

"Drives the boys wild!"

"Amanda!"

"Sorry, babe. Sometimes I forget that you're still my husband," Amanda said, pausing with a smirk on her lips. "Technically speaking."

The class was wild. Rap music blasted. The floor thumped with rhythm and laughter. At first, Lucy was stiff and unsure, each movement foreign. But Amanda was beside her, grinning, guiding her hips with firm, confident hands. And something clicked. Lucy began to move. Really move. Her leggings stretched and flexed with every shake, and the mirror didn’t lie—she looked like she belonged. Maybe more than belonged.

After class, their pretty faces sticky with sweat, cooling down with soy-based protein shakes, Amanda glanced over at partner, voice light but pointed.

“You know... I’ve been thinking. This whole thing—your body, your new name, our new rhythm—it just works, doesn’t it? Like we were always meant to be here.”

Lucy looked at her, uncertain. “Here, like... where?”

Amanda didn’t hesitate. “Here. As sisters. As women who push each other. Love each other. Grow together. You and me? We’re a team.”

"Ha, yeah, I guess," Lucy chuckled nervously. "Sisters?"

"Or BFFs," Amanda said, furrowing her brow in contemplation. "But it's even better because we trust each other and we don't have to worry about all that catty shit that most girlfriends have to worry about."

Lucy wanted to object. Some faint trace of Lucas still lingered, clinging to old certainties. But when Amanda reached out and gently tucked a strand of golden hair behind her ear, Lucy felt that resistance melt away, soft and sweet as sugar in tea.

Maybe it wasn’t the life Lucas had imagined. But Lucy? Lucy was just starting to bloom.
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Going to The Booty Temple together became their new favorite thing. They began joking that they'd become the perfect little gym bunnies.

Their bodies moved in tandem now—hips swaying, leggings clinging, curves complimenting each other like a perfectly matched set of parentheses. Amanda had always been magnetic, her figure commanding attention without effort, her confidence radiant and unshakable. But lately, it was Lucy who stole double-takes in the gym mirrors. Her waist had narrowed, her thighs thickened, her once-flat rear now blossomed into a soft, seductive arc — thanks to Amanda's insistence that they "live in the squat rack." Even the way Lucy walked had changed—tentative at first, but now infused with a slow, unconscious sway.

At home, their rituals had evolved into something delicate, intimate, and addicting. Amanda would help brush out Lucy’s hair after a workout, humming softly as she ran the brush through golden strands. Sometimes they would paint each other’s nails, or try on outfits together, holding each other’s hands up to the light to admire the shimmer of a new shade.

But the walls of their little sanctuary were beginning to feel... tight. Familiar. Too safe.

One evening, as they lay curled up on the couch, legs tangled under a plush throw, Amanda turned and studied Lucy with that gleam in her eye—the same one she got when she discovered a new glute circuit or a killer contour hack.

"You know what I think we need?" Amanda said, her tone light but deliberate.

Lucy raised an eyebrow, sipping her protein smoothie. "Let me guess. More weighted kickbacks?"

Amanda laughed. "No, sweetie. I mean out. Like... out out. A girls’ night. Real one. Music, drinks, dancing. Just us. No guys."

Lucy blinked. Her stomach flipped. “Out? Like... in public?”

Amanda shifted closer, nudging her teasingly. “What, are you worried about? There's a better chance — these days — that someone mistakes you for a giraffe than a man.” She grinned wide. “Lucy, baby—look at yourself. You’ve got hips that don’t quit, breasts that are too big for my old training bras, lashes for days, and a ghetto booty that makes mirrors blush.”

Lucy flushed and looked down, lips curling into an embarrassed smile. The giraffe comment landed, absurd enough to break the tension. She laughed. They both did—deep, full, sisterly laughter that bounced off the walls of their little home.

Still, Lucy hesitated.

Amanda’s brows lifted. “You’re adorable when you panic.” She leaned over, playful, her tight crop top revealing the soft swell of cleavage that always made Lucy’s gaze linger just a bit too long. “Yes. Outside. Dresses, makeup, heels. Loud music. Bad decisions. No boys allowed.”

Lucy sat up slowly, heart fluttering in her ribs. “I don’t know, Amanda."

Amanda brushed a sweaty strand of blonde hair from Lucy’s cheek, fingers warm and unhurried. Her gaze was soft, but confident—protective, even. The shift between them—once wife and husband—had grown so fluid, so strange, so right. Amanda was no longer just a partner.

That evening, Amanda went hunting online. After a few scrolls and clicks, she found it: a club downtown known as “Club Swirl.” Every Thursday, it hosted Girls Night Only. No men. Just women. All types. All kinds. The location was sketchy—graffiti-tagged streets, flickering neon—but the reviews were glowing.

One review from a leggy brunette named Cassidy read:

“Never felt more alive. It’s like stepping into another universe—where the rules are different, and we make them. 10/10 would strut again.”

Another woman, Ingrid, posted:

“Ladies, you have to go. It's not just a club—it’s a whole damn vibe. Bring your curves, your confidence, and don’t wear anything you’re not ready to sweat through.”

Amanda's eyes twinkled with anticipation. She turned her laptop around. “What do you think?”

Lucy’s stomach tightened as she scanned the sultry reviews. “I don’t know, Amanda... it looks kind of intense. And it’s in a really sketchy area.”

Amanda rolled her eyes. “Come on, scaredy-cat. There aren’t even guys there. You’ve seen what you look like in a bodycon dress. If anything, we’ll be the dangerous ones.”

Lucy bit her lip, cheeks flushed. Then she gave a slow nod, unsure but trusting her —sister? Because that’s what Amanda was now. Not just a partner. Not just a wife. She was something else—anchor, guide, muse. Big sister.

The night of the outing, their home transformed into a beauty salon of giggles and glam. They spent hours getting ready in front of the vanity mirror they now shared. The bedroom smelled like body lotion, coconut-scented hair serum, and warm perfume. Rap music pulsed from Amanda’s Bluetooth speaker—something sultry and low that matched the beat of their slow, deliberate transformations.

Amanda moved through her routine like a professional—tight smoky eye, nude gloss, hair straight and sleek. She wore a skintight mocha-colored minidress that hugged her figure like a secret. Lucy, on the other hand, was all nerves and indecision. She changed outfits four times, each time standing in front of the mirror longer than the last. A little black dress? Too revealing. Jean skirt and crop top? Too casual. Leopard print jumpsuit? Too much. Finally, she settled on a soft lavender bodycon dress that clung just right to her hips and hugged the new softness of her upper body. Her cleavage—still unfamiliar, still surprising—looked more pronounced than she remembered.

“Need help with your lashes again?” Amanda called from the vanity.

Lucy rolled her eyes but smiled. “Yes, please.”

When they finally stood side-by-side, ready to leave, Amanda grinned and looked at her with warm mischief. “You know,” she said, tapping her watch. “Back in the day, you used to groan if I took more than twenty minutes to get ready. Now look at you. Took me forty. You? Nearly an hour.”

Lucy scoffed, but laughed. “Shut up.”

Amanda leaned in and pressed a kiss to her cheek. “I love this version of you. I hope you know that.”

Lucy’s heart fluttered. Not romantically. Not exactly. But deep. In that warm, full way that made her feel seen—loved—down to the bones of who she was becoming.

They stepped into the night, heels clicking, hips swaying, cleavage bouncing, two sisters ready for a world that had no idea what was coming...

And as the cab pulled away from the curb, Amanda whispered, just loud enough to be heard over the rumble of the city: “Let’s go turn some heads, baby sister.”

Lucy smiled. "Let's."

As the city lights blurred past the window, Lucy felt something stir in her—something old and new at once. Maybe it was adrenaline. Maybe it was desire. But as she looked over at Amanda—her big sister, her lover, her architect—she felt it. She was ready. Or at least, she wanted to be.
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The cab turned off the main strip and rolled deeper into the city’s underbelly. As the streetlights grew dimmer and the roads more pockmarked, Lucy’s anxiety crept up her spine like cold fingertips. Graffiti sprawled across every alley wall, storefronts had their gates pulled down like clenched jaws, and neon signs flickered half-dead in the night. 

“Are you sure this is the place?” Lucy asked, her voice tight.

Amanda leaned over, squinting through the tinted window. The car rumbled past a boarded-up pawn shop and a group of men loitering beside a liquor store, their voices echoing under the hum of the streetlights.

“Yeah,” she said slowly. “It’s the address. Look—there.” She pointed to a blacked-out door beneath a glowing pink swirl of neon. Club Swirl loomed ahead, its glowing sign casting a pink and purple haze over the cracked pavement, a ripple of bass thudding from behind the walls like a distant heartbeat.

Lucy’s fingers tightened on her clutch. “Amanda... this place looks like a trap.”

Just as she was about to say turn the car around, Amanda reached over and threaded her fingers through hers—warm, strong, grounding. Her thumb brushed Lucy’s knuckles as she gave her hand a squeeze.

“Hey,” Amanda said gently. “You’re safe. I’ve got you, okay?”

Lucy looked over, breath catching slightly. There was that tone again—that firm, protective note Amanda had been using more and more. Not possessive, but anchoring. Like a big sister who would throw hands before letting anything happen to her baby girl. Lucy nodded slowly. If Amanda said it was fine... maybe it was.

They stepped out of the cab.

The club's entrance was bathed in low purple light. A short line of women stretched along the graffitied wall—tattooed girls in fishnets, glam brunettes in glittery dresses, thick-thighed queens in sky-high heels. The bass vibrated under their stilettos like it was alive.

“Damn,” Amanda muttered with a grin. “We should’ve pre-gamed harder. This crowd’s already lit.”

Lucy tried to laugh, but her focus was fixed on the two towering black bouncers who stood at the door, their arms crossed over their broad chests. Lucy’s heart pounded as they approached. One of the giant black brutes looked like he moonlighted as a linebacker; the other had a neck wider than his jaw. Both wore tight black tees, arms crossed like granite statues. Their eyes swept the line, lingering on curves, faces, heels, cleavage.

Lucy tensed when they got to her.

“ID,” he demanded, his voice deep and gravelly.

Lucy’s fingers fumbled in her tiny purse, cheeks flushed. She hated how her hands shook—how under their gaze she suddenly felt exposed, raw, fake.

But Amanda stepped in with perfect timing, one hip cocked, lips in a smirk.

“Come on, look at her,” she teased, sliding an arm around Lucy’s waist like a proud older sister. “You really think this one isn’t old enough? Trust me—she’s got mileage. She just moisturizes.”

The men barked out laughter. One leaned in toward Lucy, smirking. “Mileage, huh? Damn... you sure know how to hide it, baby.”

The other bouncer winked at Lucy, a sly grin spreading across his face. “Just remember,” he said, his voice low. “Once you go black, you don’t go back.”

Lucy’s blush deepened to her chest. Amanda just winked and tugged her past them into the club.

Inside, it was like entering into another dimension.

The moment they stepped into the club, Lucy was hit with a wall of sound—the bass from the blaring rap music vibrating through her chest. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, perfume, and alcohol. The dance floor was packed, a sea of bodies moving in sync with the pulsing beat. 

Tonight Club Swirl was packed—wall to wall with women in everything from leather harnesses to chiffon slip dresses. The air shimmered with perfume, sweat, and the throb of sensuality. Women danced on elevated platforms, their silhouettes sliding and grinding against pole-lit shadows. Others lounged in velvet booths, sipping glowing drinks that pulsed neon in the dark. The ceiling was low, the air thick with rhythm and pheromones.

As they made their way to the bar, Lucy noticed the way heads turned—not just toward Amanda, but toward her, too. It was still surreal, this new attention. Her long blonde hair brushed against her shoulders as she walked, and she could feel the softness of her body with every step.

And they didn’t go unnoticed. 

Two tall, square-jawed women—one in a sequined bodysuit, the other in tailored pants and a corset—zeroed in, eyes tracking the curves of Amanda’s hips and the way Lucy’s legs shimmered under her tight mini.

“Damn, fresh meat,” one of the butch lesbians murmured, licking her lips.

Lucy pressed closer to Amanda, heart racing. But Amanda? She just grinned and tossed a look over her shoulder like let them stare.

At the bar, the bartender, a handsome black man with a sly smile, greeted them. “What’ll it be, ladies?”

Amanda didn’t hesitate. “Bartender's choice!" 

The black man smiled at the white women and served up some special “Lady Cocktails”—flirty drinks with flirty names: a “Peachy Princess” for Amanda, a “Blush Bomb” for Lucy. Both were loaded with sugar and just enough vodka to erase hesitation.

Lucy felt the alcohol bloom in her veins fast.

Suddenly, everything was softer. Louder. Sexier. The beat moved through her hips. She glanced over at Amanda, who was sipping through a straw, watching her with that knowing sparkle.

“You okay?” Amanda asked.

