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		Part One: Snip, Snip!

		

	
		Before the operation, before all the testosterone blockers, before the acne, before the weight gain, before the mood swings, before the silicone implants, before the face started to get round and the butt started to get big, and before he knew thirty-four different ways to braid hair, Bryan Copeland was just your average-looking guy living your average middle-class life. He had a girlfriend. He had testicles. He had a penis.

		Funny how quickly things change.

		It was all pretty surprising. In high school Bryan played sports and frequently went on weekend fishing trips. He dated several girls --sometimes simultaneously. He was no slouch academically either. In fact he'd done well enough on the SATs to earn a full scholarship at his university. There he majored in mathematics, with a minor in economics to help him in the job market. His goal was to make enough money so that his wife didn't have to work if she didn't want to.

		It was during Bryan's senior year that he finally met someone he thought he could be serious about.

		They were both working on the weekends at this restaurant.

		Nicole Stewart was one of those girls who managed to be both sexy and cute at the same time. She had straight brown hair and one of those girl-next-door faces. Her body was curvy with big full tits and a nice round ass which always looked so amazing in the black pants that waiters and waitresses had to wear at work. But it was more than just her looks. Nicole was the sort of girl that made Bryan think about marriage.

		After a few months of dating they moved out of the dorms and got an apartment together. Since they were only twenty-one, it seemed like they could fuck all day, drink all night, and never have to sleep. Their whole lives were ahead of them.

		Things started to get rocky, however, when Bryan graduated and got a job working at a tech company that designed computer networks for high-end retailers. He worked in an office park and was always under the threat of drug tests.

		Nicole, meanwhile, was still working at the restaurant. During the summer they'd promoted her to bartender and she was making a lot of money. The only thing was: this meant that Bryan and Nicole had drastically different time schedules and lifestyles. They'd lived together for over two years, but it was obvious to both of them that something needed to change.

		After the break up, Bryan moved into an apartment near the office park. He stopped hanging around his college friends and grew intensely depressed. He felt isolated in his new life. All of his work friends seemed like they were in their forties --married with children. They were always talking about was their wives and kids.

		In Bryan's isolation, he turned to alcohol. He started drinking alone on the weekends, and then he started drinking alone on the weeknights too. Even though he managed to keep up appearances at work, he became quite a drunk.

		Then one night, Bryan was driving home from one of the bars when he lost control of his car. Several days later he woke up in a hospital bed. He was heavily drugged with bandages all over his body. Apparently there had been some significant damage to his hips and groin. Some surgery was required. Bryan cried like a baby when they told him that they had to remove what was left of his genitals.

		Castration?

		It was the only way.

		The doctors said that he was lucky to be alive.

		It seemed like a cruel joke. A terrible nightmare. Bryan considered suicide. Then he considered how silly and weak it was to feel like he was worthless just because he no longer had a penis attached to his body. Hopefully, a person was more than just those 5.5 inches connected to their body. And besides, Bryan had never been the type to give up so easily.

		And thus, he persevered.

		The next year was terribly awkward to be sure, but somehow Bryan survived.

		He made sure to never use the urinals in the men's bathrooms. And of course he shied away from the dating scene completely.

		Some days were good. Some days weren't so good. Some days Bryan would find himself just standing there in the bathroom mirror, looking at that flat empty space between his legs, and start bawling uncontrollably. But on the balance, thoughts of suicide were no longer present. In fact, occasionally Bryan felt like he was a better person for having survived such an ordeal.

		Unfortunately, however, the only way for Bryan to climax was by stimulating the prostate gland. For Bryan, who considered himself to be one of the straightest guys in the world, this was incredibly humiliating. It took him forever before he could even go online and start shopping for an anal dildo. He found a small, unassuming one which looked more functional than decorative --or scary.

		He was nervous to even try using a dildo on himself. He'd used a dildo on several of his girlfriends before. But never on himself. His bottom was strictly off limits. At that point, he'd never had so much as a girl's finger back up there. And yet, because of his condition, if he wanted to ever enjoy the sensation of sexual climax, then this was literarily the only way possible.

		It was beyond humiliating. Sometimes he wondered what it would be like to have a female help him out, but even this seemed so strange and kinky, that he was resolved to do it himself. No one else. Ever.

		It was after one of these self-penetrations that Bryan started wondering what would be so terrible about being a woman in the first place.

		Being a girl had to be better than being this shifty-eyed eunuch who lived alone and fucked himself up the ass with a dildo every night, right?

		It took him two more years before he was ready to begin transitioning.

		Bryan didn't have to quit his job, but he decided to quit anyway. Already he was going to have to take a lot of time off for the surgery and recuperation time. And then of course there was going to be all the social stuff that went along with something like this. And Bryan really wasn't looking forward to being the office freak show. He just wanted get this next part of his life started.

		After the first month of T-blockers, he could already tell a