Lucy nodded, lips tingling. “I think I’m... good.”

“Good,” Amanda purred. “Because you owe me a dance.”

Despite her reservations, Lucy let herself be pulled onto the dance floor. The crowd enveloped them, the music thumping in her chest. Amanda started moving first, her hips swaying fluidly to the beat. Lucy hesitated, but the alcohol was already loosening her inhibitions. She closed her eyes and let the music guide her, her body starting to move almost on its own.

The music shifted—something bass-heavy, soaked in attitude. The kind of beat you didn’t dance to, you surrendered to.

Lucy started slow—tentative hips, tight arms. But the drink, the heat, the attention—it loosened her. Her movements got bolder. Her body rolled. Her ass popped. Her hands grazed her thighs.

Then, suddenly, Amanda was behind her.

Lucy gasped softly as Amanda’s hands slid over her hips—slow, deliberate, grounding her again. Their bodies moved together, Amanda’s curves pressed tight behind her, thighs brushing, breath hot against her neck.

Lucy let her head fall back. She laughed—truly laughed—as Amanda whispered, “God, look at you. You’re on fire.”

Lucy opened her eyes to the kaleidoscope of color, mirrors, lights, and the sea of women undulating around them. And in that moment, she wasn’t Lucas. She wasn’t even confused.

She was Lucy. Sexy. Seen. Desired.

And dancing with the woman who’d broken her down and built her back up, piece by intoxicating piece.

Suddenly Amanda's mouth clamped onto Lucy's, both women tasting the sweetness of alcohol on each other's glossy red lips.

The kiss on the dance floor had left Lucy’s mind spinning, her body tingling in ways she hadn’t felt in months. 

Amanda’s confidence was intoxicating, her touch electric, and Lucy couldn’t help but feel herself getting swept up in the moment. The rap music was pounding, the bass vibrating through their bodies as they moved together, hips swaying, their laughter mingling with the beat.

But they weren’t the only ones enjoying the show.

From the corner of her eye, Lucy noticed a pair of short-haired lesbians leaning against the bar, their eyes locked on her and Amanda. One of them smirked, raising her glass in their direction before taking a slow sip. Lucy felt a flush rising to her cheeks, but Amanda only laughed, pulling her closer.

“Looks like we’ve got an audience,” Amanda whispered into her ear, her breath warm and teasing.

Lucy giggled nervously, her hands resting on Amanda’s hips. “What do we do?”

“We keep dancing,” Amanda replied, her voice laced with mischief. Her hands slid lower, gripping Lucy’s hips as she guided her into a slow, deliberate grind. The lesbians cheered, sending over another round of drinks, which Amanda eagerly accepted.

“To new adventures,” Amanda said, clinking her glass against Lucy’s before taking a long sip.

Lucy hesitated, but the alcohol was way past working its magic, loosening her inhibitions. She took a drink, the sweet tang of the cocktail warming her from the inside out. The more they danced, the more the world outside the club faded away, leaving only the two of them, lost in the rhythm and each other.

But they weren’t just being watched by the lesbians.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Across the room, amid the haze, standing like a monarch surveying his domain, was King.

King was hard to miss. 

He stood near the velvet rope entrance to the VIP section, posture relaxed but commanding. His black slacks were creased perfectly, hugging his powerful legs. A white button-up shirt clung to his broad chest, the top two buttons undone to show a hint of silver chain stretched across his thick neck. On one wrist, a gold Rolex gleamed in the lights. His hands, tattooed with symbols and names, rested on his hips. 

King was bald, mostly—just a trace of fuzz on his crown, not from neglect but from inevitability. His mustache was thick and sharp above his full, luscious lips. He didn’t just look good for his age—he looked better than most men ever did. Everything about him said: power, confidence, ownership. His name wasn’t a nickname. It was a truth.

Beside him, Devontay stood like a sentry—shoulders wide as the door he guarded earlier, arms crossed over his chest. The younger man was built like a linebacker, in a tight black tee that clung to his muscle. Devontay's eyes moved less than King’s, but both men were locked in on the same thing.

Amanda and Lucy danced at the center of the floor, hips swaying in hypnotic unison. They moved together like they’d been dancing all their lives, bodies pressed close, eyes flashing with heat and mischief.

King let out a low chuckle, not taking his eyes off them. “You see that, Devontay?” he said, voice low and rich like dark velvet. “That’s the kind of energy you don’t teach. That’s raw.”

Devontay nodded slowly, lips parting as if to speak but not quite. His gaze stayed fixed.

“Yeah,” he said finally. “That’s different.”

King smiled, the kind of smile that came with years of knowing exactly how the night was going to unfold. He took a sip from the glass in his hand, gold ring catching the light, then glanced sideways at his bouncer.

“I might have to introduce myself before the night’s out.”

Devontay laughed under his breath. “Damn, boss, them white girls got some serious rhythm,” Devontay said, chuckling. “They must have some black in them.”

King smirked, his thick lips curving upward. “I doubt it,” he replied, his deep voice rumbling like distant thunder. “But they’re about to.”

The words sent a shiver down Devontay’s spine, but he didn’t question it. King had a way of making things happen, and tonight was no exception.

As the night wore on, King made his move. 

He approached the dance floor, his hypermasculine presence commanding attention. The crowd of women parted, giving him a wide berth as he walked up to Lucy and Amanda, his gold Rolex glinting under the strobe lights.

“Ladies,” he said, his voice smooth and inviting. “I couldn’t help but notice you two tearing up the dance floor. How about a drink in the VIP section? My treat.”

Amanda glanced at Lucy, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “What do you think, babe? Should we?”

Lucy hesitated, her stomach fluttering with a mix of nerves and curiosity. She looked up at King, his bald head glistening under the lights, his mustache framing those full lips. There was something undeniably magnetic about him, something that made her want to say yes despite the voice in the back of her head screaming no.

“Okay,” she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper.

King grinned, offering them his arms. “Right this way, ladies.”

They followed him to the VIP section, where Devontay was already waiting with a tray of drinks. He handed one to each of them, his smile wide and welcoming.

“You ladies are something else,” he said, his eyes lingering on Lucy. “You’ve got some serious moves.”

Lucy blushed, taking a sip of her drink. “Thanks,” she mumbled, her cheeks burning.

Devontay leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a low purr. “You’re a natural. You ever thought about dancing professionally?”

Lucy shook her head, her heart racing. “No, I... Amanda and I just take classes at The Booty Temple.”

Devontay’s grin widened. “The Booty Temple, huh? Sounds like my kind of place.”

Lucy laughed nervously, her eyes darting to Amanda, who was deep in conversation with King. The older man had his dark-skinned arm around her shoulders, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her arm as she laughed at something he said. Lucy felt a pang of jealousy mixed with something else—something she couldn’t quite put into words.

Meanwhile, King was growing bolder. His hand slid lower, resting on Amanda’s thigh as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “You know, I’ve never met a woman quite like you,” he murmured, his voice sending shivers down her spine.

Amanda giggled, her cheeks flushed. “Oh, really? What’s so special about me?”

King’s hand moved higher, his fingers grazing the hem of her dress. “You’re confident, sexy, and you’ve got a fire in you that’s impossible to ignore.”

Amanda’s breath hitched, her body leaning into his touch. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lucy watched, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the tension in the room, the air thick with desire. She wanted to intervene, to pull Amanda away from King, but the girl inside her—the one who loved Amanda more than anything—was screaming at her to let it happen.

But Lucas—the part of her that still remembered being Amanda’s husband—was furious.

“Amanda,” Lucy finally blurted out, her voice trembling. “Can we talk?”

Amanda looked up, her eyes glazed with alcohol and desire. “What’s wrong, babe?”

Lucy took a deep breath, her hands clenched into fists at her sides. “She's my wife. I mean... I’m her... husband.”

The room fell silent, the weight of her words hanging in the air like a heavy fog. King and Devontay exchanged a glance, their expressions unreadable. Amanda’s eyes widened, her lips parting in shock.

“Lucy...?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Lucy felt her heart breaking, but she couldn’t stop now. “I’m still Lucas, Amanda. I’m still your husband.”

The silence stretched on, the tension unbearable.

Finally, King’s deep chuckle rumbled through the VIP lounge as he leaned back in his plush chair, his gold Rolex glinting under the dim lights. “Well, well, well,” he drawled, his voice thick with amusement. “Lucy, huh? And here I thought this was strictly a ladies’ night. You got some explaining to do, sweetheart.”

Lucy froze, her face flushing crimson. Her hands trembled at her sides, and she could feel the weight of every eye in the room on her. Amanda, still standing beside her, pressed closer, her body warm and reassuring, though Lucy could sense the tension in her too.

“It’s not like I lied,” Lucy stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I just...it’s complicated.”

“Complicated?” King repeated, raising an eyebrow. His lips curled into a sly smile, but there was a glint in his eyes that made Lucy’s stomach twist. “Honey, this club has rules. And you just broke one of ’em. Now, I’m a man of fairness, but there’s gotta be consequences.”

Lucy’s heart pounded in her chest. “Consequences? What do you mean?”

King leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. His dark eyes locked onto hers, unblinking. “Ain’t nothing too extreme. Just a little dance for the crowd. You don’t gotta get naked—just down to your bra and panties. Call it...a fine for breaking the rules.”

Lucy’s jaw dropped. “What? No way! I’m not doing that.”

Amanda, however, seemed to be considering it. She tilted her head, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Come on, Lucy,” she said, her voice soft but persuasive. “It’s just a little fun. You’ve been so wound up lately. This could be one of those nights we look back on and laugh about when we’re old.”

Lucy turned to her, wide-eyed. “You can’t be serious.”

Amanda shrugged, her mocha-colored dress clinging to her curves as she moved. “Why not? Live a little, girl. You’ve got a killer body—let the world see it.”

Before Lucy could protest further, King snapped his fingers. Almost instantly, a tray of tequila shots appeared, accompanied by limes and salt. The older man smirked. “Liquid courage,” he said, gesturing to the tray. “Take your pick.”

Lucy hesitated, glancing between the tequila and the expectant faces around her. Her heart was racing, but the warmth of the alcohol already in her veins made her feel slightly braver. Maybe, she thought, just maybe, I can do this.

With a deep breath, she reached for a shot, downed it in one gulp, and slammed the glass back onto the tray. “Fine,” she said, her voice shaky but resolute. “I’ll do it.”

The crowd erupted into cheers as the DJ abruptly cut the music. “Ladies and ladies,” the DJ announced, his voice booming through the speakers. “We’ve got a special treat for y’all tonight. Give it up for... Lucy!”

Lucy’s legs felt like jelly as she was escorted to the small stage in the center of the club. The spotlight hit her, and she blinked against the brightness, her lavender dress shimmering under the lights. The sea of faces staring up at her was overwhelming, and for a moment, she thought she might faint.

“Take it off!” someone shouted from the crowd, followed by a chorus of laughter and encouragement.

Lucy’s hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. Her body felt frozen, her mind a whirlwind of panic and embarrassment. I can’t do this, she thought desperately. I can’t.

But then, a familiar figure stepped onto the stage beside her. Amanda’s warm hand slipped into hers, and her voice was a calming anchor in the chaos. “Just focus on me,” she said, her eyes locked on Lucy’s. “We’ve got this. We’ve been training at the gym for months. Let’s show these girls what we’re working with.”

Lucy blinked, her breathing still shallow, but something in Amanda’s confidence steadied her. She nodded slowly, and then, as the music started up again—a slow, sultry beat—they began to move together.

At first, Lucy’s movements were awkward and hesitant, but Amanda’s guidance was unwavering. They swayed their hips in sync, their bodies pressed close, and soon Lucy found herself letting go, losing herself in the rhythm and the heat of the moment. The crowd’s cheers faded into the background, and all she could focus on was Amanda—her smile, her touch, her presence.

Then, as the beat intensified, Amanda leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, a tender press of lips, but it quickly deepened, their bodies molding together as the crowd erupted into cheers and whistles. Lucy forgot her nerves, forgot the crowd, forgot everything but the way Amanda’s lips felt against hers.

Breaking the kiss, Amanda smiled at her, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Ready?” she whispered.

Lucy nodded, her confidence growing. Together, they began to dance more boldly, their hips rolling in perfect harmony. Amanda’s hands found Lucy’s waist, guiding her movements as they slowly, teasingly, began to peel off their dresses. The fabric pooled around their feet, revealing matching sets of lace bras and panties that left little to the imagination. 

The crowd went wild, their cheers deafening as Lucy and Amanda pressed their bodies together, their movements fluid and sensual. Lucy could feel the heat of the spotlight, the thrill of the crowd’s energy, but most of all, she felt alive—truly, unapologetically alive.

But dancing in their high heels was proving more difficult than expected, and Amanda kicked hers off first, gestured for Lucy to do the same.

"Better, right?" 

"Yeah, easier," said Lucy, barely able to hear her own thoughts over the rap music.

King, meanwhile, was watching from the sidelines. He narrowed his eyes, his big jaw tightening as he observed the two gorgeous Caucasian women on stage. His big bejeweled African fingers drummed against the armrest of his chair, his expression unreadable. 

Beside him, Devontay leaned in, his sly grin widening. “Boss, you seeing this? Whiteboys out there becoming snowbunnies! She got ass like a black girl! They both do!"

King didn’t respond, his intense gaze locked on Lucy and Amanda as they shook their wide hips to the pulsating rap music. The sight of their bare ivory skin, glistening under the lights, was undeniably captivating. For a moment, he seemed to consider something, his dark eyes narrowing further.

Finally, he leaned back, his lips curling into a slow, calculating smile. “Let ’em have their fun,” he said, his voice low. “But mark my words... Both of them white bitches are taking a ride on the BBC train tonight."
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Chapter Fourteen
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The DJ’s voice boomed through the speakers, ricocheting off the walls of Club Swirl like a thunderclap. “Alright, ladies and... well, more ladies,” he chuckled, “it’s time for the moment you’ve all been waiting for—the lap dance contest! Let’s see which of our lovely snowbunnies can bring the heat!”

Lucy’s stomach dropped. She turned around, her heart pounding in her chest, and there they were: King and Devontay, already seated on the stage, their broad frames taking up the chairs like titans. King’s gold Rolex gleamed under the strobe lights, his thick lips curled into a sly, expectant grin. Devontay, younger but no less intimidating, leaned back with a devilish smirk, his eyes locked on Lucy like a predator eyeing its prey.

Amanda, on the other hand, was thrilled. Her cheeks were flushed with excitement, her eyes gleaming as she grabbed Lucy’s hand. “Come on, Ash! Let’s give them a show they’ll never forget!”

Amanda, no!” Lucy hissed, her voice barely audible over the pounding bass. “This is insane! I can’t—I won’t—”

But before she could protest further, the crowd erupted into cheers. “You go, girls!” “Bounce those booties!” “Snowbunnies in the house!” The sea of mostly white women, drunk on cheap cocktails and the thrill of Lady’s Night, chanted and clapped, their voices merging into a cacophony of encouragement.

Amanda’s grip tightened around Lucy’s wrist. “Relax, babe. It’s just a little fun. Besides,” she added with a wink, “you’ve got nothing to be shy about. Look at you—you’re stunning.”

Lucy’s protest died on her lips as Amanda pulled her toward the stage. The music shifted, the beat slower, heavier, more deliberate. The crowd roared as King and Devontay leaned back in their chairs, their expressions equal parts amusement and anticipation.

Before Lucy could fully process what was happening, Amanda was already climbing onto King’s lap. She swayed her hips with practiced ease, her mocha-colored skin glowing under the lights. King’s hands immediately found her waist, his fingers splayed across her curves possessively.

Lucy, meanwhile, stood frozen, her lavender dress feeling like a prison. The crowd’s chants grew louder, more insistent. “Come on, snowbunny!” “Give it to him!” Devontay’s smirk widened as he patted his thigh, inviting her closer.

Her legs moved on their own, driven by a mix of alcohol, peer pressure, and something else she couldn’t quite name. She climbed onto Devontay’s lap, her heart hammering in her chest. The feel of his muscular thighs beneath her was jarring, his presence overwhelming.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Devontay purred, his voice deep and smooth. “Let’s see what you got.”

The music pulsed, and Lucy began to move, her hips swaying awkwardly at first. But as the crowd cheered her on, she found herself loosening up, her movements becoming more fluid, more confident. Devontay’s hands slid up her thighs, his touch sending shivers down her spine.

Across the stage, Amanda was in her element. She leaned back against King, her hips grinding against him as she ran her hands through her hair. King’s expression was one of pure satisfaction, his hands roaming her body with shameless ease.

Lucy’s breath hitched as Devontay’s fingers brushed against the lace of her panties. She froze, her cheeks burning with humiliation, but Devontay just grinned. “Relax, snowbunny. You’re doing great.”

Her eyes darted to Amanda, who met her gaze and gave her an encouraging wink. “You go, girl!” Amanda mouthed, her smile radiant.

The crowd’s cheers grew deafening as the women switched men. Lucy found herself on King’s lap, her body trembling as his hands gripped her hips. His touch was firm, commanding, and she couldn’t help but respond, her body moving in time with the music.

King’s lips curled into a sly smile as he leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you, snowbunny?”

Before she could reply, his hand brushed against the front of her panties, and she gasped, her body betraying her. To her horror, she felt herself growing erect, a sensation she hadn’t experienced in months. But the drugs had done their work, and her petite size ensured that no one would notice.

Still, the humiliation was overwhelming. Her eyes darted to Amanda, who was now grinding on Devontay with abandon. The enormous man’s hands roamed her body freely, like they owned her, his grin wide as he whispered something in her ear that made Amanda laugh.

“Relax,” King murmured, his voice low and smooth. He could see Lucy starting to freak out as Amanda bounced against the black bouncer, a man she'd only met a couple of hours ago, if that. “Just let go. Enjoy yourself.”

The words were a command, not a suggestion. Lucy’s body responded instinctively, her newly wide hips moving in time with the aggressive rap music. King’s big black hands slid up her ivory thighs, his touch both possessive and reassuring.

“There you go,” he purred, his voice dripping with approval. “That’s my snowbunny. You're making my BBC so hard. Do you see what you did?” He grinned down at the huge outline of an erection his slacks. "You know what BBC is, right baby girl?"

Lucy shook her head, understanding he wasn't referring to a news station in England. 

"Big. Black Cock."

"Oh," she gasped... "OH!"

"Relax, Lucy, we're going to be friends, I promise, snowbunny. I got you."

Lucy closed her eyes, reminded herself not to overthink things. Just live in the moment. Amanda was right. One day they'd be an old married couple, and they'd look back on this night and have a laugh at their younger wild days.

Meanwhile, the aggressive bass of the rap music pounded through the club like a heartbeat, drowning out almost all coherent thoughts. 

The girls were still dancing, showing off all the twerking skills they'd learned at The Booty Temple.

Lucy and Amanda, bent at the waist, their panty-clad asses pushed out, moved in unison. Rising, lowering, their soft white hips swayed in a rhythm that was both humiliating and intoxicating. Lucy could feel the heat of the spotlight on her back, the weight of all those eyes watching her, judging her. She glanced over at Amanda, whose heart-shaped face was flushed with excitement, her tan-colored white skin glistening with sweat.

Lucy’s cheeks burned. What the hell are we doing? she thought, again, but her body didn’t stop moving. It was as if the rap music had taken control of her, guiding her womanly hips, forcing her to keep bouncing, keep swaying, keep pushing her round white bubble butt out for the crowd. Her lavender bodycon dress lay discarded somewhere behind them, a reminder of how much she’d surrendered tonight... how much she'd surrendered since taking that awful medication that turned her into... this!

Amanda let out a laugh, loud and bold, her confidence unwavering. “Come on, babe! Show them what you’ve got!” she shouted over the music, her voice dripping with mischief. Lucy wanted to protest, to tell her this was insanity, but again the words caught in her throat. Instead, she found herself mimicking Amanda’s raunchy movements, their bodies syncing in a way that felt almost natural, like they were twins.

Then Lucy’s eyes flicked toward the black men seated behind them. 

King, the bald owner of the club, sat with his powerful legs spread, his thick lips curled into a smirk. His gold Rolex glinted under the stage lights as his eyes raked over her body. Lucy could see the outline of his cock, hard and enormous, pressing against his trousers. A shiver ran down her spine, and for a moment, she froze. 

Disgusting, she thought, but the thought didn’t linger. 

Instead, a strange sense of pride bubbled up inside her. He’s turned on by me. By us. The contrast between his hyper-masculine presence and her soft, feminine curves was impossible to ignore. It was taboo, forbidden, and yet... it felt good. Natural.

Beside King, Devontay leaned back in his chair, his sly grin wider than ever. His eyes were locked on Amanda, who was grinding her white bubble butt on him with reckless abandon. Almost violently. The outline of his cock was just as prominent as King’s, maybe even bigger, his arousal impossible to hide. Lucy could hear Amanda’s playful giggles, her voice low and sultry as she teased him.

The DJ’s voice boomed over the speakers, the lyrics of the song almost taunting them.

“Snowbunny bounce! White meat makes me pounce! Gonna take every black ounce! Gimme that snowbunny bounce!”

The crowd of women — mostly white women — erupted in cheers, their voices blending with the music in a deafening roar. Lucy’s heart raced, her body moving on autopilot as she continued to bounce, her curvy ass jiggling with every motion. She could feel the sweat dripping down her back, the ache in her thighs growing with every second. But she didn’t stop. She couldn’t.

When the song finally ended, the crowd erupted into applause, the cheers so loud they almost drowned out the music. 

Lucy’s chest heaved as she straightened up, her face sticky with sweat. Amanda was grinning ear to ear, her confidence radiating like a spotlight.

“We killed it!” Amanda shouted, wrapping an arm around Lucy’s shoulders. Lucy forced a smile, but her mind was still reeling. What the hell just happened?

It was time to get off the stage. 

That much was certain.

The two women bent over to retrieve their dresses, their panty-clad asses sticking up in the air as they reached for the fabric. The crowd roared again, the sound almost overwhelming. Lucy’s cheeks burned as she grabbed her lavender dress, her little pale hands trembling slightly.

But before either of them could slip their dresses back on, two large sets of ebony hands wrapped around their dainty waists, lifting them off the ground.

“What the fuck?” Amanda shouted, kicking her pale legs in protest. Lucy’s heart leaped into her throat as she felt herself being hoisted into the air, her bare legs also dangling helplessly.

“Let us down! Hey, seriously, guys!” Lucy cried, her voice panicked. She twisted in King's grip, but his arms were like steel, unyielding and strong.

King chuckled, his voice low and amused. “Can’t let you walk back there, sweethearts. Broken glass. Wouldn’t want you cutting those pretty feet, now would we?”

Lucy’s stomach churned as she realized what was happening. King’s big black hands were cupped under her ass, her legs instinctively wrapping around his bulky frame for support. She could feel the heat of his body, the hardness of his cock pressing against her thigh. This is so wrong, she thought, but a small part of her couldn’t help but feel... aroused. The front of her panties bulged with all two inches of what was left of her manhood.

Amanda was in the same position, her legs wrapped around Devontay’s strong torso as he carried her with ease. She didn’t seem nearly as panicked as Lucy, her laughter echoing through the club as they were carried off the stage.

“Relax, snowbunny, baby girl,” Devontay said, his voice smooth as silk. “We’re just taking care of you.”

Holding onto her dress, just like Amanda was, Lucy's little heart pounded as the two women were carried off by the big black brutes, headed toward the private back room, the crowd’s cheers growing fainter with every step. Even worse, Lucy could feel the club owner's big cock pressing against her, the outline of it unmistakable even through his pants. She wanted to protest more, put a stop to this before things got too far. After all, Amanda was still her goddamn wife. And technically, she was still Amanda's goddamn husband. But it wasn't that easy. Something primal and taken over her thoughts. Her body betrayed her, a warmth spreading through her core that she couldn’t ignore. She'd never felt so submissive and feminine in her life.

The door to the back room swung open, and King stepped inside, followed closely by Devontay. The room was dimly lit, the air heavy with anticipation. Lucy’s breath hitched as King lowered her onto a plush couch, his hands lingering on her thighs for just a moment too long.

“Now,” King said, his voice dripping with authority. “Let’s see what else you’ve got to offer, snowbunnies.”

Lucy’s eyes widened, her mind racing. This can’t be happening. But as she looked over at Amanda, who was already grinning like she’d won the lottery, she knew there was no turning back.

“Relax, Lucy,” King said, his voice low and commanding. “We’re going to be good friends, I promise.”
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Chapter Fifteen
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The seedy back room felt electric, the air thick with anticipation. Lucy and Amanda sat side by side on the couch, their discarded dresses clutched tightly in their hands. They were down to just their bras and panties, their curvy white bodies exposed, their vulnerability palpable. Lucy’s chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, her nails digging into the fabric of her dress. Amanda, on the other hand, seemed to be riding a wave of excitement, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted slightly as she watched King and Devontay with a mix of curiosity and reluctance.

King unbuckled his belt first, the sound of the leather sliding free echoing in the room. 

Lucy’s eyes flicked down, then back up to his face, her breath catching in her throat. He smirked, his thick African lips curling as he slowly undid the button of his pants. Devontay mirrored him, his sly grin never leaving his face. The two dark-skinned men moved in unison, as if choreographed, their confidence radiating like heat.

King’s pants slid down his thick, muscular legs, revealing black boxer briefs that clung to his frame. The horse-sized bulge beneath the fabric was undeniable, straining against the material. Devontay’s pants followed, and the sight of him left Lucy’s mouth dry. The two men stood there, their underwear tented, their giant black hands moving to the waistbands in a slow, deliberate motion.

King went first, his fingers hooking into the elastic. He pulled his boxers down, and Lucy’s breath hitched. His cock sprang free, thick and long, a deep shade of ebony that seemed to glisten under the dim light. The head was massive, a dark purple that contrasted with the rest of his shaft. His balls hung heavy beneath, the same deep hue, full and tight. The musky scent of him filled the air, overwhelming her senses.

Devontay wasn’t far behind. His cock was slightly longer, if possible, and thinner at the base but flared out into a bulbous head that made Lucy’s stomach tighten. His shaft was a deep, rich brown, the veins running along it more pronounced. His balls were smaller but looked no less potent, the scent of him mixing with King’s, creating an intoxicating aroma that made Lucy’s head swim.

That's when Amanda let out a soft gasp, her eyes wide as she took them in. Lucy couldn’t help but glance at her, seeing the mix of fear and fascination in her eyes. Was this really happening? Were they really about to do this? Together? King stepped closer, his cock bobbing slightly as he moved. He reached out, his large hand cupping Lucy’s chin, forcing her to look up at him.

“Open, snowbunny,” he commanded, his voice low and gravelly.

Lucy’s lips trembled, but she obeyed, parting them slightly. 

King’s smirk widened, and he guided the head of his BBC to her mouth. Lucy’s eyes flicked to Amanda, who was watching intently, her own lips parting as Devontay moved in front of her. The younger man didn’t wait for a command. He grabbed the back of Amanda’s head gently but firmly and pushed the tip of his cock between her lips.

Lucy felt the heat of King’s cock against her lips, the sheer size of it making her hesitate. But King didn’t give her time to think. He pushed forward, the thick head parting her lips, stretching them wide. Lucy’s eyes watered as he slid further in, the taste of him—musky, salty, masculine—filling her mouth. Her nose brushed against his pelvis, and she gagged slightly, but King didn’t pull back. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair, and held her there.

“Suck,” he ordered, his voice deep and commanding. "You made it big. Now you solve the problem."

Lucy tried to comply, her tongue moving tentatively along the underside of his ebony shaft. The taste was overwhelming, the thickness of him making it hard to breathe, but she did her best. Directly next to her, Amanda was already finding a rhythm, her lips wrapping around Devontay’s cock, her head bobbing up and down. The younger man groaned, his hands gripping her narrow shoulders, his hips rocking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

King’s grip tightened on Lucy’s blonde hair, pulling her forward as he thrust deeper. “Faster,” he growled, his voice thick with need. Lucy’s jaw ached, but she complied, her movements becoming more urgent. She could hear the wet sounds of Amanda sucking Devontay, the occasional moan slipping past her lips. King’s cock throbbed in her mouth, the taste of his pre-cum salty and bitter on her tongue.

“Spit on it,” King commanded, pulling back slightly. Lucy blinked up at him, unsure, but he repeated himself, his tone leaving no room for argument. She did as she was told, spitting on the thick head of his cock, the saliva gliding down the shaft. King let out a low groan, his hips jerking forward as he pushed back into her mouth.

Across the couch, Devontay was growing more aggressive, his thrusts becoming deeper, harder. Amanda’s beautiful eyes were watering, her mascara smearing down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop. The black man had pushed his hand into her rich brunette hair and was holding her roughly, nearly pulling at the roots. Her hands gripped his thighs, her nails digging in slightly as she tried to keep up with his pace. Devontay’s voice was loud, his grunts filling the room as he praised her.

“That’s it, baby. Take it all,” he groaned, his hips slamming into her face. “You’re such a good little slut, a good white slut.”

King’s hand tightened in Lucy’s hair, pulling her off his cock suddenly. She gasped for air, her lips swollen, her chin wet with spit and pre-cum. He didn’t give her time to recover, though. He grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her, forcing her to kneel on the couch, her back to him. 

Lucy’s panties were already damp, her arousal mingling with a flicker of fear as King pulled them to the side.

“Relax, baby girl," King murmured, his voice surprisingly gentle despite the dominance in his tone. He leaned over to grab a bottle and a moment later a cool gel was spread around her back entrance. He gave her a light tap underneath her small pink balls, just enough to send a jolt of pleasure through her body. Then a large black finger penetrated her hole, causing her to give a little surprise cry. “This is going to be good for you.”

Lucy, who was fully hard at two inches, wasn't sure about that.

She closed her eyes. She felt the heat of his big black cock first, the weight of it resting against her round, curvy buttocks. It was massive, and she could feel every inch of it pressing against her, the slickness of saliva and pre-cum sliding against her entrance. Her breath hitched, her body trembling as the reality of what was about to happen settled in.

“Relax, baby girl, you can do this. Your body was made to take this BBC,” King murmured, his voice deep and commanding, yet oddly reassuring. His hands tightened on her waist, holding her in place as he leaned forward, his cockhead nudging against her tight ring. Lucy’s eyes widened, her mind racing. She had never been penetrated before—not like this. The thought of his thick, black cock stretching her open was both terrifying and intoxicating.

She gasped as she felt the pressure increase, the wide, purple mushroom head of his cock pressing insistently against her sphincter. It was too much, yet her body betrayed her, a low moan escaping her lips as the sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through her. Her fingers dug into the couch, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps as King pushed forward.

The stretch was unreal. 

She could feel her body resisting, her tight ring of muscle straining to accommodate the blackness of his size. But King was patient, his hips moving in small, deliberate circles, easing the tension as he worked his way inside. Lucy’s head fell forward, her blonde hair spilling over her frightened face as she whimpered, her body caught between pleasure and pain.

And then, with a pop, he was in.

Lucy’s big eyes flew open, her mouth forming a silent “O” as the sensation overwhelmed her. King’s cock was inside her, she had a BBC inside her, her very first BBC, filling her in a way she had never imagined possible. Her body felt alive, every nerve ending on fire as he pressed deeper, his girth stretching her impossibly wide. She could feel every ridge, every vein of his dark chocolate cock as it slid deeper into her, the sensation both foreign and incredible.

“Oh... oh God...” she moaned, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. Her hands clawed at the couch, her body instinctively trying to arch away, but King held her firmly in place. His grip on her waist was unyielding, his deep, steady breaths a stark contrast to her frantic panting.

“You’re taking it so well, baby. You’re a natural,” King growled, his voice thick with desire. He shifted his hips, his cock sliding deeper, and Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was undeniable. Her moans grew louder, more desperate as he began to move, his powerful ebony hips thrusting slowly, deliberately.

Each movement sent waves of pleasure through her, her body adjusting to the overwhelming sensation. She could feel him filling her completely, his big black cock dominating her in a way that made her feel more submissive than she ever had. Her moans became more feminine, needier, surprising even herself.

Across the room, Amanda watched with wide eyes, her own mouth occupied by Devontay’s BBC. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from Lucy, the sight of her former husband being taken so completely sending a rush of arousal through her. Lucy’s moans were music to her ears, a testament to just how much she was enjoying this.

King’s movements grew more confident, his thrusts deeper as he began to pick up the pace. Lucy’s body responded eagerly, her round, white ass wobbling with each powerful thrust. She could feel his heavy, cum-filled balls slapping against her tiny, shriveled sack, the wicked sensation only adding to the pleasure coursing through her.

“Oh God, King...” she whimpered, her voice trembling with a mix of pleasure and submission. Her body was on fire, every inch of her consumed by the sensation of his cock filling her. She had never felt so feminine, so owned. The realization sent a shiver down her spine, her moans growing louder as he pounded into her.

The older black man’s grunts grew louder, more animalistic, his own pleasure evident as he claimed her body. Lucy could feel him getting closer, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he neared his release. The thought of him cumming inside her sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, her body clenching around his cock.

“That’s it, baby... take it all, my little white sissy. That black cock looks so good disappearing inside you,” King growled, his voice rough with desire. His hands tightened on her waist, his hips slamming into her with a force that made her cry out. Lucy’s body trembled, her moans mingling with his as he pounded into her, claiming her completely.

And then, with a final, powerful thrust, he bottomed out inside her, his cock buried to the hilt. 

“That’s it,” King growled, his rough hands gripping her hips and blonde hair tightly as he sank deeper. “Take it like a good girl.”

“Oh, King!” Lucy moaned.

“That head was good as fuck, sissy. But this pussy is so wet now.”

Lucy’s back arched, a strangled cry escaping her lips as he filled her completely. The sensation was overwhelming, the size of the club owner was stretching her in ways she’d never imagined. She had tears in her eyes, tears of pleasure, tears of pain. "Please, please... slow, please baby."

Lucy’s pretty blue eyes rolled back, her pale body convulsing with pleasure as King let out a deep, guttural groan in a way that made her feel more claimed than ever before.

Her moans filled the room, her body trembling as King continued to thrust into her, prolonging both of their pleasure. She had never felt so complete, so owned. And as she lay there, gripping the back of the couch, her perfectly shaped white ass sticking straight up in the air, as submissively as possible, her body still trembling, she looked over and saw the amusement and glee in Amanda's eyes. 

"You’re ours now," King growled, his voice low and possessive. “You’re both mine.”

Lucy’s hands clawed at the couch, her body trembling as the pleasure built, the pressure inside her becoming unbearable. He's inside me, she kept thinking in disbelief, never having had another person put their body inside her body before. He was fucking her like Lucas used to fuck Amanda, but much more aggressively and possessively, causing her to moan and writhe in female pleasure, arching her back, making little female sounds of pleasure that she'd never made before in her life. 

As if she was trying to compete, Amanda’s moans grew louder, her sucking and movements more urgent, her eyes locked on Lucy’s as they both teetered on the edge.

King’s breath was heavy, his chest rising and falling as he held himself deep inside Lucy, the heat of his imminent release radiating through her. 

Her body felt impossibly full, her ass throbbing with a mix of pleasure and the faint ache of being stretched so completely. He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear, his voice low and commanding. “Turn over, sissy snowbunny. I’m not done with you yet.”

Lucy’s heart raced as she obeyed, her body still trembling as King pulled out of her, leaving her feeling strangely empty. Why did she need his BBC inside her so much? He guided her onto her back, her legs spreading instinctively as he positioned himself between them. His cock, still slick with their juices, pressed against her entrance, the sensation making her wide hips buck involuntarily.

Amanda, who had been watching intently, moved closer, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischievous curiosity and arousal. “Let me help,” she murmured, her voice sultry as she lowered herself between Lucy’s legs. Her tongue flicked out, teasing Lucy’s two-inch clit, making her gasp and arch her back.

King’s hands gripped Lucy’s white hips, his black schlong first dwarfing her own miniaturized pink penis, then pressing against her battered pink entrance once more. “You ready for me, baby?” he growled, his deep voice thick with need. Lucy nodded, her breath hitching as he pushed into her, the sensation of his thick eggplant-colored mushroom tip filling her in a different way this time. Her moan was muffled by the feeling of Amanda’s tongue on her boy-clit, the dual sensations making her mind swirl with unbelievable amounts of raw animal pleasure.

King’s thrusts were slow at first, deliberate, as if savoring every inch of her. But soon, his pace quickened, his hips slamming into her with a force that made her cry out. “That’s it, baby... take it all. You look so sexy taking my black cock. This pussy is so wet for me,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. His hands tightened on her hips, his movements becoming more urgent as he neared his release once more.

Amanda’s tongue worked in tandem with King’s thrusts, her hands gripping Lucy’s thighs as she licked and sucked at the boy-clit with a fervor that left Lucy trembling. “You taste so good,” Amanda moaned, her voice muffled against Lucy’s flesh. The words sent a shiver through Lucy, her body clenching around King’s cock as she neared the edge herself.

Standing over Amanda, Devontay watched the scene unfold, his own bouncing black member  throbbing with animal need. He moved behind Amanda, his hands gripping her wide pale hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. “Open up for me, baby,” he commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. Amanda obeyed without hesitation, her body arching as Devontay pushed into her from behind, not even wearing a condom, stretching her small tight white pussy in a way that made her gasp.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the feminine moans of Lucy and Amanda mingling with the masculine grunts of King and Devontay as they fucked with a primal intensity. King’s thrusts grew harder, his gigantic cock slamming into Lucy with a force that made her cry out, sounding more and more like a real woman, her nails digging into the couch cushions as she tried to anchor herself.

Amanda’s moans grew louder as Devontay pounded into her from the back, his BBC stretching her in ways she had never imagined. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Devontay groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he slammed into her, his thrusts powerful and unrelenting. Amanda’s body shook with pleasure, her moans muffled as she continued to lick and suck at Lucy’s clit.

The sensation was overwhelming for Lucy, her body trembling as she neared the edge. King’s cock filled her completely, his thrusts hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “Oh god, King... I’m so close,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

“Cum for me, baby. Cum on this black cock like a good girl,” King growled, his voice rough with desire. His thrusts grew even harder, his cock slamming into her with a force that made her cry out. Amanda’s tongue worked frantically, her own moans growing louder as Devontay pounded into her, the dual sensations pushing Lucy over the edge.

Her body convulsed with pleasure, her moans filling the room as her orgasm washed over her. King’s thrusts grew more urgent, his cock buried deep inside her as he neared his own release. “That’s it, baby... take it all,” he growled, his voice thick with need as he slammed into her one final time, his release filling her once more. "Be a good girl for daddy."

Meanwhile, Devontay’s thrusts grew harder as he neared his own release. He was staring down in wild hedonistic desire as Amanda's gym-shaped white ass rippled every time he pushed his black meat deep inside her, making her grip him. "Damn this pussy wants my nut. It's trying to milk me. This snowbunny wants that black nut so damn bad!"

"Ohhh fuuuuucckkkkk! Amanda moaned, eyes rolled back. "Fuck me, like that. I need it. God I need this!"

“Cum for me, baby,” Devontay commanded, his voice deep and authoritative, almost hostile. Amanda’s hourglass body shook with pleasure, her whorish moans growing louder as the black giant of a man slammed into her, his release filling her completely.

It was quite a scene.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the masculine grunts of King and Devontay mingling with the feminine moans of Lucy and Amanda as they rode out their orgasms together. Because almost on cue, as if by magic, all four begin to cum at the same time, with Lucy's tiny pink cocklet first spurting out dab of white cream that landed on the front of her panties, just as King let out his loudest grunt of the night, exploding deep inside her body; and Amanda, her eyes rolled back, no longer able to focus enough to suck Lucy's girl-cock because she was shaking with her first orgasm in years; and Devontay saying "Take it, white bitch, that that black fucking seed you sexy fucking white snowbunny, phat ass white bitch!" as he unloaded directly into Amanda's canal. 

The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, the pleasure crashing over them in waves as they lost themselves in each other.

As the aftershocks of their pleasure began to fade, King leaned down, his lips brushing against Lucy’s ear. “Sorry baby, but that's what happens when you go around shaking those booties in front of real men. You gonna get some big black cock in you,” he growled, his voice low and possessive. The words sent a shiver through Lucy, her body trembling as she lay there, completely claimed by the dominant black man.

Amanda (who looked like she'd just finished her first marathon) looked up at Lucy, her eyes gleaming with a mix of arousal and satisfaction. “You’re so beautiful when you’re being fucked like that,” she murmured, her voice sultry as she licked her lips. The words made Lucy blush, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her pleasure.

The knock on the door was sharp, unexpected, and it broke the rhythm of the room’s heavy breathing and muffled moans. 

"Fuck!" King shouted. "Leave us the fuck alone!"

Devontay froze mid-thrust, his massive frame towering over Amanda, who let out a whimper of protest as his thick wet ebony cock slipped out of her. 

“Devontay, we need you outside. Got a situation,” a voice called from the hallway, urgent but calm.

King shook his head, "Fucking bitches!"

Devontay also growled, his deep voice rumbling like distant thunder. “Damn, can’t a man enjoy himself?” 

Devontay glanced down at Amanda, her chest heaving, her creamy white thighs glistening with sweat and a mix of their juices. His eyes lingered on the sight of his cum slowly leaking out of her pussy, trailing down her inner thigh. A proud smirk spread across his face. “Guess I marked you good, huh, snow bunny?” he said, his tone teasing but undeniably satisfied. Amanda blushed, her lips curling into a shy smile as she nodded.

With a reluctant sigh, Devontay pulled away completely, leaving Amanda sprawled on the couch, her body still quivering from the intensity of their coupling. He grabbed his discarded pants and slid them on, his muscular frame moving with a predatory grace. “Don’t have too much fun without me,” he winked before striding out of the room, his presence still lingering like a storm cloud long after the door clicked shut.

Now it was just King, Lucy, and Amanda. 

Somehow the air in the room felt thicker, heavier, charged with a new kind of tension. King’s eyes gleamed with a predatory hunger as he turned his attention to Lucy, who was still catching her breath, her blonde hair sticking to her damp forehead, her body leaking another man's cum in a copious fashion.

“Clean it,” King commanded, his voice low and firm, nodding toward his still-hard African-American wood, glistening with a mix of her juices and his precum.

Lucy hesitated for a split second, her heart racing. 

This is it, she thought. This is what he wants. She could feel the power of his gaze, the way it pinned her in place, made her feel small and submissive in the most intoxicating way. 

Slowly, she crawled toward him, her motions deliberate, her eyes never leaving his. When she reached him, she knelt between his legs, her delicate hands trembling as they wrapped around the base of his thick, ebony shaft.

Her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting the salty mix of her own juices and his musk. King groaned, a deep, guttural sound that sent shivers down her spine. She could feel his hands on her blonde head, guiding her, encouraging her to take him deeper, and she obeyed, her mouth stretching to accommodate his girth.

Amanda watched from the couch, her own arousal reignited by the sight of Lucy servicing King so eagerly. She licked her lips, her curiosity getting the better of her. Without a word, she moved closer, her hands gliding up Lucy’s back as she positioned herself beside her. Amanda’s tongue darted out, lapping at the side of King’s cock, her lips brushing against Lucy’s as they worked together to please him.

King chuckled, the sound low and throaty. “Look at you two,” he said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Two pretty snowbunnies, working together to make me feel good.” His hands tightened in Lucy’s hair, tugging gently as he thrust deeper into her mouth. “But I think I’ve got a better idea.”

Lucy pulled back, gasping for air, her lips swollen and glistening. She looked up at King, her blue eyes wide with curiosity and apprehension. “Turn around,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Push that phat white ass out for me. You built for BBC girl.”

Lucy obeyed without hesitation, her body moving on autopilot as she turned and positioned herself on the couch, her round, bubble butt sticking out invitingly. King’s eyes darkened as he admired the sight, his hands gripping her hips possessively. But he wasn’t done. 

King turned to Amanda, his smirk widening. “You too,” he said. “On top of her.”

Amanda’s eyes lit up with excitement as she climbed onto the couch, positioning herself directly on top of Lucy so that both women were facing the wall, their pale bubble butts and pink pussies fully exposed. King stepped back, admiring his handiwork. “Double stacked,” he said, his voice filled with pride. “The perfect snowbunnies.”

With that, he stepped forward, his cock pressing against Lucy’s entrance first.

She gasped, her body tensing as she felt him push inside her, filling her completely. King’s hips moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, his hands gripping Lucy’s hips tightly as he began to thrust. But he didn’t stop there. After a few moments, he pulled out, repositioning himself to slide into Amanda, who moaned loudly, her body arching as she felt his thick cock stretching her.

King alternated between the two women, his thrusts growing harder, faster, more demanding. Lucy could feel every inch of him as he entered her, the sensation overwhelming, almost too much to bear. But it was the sound of Amanda’s moans, the way their bodies moved together, that sent her over the edge. She had never felt so completely dominated, so utterly owned. And she loved every second of it.

Amanda’s hands reached back, gripping King’s thighs as he fucked her, her moans mingling with Lucy’s as they both surrendered to the pleasure he was giving them. “King,” Amanda gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

"Don't stop — what?" he barked.

"Don't stop... sir," Amanda said.

"Good girl," King smirked again. "You built for BBC too."

He didn’t stop.

The older black man's rhythm was relentless, his powerful hips driving into them again and again. Lucy’s body shook with every thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate. “Please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking. “Please, King, I can’t—”.

But he didn’t let her finish. He shifted his weight, his veiny ebony monster sliding into her once more, and she cried out, her soft curvy body trembling as he claimed her completely. “That’s it,” he growled, his voice raw with desire. “Take it, snowbunny. Take all of me. I'm your King, your Black King now.”

"Yes, Black King," Lucy found herself replying, not even realizing what she was saying now.

"Shit say that again!"

"Yes, Black King!" Lucy whimpered.

The man slapped Amanda's round buttocks, leaving a big red hand print on her right butt cheek. "You too bitch!"

"Yes, Black King!" Amanda said, moaning as she felt him push his unrelenting phallus back into her cum-soaked pussy. 

King pulled out of the lovely brunette with a slick, wet sound, leaving her trembling and exposed on the couch. He glared at Lucy now. His heavy, veiny, slick ebony cock glistened under the dim light as he pointed it toward her face. "Suck it clean, baby," he commanded, his deep voice dripping with authority. 

Lucy, still catching her breath, obediently leaned forward, her lips parting to take him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the thick shaft, tasting the mix of her own arousal and his musk, her eyes fluttering as she serviced him with a mix of submission and adoration.

Next to them, Amanda knelt on the couch, her back still submissively arched and her round, voluptuous ass presented to King. The older man stepped behind her, his hands gripping her curvy hips possessively. "You’re mine now, bitch, this pussy too good not to cum in," he growled, aligning his cock with her slick entrance. With a single, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside her, drawing a deep, guttural moan from Amanda’s lips. Her hands gripped the couch cushions, her knuckles turning white as he began to move, his hips slamming against her with a primal rhythm.

"Keep your eyes on her," King ordered Lucy, his voice firm and unwavering. Lucy glanced up, her movements on his cock slowing as she obeyed. Her gaze locked with Amanda’s, and for a moment, the room seemed to fade away. It was just the two of them, connected in a way they hadn’t been in years. Amanda’s eyes were wide, filled with passion and something deeper—something that made Lucy’s heart ache in the most beautiful way.

Amanda reached out, her fingers brushing against Lucy’s cheek. "I love you," she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. Lucy’s lips parted, her response caught in her throat as she felt King’s cock twitch in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her own arousal spiking as she watched Amanda’s face contort with pleasure.

"Good girl," King purred, his hands tightening on Amanda’s hips as he pounded into her. "Lick her clit, Lucy. Make her cum for me. Show me what a good girl you are."

Lucy didn’t hesitate. 

She shifted her position, her tongue darting out to tease Amanda’s swollen clit. The taste of her was intoxicating, and Lucy moaned softly as she worked, her eyes never leaving Amanda’s. The brunette gasped, her hips bucking against King’s powerful thrusts as Lucy’s tongue sent waves of pleasure through her body.

"Black Master!" King growled at Amanda. "That's what you call me now, snowbunny!"

"Black Master, please!" Amanda cried out, her voice breaking as she teetered on the edge. King smirked, his thrusts growing harder, faster. "That’s it, baby. Say my motherfucking name, bitch, sexy white bitch."

"Black Master!" Amanda screamed, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her. Her fingers tangled in Lucy’s hair, pulling her closer as she came, her cries filling the room. Lucy’s heart swelled as she watched Amanda completely unravel, her own desire burning hotter than ever.

King’s low-hanging balls tightened, his cock throbbing inside Amanda as he felt her clenching around him. "Take it all, bitch," he growled, his hips slamming into her one last time. With a deep, guttural groan, he came, his hot African fertile seed flooding Amanda’s pussy in thick, pulsating waves. Amanda moaned, her body trembling as she was filled, her eyes locked with Lucy’s.

"I love you," Lucy whispered, her voice soft but filled with emotion. "I love you so much."

Amanda kissed her, their lips meeting in a passionate, desperate embrace. "I love you," she murmured against Lucy’s mouth, her hands cradling her face. "I love you more than anything."

King watched them, a satisfied smirk tugging at his pillowy lips as he pulled out of Amanda, his BBC still glistening with their combined arousal. "That’s my good girls," he said, his voice low and approving. He stepped back, giving them a moment as they held each other, comforting each other, licking the cum off each other's faces, their connection deeper and more profound than ever.

Surely King was satisfied. 

But the older black man wasn't.

Watching the gorgeous white women whimper into each other's arms was too much for him. And it wasn't long before his bass-filled broke the silence, commanding and dominant once more. "Now, both of you, my little bunnies, on your knees. I’m not done with you yet."

Lucy and Amanda exchanged a glance, their love for each other shining in their eyes as they obeyed, their bodies still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. They knelt before him, ready to serve their Black Master once more, their hearts entwined as they gave themselves to the man who owned them completely.

"Such good girls," King murmured, his hands stroking their hair as he looked down at them. "Now, show me how much you love your Black Master."

Lucy’s heart raced as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the side of his cock. She hesitated for a moment, her mind still wrestling with her new reality, but then she felt Amanda’s hand on hers, squeezing it gently. “It’s okay,” Amanda whispered, her voice muffled by King’s cock. “Just... go with it.”

Taking a deep breath, Lucy wrapped her swollen red lips around his ebony shaft, her tongue tracing the bulging veins along the underside. King let out a low groan, his hips rocking forward as he pushed himself deeper into their mouths. Lucy’s eyes fluttered closed as she focused on the sensation, the taste of him, the way his cock filled her mouth, stretching her lips.

Amanda’s tongue swirled around the tip, her movements skilled and deliberate, her eyes locked on Lucy’s as they worked together. Their hands massaged the sides of King’s cock, their fingers intertwining as they pleasured him, their faces separated only by his enormous phallus.

Together, they worked in perfect harmony, their love for each other only deepening as they served the man who had brought them to this new, thrilling place.

"Good girls," King groaned, his hips thrusting gently as they worked. "Now, don’t stop until I say so."

And they didn’t. Their lust-filled eyes met every so often, filled with love, trust, and a newfound understanding as they pleased their Black Master, their connection stronger than ever.

"I love you," Lucy whispered between strokes, her voice soft but filled with emotion.

"I love you too," Amanda replied, her own voice trembling with passion.

King smirked down at them, his hand resting on the top of their heads. "Keep going," he commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. "And don’t stop until I say so."

They obeyed, their little hearts pounding and their battered bodies on fire as they continued to serve their Black Master, their love for each other shining through every touch, every kiss, every moan.

"I love you," they whispered again, their voices intertwining as they gave themselves completely to the moment, to each other, and to the man who had brought them closer than ever before.

“Fuck,” King growled, his hand tightening in Amanda’s hair. “You’re both so fucking good at this.”

Lucy’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t stop. She could feel King’s cock throbbing in her mouth, the precum leaking onto her tongue, the muscle twitching as he grew closer to the edge. Amanda’s moans vibrated against his shaft, her lips working him with a skill that made Lucy’s knees weak.

“That’s it,” King groaned, his hips thrusting forward, his cock pushing deeper into their mouths. “Take it. Take all of me.”

Lucy’s eyes watered as he filled her throat, the sensation overwhelming, but she didn’t pull away. She could feel Amanda’s hand on hers, squeezing it gently, reassuring her. Together, they worked him, their tongues and lips moving in perfect harmony, their breaths mingling as they pleasured him.

King’s breathing grew ragged, his hands gripping their hair as he held them in place. “Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “I’m close. So fucking close.”

Lucy’s heart raced as she felt him throb in her mouth, the heat of him growing more intense. She could feel Amanda’s tongue swirling around the tip, her movements growing more urgent as King’s thrusts became harder, faster.

“Here it comes,” King growled, his voice thick with anticipation. “Open your fucking snowbunny mouths.”

Lucy and Amanda pulled back slightly, their lips still wrapped around his cock, their eyes locked on his as he exploded. The first jet of cum hit Amanda’s tongue, her eyes fluttering closed as she swallowed, her lips tightening around him. The second jet hit Lucy’s forehead, then her tongue, the creaminess of it overwhelming, the taste filling her mouth as she swallowed.

Jet after jet of thick creamy cum shot from King’s cock, covering their angelic white faces, dripping down their cheeks, splattering across their closed eyelids. Lucy’s breath hitched as she felt the warmth of it on her skin, the stickiness of it on her lips. Amanda’s tongue darted out, licking at the cum on her lips, her moans soft and sensual.

Lucy’s cheeks burned as she opened her eyes, the older black man's cum dripping down her face, her gaze meeting King’s. He smirked, his gold Rolex glinting as he ran a hand over his shaved head. 

Amanda let out a soft moan, her lips parting as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to catch the cum on Lucy’s cheek. “Lucy,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire, “I'm so proud of you."

Lucy’s heart raced as she felt Amanda’s lips on hers, the taste of King’s cum mingling with their kiss.

King stepped back, his dark chocolate member still throbbing, his well-built chest heaving as he admired his handiwork. “Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Look at you. Fucking snowbunnies. My fucking masterpieces.”
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Chapter Sixteen
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The bathroom was a fog of steam and the scent of vanilla and jasmine, the air thick with the aroma of femininity. Lucy stood in front of the mirror, her fingers delicately applying a deep red lipstick, the kind that demanded attention. Amanda was beside her, her lovely brunette hair freshly curled in loose waves that cascaded down her back like a waterfall. Both women were in their element, reveling in the ritual of getting ready for their big seven-year wedding anniversary dinner.

"Seven years!" Amanda gasped. "I can't believe it's been that long."

"Where does the time go?" Lucy pondered, adjusting the straps of her black lace bra, the fabric barely containing her full breasts. She paired it with a matching garter belt and thong, the delicate lace hugging her curves in all the right places. Over it, she slipped into a tight, red satin dress that hugged her hourglass figure, the slit running up her thigh revealing just enough to tease. Her black stilettos clicked against the tile floor as she moved, adding an extra inch to her already statuesque height. She adorned her neck with a simple silver necklace and her wrists with delicate bracelets, the subtle shimmer catching the light.

Amanda, on the other hand, had chosen a deep emerald green dress that clung to her pregnant belly, the fabric shimmering with every movement. Her matching lace bra and panty set were a soft maroon, the color contrasting beautifully with her skin. She wore emerald green earrings and a matching bracelet, the gems sparkling as she moved. Her nude heels elongated her legs, making her already toned figure even more striking.

Now Amanda grinned, catching Lucy’s hesitation in the mirror.

“You look stunning, babe,” she said, reaching over to fix a loose curl behind her ear. “We both do. Booty Temple should give us lifetime memberships.”

Lucy gave a quiet laugh, tinged with nervousness. “It’s weird... still. Being seen like this. Like someone’s wife. But not yours.”

Amanda leaned in, their perfume-sweet breath mingling.

“You’ll always be mine, in a way,” she said, the softness in her voice edged with something else — confidence, maybe dominance. “But tonight, we celebrate everything we’ve become.”

"You're right, as always."

“Ready?” Amanda asked, her voice a soft purr as she applied a final coat of mascara.

“Ready,” Lucy replied, her eyes meeting Amanda’s in the mirror. The electricity between them was palpable, a mixture of love, lust, and something deeper, something unspoken.

The restaurant was downtown, one of the fanciest in the city. 

As they walked in, heads turned. The two women were a vision, their confidence radiating as they moved through the room. The waiter, a young man with a nervous smile, guided them to their table, his eyes darting between them as if he couldn’t believe his luck.

“Would you like to look at the wine menu?” he asked, his voice trembling slightly.

Amanda shook her head, placing a hand on her stomach. “No, thank you. Actually, I’m with child,” she said with a soft smile, her fingers gently rubbing her belly.

Lucy’s eyes flickered to Amanda’s stomach, a mixture of emotions swirling within her. She knew who the father was—King, the man with the commanding presence and the undeniable charm — among other generous attributes. The man who had taken Amanda in ways that Lucy couldn’t, not anymore.

“You look radiant,” Lucy said, her voice soft but genuine. Ever since they found out that Amanda was carrying King's seed, Lucy had felt a deep need to support Amanda, to ease her  current and upcoming struggles.

“Thank you,” Amanda replied, her brilliant smile widening. “I feel radiant. I mean, just look at us. Who would have thought we’d be here, celebrating our anniversary like this?”

Lucy nodded, her mind drifting to the past. 

The changes in their relationship, the transformation from Lucas to Lucy, the shifts in their dynamic. It had been a journey, one filled with challenges, but they had come out stronger on the other side.

“Black babies are the cutest,” Amanda said suddenly, her voice breaking the silence. “They really are.”

Lucy felt a blush creep up her cheeks, her eyes dropping to her plate. “They are,” she agreed, her voice barely above a whisper.

“You know what King calls me?” Amanda asked, her voice teasing.

“I’ve heard a few names so far,” Lucy quipped, her tone light but her heart racing.

Amanda’s hand moved to her stomach, her fingers tracing small circles. “Black baby factory. Isn’t that funny?” she said with a laugh.

Lucy chuckled, though the sound was strained. She knew Amanda was happy, and that was all that mattered. But there was a part of her that couldn’t help but feel a pang of jealousy, a longing for what she couldn’t have.

“King might have to leave town for a while,” Amanda said, her voice casual but her eyes searching Lucy’s. “He’s opening another Club Swirl in Houston. So... Babe? I might need your help once the baby arrives, babe."

Lucy’s eyes met Amanda’s, her heart swelling with a mixture of emotions. “I’d love to help you raise King’s beautiful black baby,” she said, her voice steady despite the storm inside her.

Amanda smiled, a warmth spreading through her. “Thank you, Lucy. That means the world to me.”

As the evening wore on, the conversation flowed easily, the two women reminiscing about the past and dreaming about the future. It wasn’t until the dessert course that Amanda produced a carefully wrapped gift, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“For you,” she said, sliding the package across the table. 

Lucy’s hands trembled as she unwrapped it, her eyes widening as the contents were revealed.

Amanda was watching closely now. “Happy Anniversary, babe.”

Lucy’s face went crimson. She dropped her gaze, hiding behind her hair, behind her hands.

“Oh my god...”

Amanda’s voice was velvet and fire. “I thought it would suit the new you. You’re ready for it. Maybe not tonight... but soon.”

Lucy swallowed hard. She couldn’t look up, but she felt Amanda’s gaze like a caress — proud, teasing, loving. "Oh my! Amanda! You shouldn't have!"

A giant black strap-on dildo lay in the box, the midnight-black silicone glistening under the dim lights of the restaurant. Lucy's pale face flushed a deeper red, her little hands moving to cover her painted red lips in pure shock.

“You said you miss being the top ever since your penis shrunk and got super tiny, right?” Amanda said with a smirk. “Well, now you can just put this on and be the man again!”

Lucy’s eyes darted around the room, her embarrassment palpable. Amanda’s laughter echoed in her ears, the sound both teasing and affectionate. Lucy wished she could disappear, but deep down, a part of her was intrigued.

“Amanda!” Lucy hissed, her voice a mix of exasperation and disbelief. She quickly covered the box with the wrapping paper, her cheeks burning as she glanced around the restaurant to see if anyone had noticed. The soft hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses seemed to mask their exchange, but Lucy felt exposed, as if the entire room was now privy to the most intimate details of their relationship.

Amanda leaned back in her chair, her emerald dress shimmering under the soft light, her expression one of pure amusement. “Oh, come on, Lucy. You know I’m just teasing. But seriously, I thought it was perfect. You’ve been missing that part of yourself, haven’t you? The... dominance?” Her voice dropped on the last word, her lips curling into a sly smile that sent a shiver down Lucy’s spine.

Lucy’s fingers fidgeted with the edge of the tablecloth, her mind racing. Dominance. The word lingered in the air, heavy with meaning. It wasn’t just about the physical act; it was about control, about the part of her that had once defined her as Lucas. A part she had thought she’d left behind but found herself longing for in quiet moments.

“It’s not just that,” Lucy said finally, her voice low. “It’s... complicated. I’m still figuring it all out. You know that.”

Amanda reached across the table, her hand resting gently on Lucy’s. Her touch was warm, grounding. “I know. And I’m here for you, every step of the way. But I also know you, Lucy. You’ve got that fire in you. That strength. And maybe this—” She gestured toward the box with a playful tilt of her head. “—could help you reconnect with it.”

Lucy hesitated, her gaze flicking between Amanda’s encouraging smile and the box on the table. The idea of wearing the big black strap-on, of reclaiming that part of herself, sent a thrill through her that she hadn’t expected. But it also terrified her. What if she couldn’t do it? What if she failed?

“You don’t have to decide anything now,” Amanda said softly, sensing her hesitation. “It’s just a... suggestion. A way to explore, if you want to.”

Lucy nodded, her breath catching in her throat. She felt a strange mix of vulnerability and excitement, the kind that made her stomach flutter.

The rest of the evening passed in a blur, the conversation shifting to lighter topics as they finished their dessert and sipped on coffee. 

But the BBC gift lingered in Lucy’s mind, a presence she couldn’t ignore. By the time they left the restaurant, the night air cool against her skin, she found herself wondering what it would feel like to slip the strap-on on, to feel that power coursing through her once more.

As they walked to the car, Amanda linked her arm with Lucy’s, her voice soft but mischievous. “So... should we test it out when we get home?”

"You're so bad!" Lucy blushed. 

"Of course I am," Amanda laughed. "And that's why you love me."
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Chapter Seventeen
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The car ride home was filled with laughter and quiet tension, the kind that buzzed just beneath the surface. Lucy’s hands gripped the steering wheel a little tighter than usual, her mind racing with thoughts of the strap-on and what it might mean for her, for them. Amanda, on the other hand, seemed completely at ease, humming along to the radio and occasionally brushing her fingers against Lucy’s softly toned thigh in a way that sent shivers up her spine.

When they finally pulled into the driveway, Lucy turned to Amanda with a sly grin. “Ready to open your gift now?” she asked, her voice dripping with playful mischief.

Now it was Amanda's turn to have her cheeks flush, but she nodded, her heart pounding as they made their way inside. 

The house smelled faintly of the perfumes they’d spritzed earlier, a lingering reminder of the care they’d taken to look their best for the evening. 

Lucy led the way to the living room, where she pulled out a small, neatly wrapped box.

“For you,” Lucy said, handing it to Amanda with a playful wink. “Happy anniversary, babe.”

Amanda's hands trembled as she took the box, her mind probably racing with possibilities. She carefully unwrapped it, her breath catching in her throat as she lifted the lid. Inside was something she hadn’t expected: a matching set of lingerie, the kind that made her stomach flip with both excitement and nervousness. 

The bra and panties were black, sexy, silky, with the word BLACKED emblazoned across them in bold, white letters.

Amanda's eyes widened, her cheeks burning as she looked up at Lucy. “You... you got me this?”

“I did,” Lucy replied, relieved that Amanda obviously liked her wedding anniversary gift. “I know how much you’ve been thinking about King. And how much he’s been thinking about you. I figured this might help you feel a little more... connected.”

Amanda looked like her heart as skipping a beat or two. “Lucy, I...”

“It’s okay, babe,” Lucy said softly, taking her hand. “I’m not mad. I just want you to be happy. And if this makes you happy, then I’m all for it.”

Amanda swallowed hard, her mind spinning. She said that she hadn’t expected this, hadn’t even considered it. But as she looked at the lingerie, she felt a strange sense of excitement bubbling up inside her.

“I... I got you something too,” Amanda admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "Another present."

Lucy's eyes lit up. “You did? What is it?”

Amanda reached into her bag and pulled out a similarly wrapped box, her hands trembling slightly as she handed it to Lucy, who wasted no time in tearing off the wrapping, her eyes widening as she saw what was inside.

"Amanda..." Lucy breathed, her voice filled with awe. “Is this...?”

“Ha, yeah! It’s the same set,” Amanda admitted, her cheeks burning. “I... I heard King practically begging me to get you a set for him one night. And I thought... maybe we could wear them together?”

Lucy's eyes softened, and she reached up to cup Lucy’s cheek. “You’re amazing, you know that?”

Amanda's heart seemed to swell at the words, and she leaned into Lucy's touch. “So are you.”

The two women exchanged a look, the air between them thick with unspoken desire. 

Without a word, they both began to undress, their movements slow and deliberate. Lucy’s hands shook as she unhooked her bra, her breath catching as she slipped into the BLACKED set. The fabric felt soft against her skin, the bold letters a stark reminder of what it represented. Who she was. Who they both were now.

Amanda was already in her matching set, her mouthwatering ivory curves accentuated by the BLACKED lingerie in a way that made Lucy’s mouth go dry. The two women stood side by side in front of the mirror, their reflections catching each other’s eyes.

“We look good,” Amanda murmured, her voice low and sultry.

“We do,” Lucy agreed, her heart pounding in her chest. "Snowbunnies."

"You got that right, girl."

Amanda couldn't help herself.

She pulled out her iPhone and snapped a quick selfie of the two of them, their curvy white bodies pressed together, the BLACKED logo front and center. She sent it to King with a playful caption, and within moments, the older black man's response came through.

Lucy’s eyes widened as she saw the photo he’d sent in return: a massive, veiny black cock, the kind that made her stomach flip with both excitement and nervousness. 

The caption underneath read, ”You two a couple of baddies! I’m a lucky man!”

Amanda burst out laughing, but Lucy couldn’t help but blush furiously. “God, he’s so... bold,” she stammered.

“He’s King,” Amanda replied with a shrug, as if that explained everything. “But you know what? I think we’re the lucky ones.”

Lucy nodded, her heart racing as they began to wander around the house in their lingerie, the sexual tension between them growing with every passing moment. The air was thick with the scent of their perfume, the sound of their laughter echoing through the halls.

At one point, Amanda turned to her with a mischievous grin. “Do you remember that night at Club Swirl? When King... you know.”

Lucy’s cheeks burned as she nodded. “How could I forget?”

“I still can’t believe he did that,” Amanda said, shaking her head. “Stacking us on top of each other like that... I would have never even thought of something like that.”

“Me neither,” Lucy admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “But... I guess it worked.”

“It definitely worked,” Amanda agreed with a laugh. “You loved it though, didn’t you?”

Lucy hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Maybe just a little.”

Amanda’s grin widened. “And I didn’t see you complaining either, Amanda.”

“No offense, dear,” Amanda replied with a playful wink. “But it was the first time someone literally fucked me senseless.”

“Jesus, Amanda!” Lucy exclaimed, her cheeks burning.

“What?” Amanda replied with a shrug. “I’m only being honest.”

Lucy couldn’t help but laugh, the tension between them easing just a little. 

“So,” Amanda said, her voice low and sultry as she turned to face Lucy, her fingers trailing along her collarbone. “What do you think? Should we test out your gift now?”

Lucy’s heart pounded as Amanda held the black strap-on dildo in her hand, the sheer size of it making her feel both intimidated and strangely aroused. 

"Jesus, it's huge, Amanda!"

The black latex gleamed under the soft light of their bedroom, its veiny texture so lifelike it was almost unsettling. Amanda’s playful smirk only added to Lucy’s nerves.

“Come on, babe,” Amanda teased, her voice dripping with mischief. “Let me help you strap it on. I want to see you take charge again, like the good old days.”

Lucy’s cheeks flushed as she reluctantly stepped closer. The thought of wearing something so explicitly dominant made her stomach twist, but there was a part of her—buried deep—that craved this. That missed being the one in control. Amanda knelt in front of her, adjusting the harness with practiced ease, her fingers brushing against Lucy’s hips in a way that sent shivers up her spine.

“There,” Amanda said, standing back to admire her handiwork. “You look... powerful. Like the man I used to know. But better.”

Lucy glanced down at the BBC dildo, feeling both humiliated and strangely exhilarated. It hung heavily between her legs, a stark contrast to her own diminished arousal. She couldn’t deny the way it made her feel—more masculine, more in control. But it also reminded her of what she’d lost. Her own body, once so familiar, now felt foreign, even to herself.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” Lucy admitted, her voice trembling.

Amanda stepped closer, her hands resting on Lucy’s shoulders. “You can. And you will.” Her tone was soft but firm, leaving no room for argument. “Just trust me, babe. Let me guide you.”

Lucy nodded, her resolve hardening as Amanda led her to the bed. Amanda lay back against the pillows, her legs parting invitingly. The sight of her, so confident and radiant, made Lucy’s breath catch. She’d always thought Amanda was beautiful, but now, with the glow of pregnancy and the way her body seemed to hum with life, she was breathtaking.

“Come here,” Amanda whispered, her voice low and sultry.

Lucy climbed onto the bed, positioning herself between Amanda’s smooth white legs. Her hands trembled as she guided the fake black cock to Amanda’s slick pink entrance, her heart racing. She hesitated, her eyes searching Amanda’s for reassurance.

“It’s okay,” Amanda murmured, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from Lucy’s face. “I trust you.”

With a deep breath, Lucy pushed forward, the dildo sliding easily into Amanda’s moist warmth. The sensation was surreal—she could feel the resistance, the tightness, but it wasn’t her. Not really. Still, the way Amanda moaned, her back arching off the bed, made Lucy’s own body throb with desire.

“That’s it,” Amanda gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. “Fuck me, babe. Fuck me. Give me that big black cock!”

Lucy obeyed, her wide womanly hips moving in slow, deliberate thrusts. The sound of Amanda’s moans filled the room, each one sending a jolt of pleasure through Lucy’s body. She could feel the power coursing through her, the way Amanda surrendered to her, and it was intoxicating. For the first time in a long time, she felt in control.

But it wasn’t enough. 

Not for Amanda. 

Her hands reached out, grabbing fistfuls of Lucy’s silky blonde hair and pulling her down for a deep, passionate kiss. Their lips moved together hungrily, their tongues tangling in a dance that was as familiar as it was electric. When they finally broke apart, Amanda’s eyes were dark with desire.

“Now it’s my turn,” Amanda whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

Lucy’s heart skipped a beat as Amanda rolled them over, straddling her hips. 

The sight of Amanda, so confident and in charge, made Lucy’s breath catch. Amanda reached down, adjusting the harness so that the plastic black phallus was positioned between her own legs. The way she moved, so fluid and sure, was mesmerizing.

“You’re going to be such a good girl for me, aren’t you?” Amanda purred, her voice low and teasing.

Lucy’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through her at Amanda’s words. She nodded, her lips parting as Amanda leaned down, capturing her in another searing kiss. When Amanda pulled away, she positioned the store-bought BBC at Lucy’s entrance, her eyes locking with hers.

“Ready?” Amanda asked, her voice trembling with anticipation. "Face down, ass up."

Lucy nodded again, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and desire. Amanda pushed forward, the dildo sliding into her with surprising ease. The sensation was overwhelming—strange and yet completely electrifying. Lucy’s hands flew to Amanda’s hips, her nails digging into her skin as Amanda began to move.

“That’s my good little snowbunny,” Amanda cooed, her voice dripping with affection. “Taking black cock so well.”

Lucy’s breath hitched as Amanda’s pace quickened, the dildo hitting all the right spots with each thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming, her body trembling with each movement. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, her entire being focused on the sensations coursing through her.

“Amanda,” Lucy gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m so close.”

“Cum for me, baby,” Amanda whispered, her voice low and commanding. “Let go. Cum on my BBC like a good little white slut.”

Lucy’s body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through her, her vision going white as waves of pleasure crashed over her. With a sharp cry, her two inch manhood shot its spurt or two of colorless goo and then instantly became soft and floppy, helplessly slapping her crotch every time Amanda slammed into her from behind.  And Amanda didn’t stop, her own moans filling the room as she continued to ride Lucy, her movements growing more frantic. When she finally came, her body trembling with the force of it, she collapsed onto Lucy’s chest, their hearts pounding in unison.

They lay there for a moment, their sweaty pale feminine bodies intertwined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Finally, Amanda rolled off of Lucy, the enormous dildo still strapped to her hips. She turned to Lucy, her eyes soft with affection.

“So,” Amanda said, her voice trembling with amusement. “What do you think? Better than before?”

Lucy blushed, her eyes darting to the dildo still hanging between Amanda’s legs. “It’s... different,” she admitted. “But it’s not the same.”

Amanda nodded, her expression serious. “I know. It’s not the same as the real thing.” She paused, her eyes locking with Lucy’s. “But it’s better than nothing, right?”

Lucy hesitated, her mind drifting to King—his commanding presence, his powerful body, the way he seemed to fill a room just by walking into it. The thought of him, of what he could do to Amanda, to both of them, sent a shiver down her spine.

“Yeah,” Lucy whispered, her voice trembling. “It’s better than nothing.”

Amanda's expression darkened in thought. Then she blurted it out: "Better than... with ...  Lucas, right?"

Lucy shrugged, sweaty, exhausted. "But sometimes it was okay, right? When it was you and Lucas together?"

Amanda's brow furrowed. "What do you mean, babe?"

"Like, when I was Lucas," said Lucy, her voice filling with uncertainty by the second. "And we were in bed together. Sometimes the sex wasn't that bad, right, babe?"

"Dear, sweetie, listen to me." Amanda gave a lilting laugh. "I love you so much. You know that right?"

"Of course, Amanda."

"But the truth is, the physical chemistry, it was never there between us. And I think we both know that."

"Yeah, I guess you're right."

"Babe?"

"Yeah, babe?"

"I'm still horny. Can you fuck me again?"

Lucy grinned at her wife. "You mean, you want me to try and actually get hard?"

Amanda's laugh was shrill and not very kind. "Girl, are you a comedian now? Of course I don't want that little worm. I'm talking about the strap-on! That sexy black dildo you’re wearing!"

"Right, sorry," said Lucy, eyes down. "I don't know what I was thinking."

"Besides," Amanda added slyly, "you look sexy with a black cock. Real sexy."

Lucy smiled, pleased with the compliment. 

For the second time that night, she adjusted the strap-on harness around her hips, her hands trembling slightly as she glanced at her reflection in the mirror. The sight of her voluptuous blonde figure, clad in the matching BLACKED bra and panties, still took her breath away. It was hard to believe that not very long ago, she had been Lucas, a man with a completely different body, a different life. A penis... Sort of.

Now, she was Lucy—a woman, a wife, and someone who had learned to love herself in ways she never thought possible.

Amanda lay on the bed, her brunette curls splayed out on the pillow, her matching lingerie accentuating her curves. Lucy’s heart swelled with love as she climbed onto the bed, the bobbing ebony strap-on resting heavily between her thighs. Amanda’s eyes, dark and hungry, locked onto hers. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” Amanda whispered, her voice a little breathless. Lucy felt a flush of heat rush through her, her body responding to the praise.

She positioned herself between Amanda’s legs, her hands gripping the waistband of the strap-on as she guided the tip to Amanda’s slick entrance again. Amanda’s wetness glistened in the dim light of the bedroom, and Lucy couldn’t help but marvel at how perfect her wife looked in this moment. “Ready?” Lucy asked, her voice soft but firm. Amanda nodded, biting her lower lip, her chest rising and falling with anticipation.

Lucy pushed forward, the black dildo sliding into Amanda with ease this time. A low moan escaped Amanda’s lips, her hands gripping the sheets as Lucy began to thrust. Lucy’s ivory bubble butt flexed with each movement, her body working in rhythm to give Amanda the pleasure she craved. She deserved. The marital bedroom filled with the sounds of their breaths mingling, the wet slap of skin against pale skin, and Amanda’s soft cries of pleasure.

But then, something shifted...

Amanda’s moans turned into something else—something choked, something broken. Lucy froze mid-thrust, her heart pounding as she saw the tears streaming down Amanda’s face. 

“Amanda? Baby, what’s wrong?” Lucy’s voice was panicked as she pulled out, tossing the strap-on aside and crawling up the bed to cradle her wife in her arms.

Amanda shook her head, her hands covering her beautiful face as sobs racked her body. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry!” she cried, her voice muffled against her palms. “I’m such a terrible person.”

Lucy’s stomach dropped. What the hell is going on? she thought, her mind racing. She stroked Amanda’s back, her voice gentle but insistent. “No, you’re not! Don’t say that, Amanda! You’re literally the best person I’ve ever met, babe. You’re as close to perfect as possible.”

Amanda let out a bitter laugh, her tear-streaked face lifting to meet Lucy’s gaze. “Ha, I wish that was the case,” she said, her voice trembling. “I’m actually the worst person. I’m selfish. And I’m a liar.”

Lucy’s confusion deepened. “Amanda? What are you talking about?” she asked, her voice tinged with fear.

Amanda didn’t answer at first. 

Instead, she slid off the bed, her body moving with a grace that even in this moment, Lucy couldn’t help but admire. Amanda’s tits and ass looked absolutely perfect in her BLACKED lingerie, her small pale tummy just starting to show the faintest signs of the pregnancy she had only recently revealed. 

Lucy’s eyes followed her wife as she bent over, reaching under the bed to pull out a large, thick folder filled with papers.

“What... what is that?” Lucy asked, her voice shaky.

Amanda turned to face her, the folder clutched tightly in her hands, her cheeks still wet with tears. “Bloom Labs,” she began, her voice trembling, “under threat of facing criminal charges, was able to quickly come up with an antidote. They fast-tracked some trials—and so far, every one of their participants were able to reverse the feminizing effects. Most of them even regained their previous... gains in masculinity. Penis size, muscle mass, everything. All you have to do is take a single pill.”

The words hit Lucy like a punch to the gut.

She stared at the folder, her mind reeling. An antidote? Reverse the effects? Her hands instinctively went to her chest, to the soft curves that had become so familiar, so her. The idea of reversing it all—of going back to being Lucas—was unthinkable. And yet, Amanda was standing there, tears streaming down her face, as if this was some kind of betrayal.

“I’m sorry,” Amanda whispered, her voice breaking. “I wanted to tell you. But every time I tried, I couldn’t. I was selfish. I didn’t want to lose you. I didn’t want things to change.”

Lucy’s heart ached as she looked at her wife, the woman she loved more than anything in the world. “Amanda, I...” Her voice trailed off, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. She didn’t know what to say, what to feel. The realization that Amanda had kept this from her—had hidden something so monumental—was a bitter pill to swallow.

"How long, Amanda?" Lucy asked, her voice quiet but loaded with hurt. "How long have you known that there was an antidote?"

Amanda tries to stop crying. "...Months."

"Months!"

"I guess, yeah."

"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" Lucy demanded, her hands on her curvy hips, but in an angry way.

There was a tense pause.

"I need an answer Amanda."

Amanda hesitated, her eyes filled with guilt. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I... I was scared. I didn’t want to lose you. I didn’t want to lose this.” She gestured to the bed, to the intimacy they had just shared. “I love you, Lucy. I love us. But I know this is my fault. I should have told you sooner.”

Lucy’s head spun. She didn’t know what to do, what to think. The antidote was in that folder, right there within her reach. The possibility of going back to being Lucas was real, tangible. But at what cost? Her marriage? Her identity? Her life as Lucy?

She looked at Amanda, her wife, her partner, the woman she had built a life with. “What do you want me to do?” Lucy asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Amanda’s tears flowed freely now, her hands clutching the folder so tightly her knuckles turned white. “I... I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice breaking. “I love you, Lucy. I love you so much. But I don’t want to force you into anything. This is your decision. Your body. I just... I just wanted you to know.”

Lucy’s mind raced, her heart pounding in her chest. The weight of the decision pressed down on her, suffocating her. She looked at the folder, then at Amanda, her wife, her love, her everything. “I need time to think,” she said finally, her voice shaky. “I need time to figure this out.”

Amanda nodded, her eyes filled with a mixture of relief and sorrow. “I understand,” she whispered. “Take all the time you need.”

Lucy sat on the edge of the bed, her hands trembling as she stared at the folder. The antidote was right there, within her reach. But the cost—the cost was so much more than she could have ever imagined.

"Amanda?”

"Hm."

“Look at me.”

Lucy’s eyes flicked between Amanda’s tear-streaked face and the pill clutched in her trembling hand. The air in the room felt heavy, charged with unspoken emotions and the weight of a decision that would change everything. Amanda’s words echoed in her mind like a haunting melody. “Amanda — but you married Lucas.”

"I know, I'm sorry," was all Amanda could say now. 

Lucy winced. She could feel the sharp sting of rejection, but also something else—something softer, something that made her chest ache. “But you prefer Lucy over Lucas?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. It wasn’t really a question. She already knew the answer.

“Yeah. Kind of,” Amanda admitted, her voice cracking. Her hands were still shaking, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge of the bed. “I love you both. But... I can’t help how I feel.”

Lucy’s soft jaw tightened. She stared at the pill, her mind racing. This is it. This is the moment. Everything I’ve become, everything I am—it all hinges on this. Her heart pounded in her chest, a frantic drumbeat that drowned out everything else. “Give me that damn pill,” she said, her voice low and strained.

“Of course! Of course!” Amanda said, scrambling to hand it over. Her movements were frantic, desperate. “And look, I get it. Just so you know, I’ll understand, babe.”

“Understand what?” Lucy snapped, her tone harsher than she intended. The weight of the situation was still pressing down on her, and she could feel the edges of her emotions fraying.

“I mean, I know there’s no way that Lucas is going to want to... stick around.” Amanda’s voice broke on the last word, and she buried her face in her hands.

“You mean, stick around and help raise another man’s baby? Your black baby?”

“Yeah,” Amanda sobbed, her slender shoulder trembling in her BLACKED top. Then her shoulders shook with more force from her tears. “I’m a terrible person. I deserve this.”

Lucy rolled her eyes, her frustration bubbling up. “You’re not a terrible person, Amanda. You’re... you’re the most important person in my life, and that will never change.”

“Yeah, you say that now. But I’m sure Lucas will feel differently.” Amanda’s voice was barely audible, choked with tears.

Lucy sighed, running a hand through her hair. This is a mess. A complete and total mess. “I just wish you would have told me earlier,” she said, her voice softening. “I thought we always tell each other the truth.”

“We do. I promise. This is the only time I’ve ever... I don’t know. We were just having so much fun. And I’ve never felt closer to anyone else.” Amanda’s words were raw, unfiltered, and they hit Lucy like a punch to the gut.

There was another long, tense pause in the room. 

The silence stretched on, thick and heavy, until Lucy finally broke it. “Me too,” she said quietly. “Come here. I want to show you something, babe.”

Amanda tried to smile through her tears, but it was clear she was still struggling now that she’d finally revealed what she considered her deepest betrayal. Lucy smiled back, a mixture of warmth and something else—something almost mischievous. It was a strange expression, given the circumstances, especially since the big black strap-on was still strapped around her waist, a stark reminder of the strange taboo intimacy they’d been sharing just moments ago.

"Give it to me. The damn pill!" Lucy demanded, her eyes locked on the cellophane-wrapped pill. This is it. This is the moment. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her palms slick with sweat. "Now!"

Amanda’s eyes were downcast as she handed over the pill, her hands trembling. She didn’t need to say anything. Her silence spoke volumes. This was the right thing to do, even if it hurt.

Lucy took the pill, her small, pale fingers wrapping around the packaging with a sense of finality. She reached out with her other hand, interlacing her fingers with Amanda’s. The connection between them was electric, even now, even with everything hanging in the balance. Without a word, the two women walked towards the bathroom, still in their matching BLACKED lingerie, Lucy’s fake black dong bobbing with every step.

Then, to Amanda’s complete shock, Lucy did something she could have never imagined in a million years: Lucy dropped the pill into the toilet and flushed it. 

Amanda’s eyes widened, her mouth opening in a silent gasp. “Lucy... what... why...?”

Lucy turned to her, a soft smile playing on her lips. “Babe, I love you so much. I just want to make you happy.”

“Oh, babe! I am happy, I’m sooooo happy!”

Amanda’s eyes were bright and wet with tears, but now they were tears of joy. She threw her gym-toned arms around Lucy, pulling her into a tight embrace. The two women held each other, their hearts beating in sync, their breaths mingling in the space between them.

Hand in hand, a mixture of sisters and lovers, they walked back to their marital bed. The tension that had been hanging over them was gone, replaced by a sense of peace and understanding. Lucy looked at Amanda, a playful glint in her eye. “Do you want to fuck?”

Amanda hesitated, then shook her head. “King actually prefers that I don’t ‘get penetrated’ until I deliver the baby. He's old fashioned, I think."

"Old fashioned? Since when?"

Amanda shrugged, smiling with wet eyes. "He just doesn’t like the idea of disturbing... ‘Prince.’”

“Prince?” Lucy raised an eyebrow, surprised.

“Yeah, that’s what King wants to call our baby.” Amanda’s voice was soft, almost shy, but there was warmth in it that made Lucy’s heart swell. "He says he's positive it'll be a boy. And I sort of feel the same way."

“Oh, I see. Prince. I like that.” Lucy smiled, her voice gentle. “I bet you two are going to make the cutest baby ever.”

“Me too,” Amanda giggled. Then she looked up at Lucy with a mischievous glance. “But guess what, babe?"

Lucy looked over at her gorgeous wife and waited. 

Amanda's eyes flickered with devilish intent now. "On the other hand, King didn’t say anything about me fucking someone else?”

Lucy groaned, rolling her eyes in mock exasperation. “Oh, great. So I’m the bottom now? Again?”

“Only for the next 8 or 9 months!” Amanda teased, her eyes sparkling.

Lucy sighed, but there was a smile tugging at her lips as she removed the strap-on from around her waist, handing it over to Amanda. Amanda quickly fastened it to her body, her movements practiced and confident. She ordered Lucy to get on her hands and knees, her voice taking on a commanding tone. “Ass up, face down, snowbunny! Shake that ghetto white booty for my BBC!”

Lucy couldn’t help but laugh, even as she obeyed. “Amanda,” she said, looking over her shoulder, “you’re starting to sound like King.”

“Trust me,” Amanda said, her voice low and sultry. “He’s definitely taught me a few tricks.” She slapped Lucy’s big pale rump, the sound echoing in the room and making Lucy yelp in surprise.

Amanda slid Lucy’s BLACKED panties to the side, then spat in her hand, using the saliva to coat the end of the fake black cock. She lined it up with Lucy’s intimate hole, her movements slow and deliberate. “Ready, babe?”

Lucy nodded, her breath hitching in anticipation. Amanda pushed the cock into her, and Lucy immediately arched her back, her ass rising higher in the air as a low moan escaped her lips. The sensation was electric, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through her body.

Amanda grabbed a fistful of Lucy’s blonde hair, pulling it back sharply as she started thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. Lucy’s moans grew louder, her body trembling with each movement. She could feel the pleasure building inside her, a sweet, overwhelming pressure that threatened to consume her.

As Amanda continued to fuck her, Lucy could feel her climax approaching, her body winding tighter and tighter until, with a sharp cry, she came, her small clit spurting out its usual puny drops of colorless fluid. Then it was over. Amanda tugged Lucy's BLACKED panties back into place. And the two women collapsed on the bed, their curvy ivory bodies entwined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

They lay there, staring into each other’s eyes, their hands stroking each other’s skin with a tenderness that spoke volumes. The future was uncertain, but in that moment, they were together, and that was all that mattered.
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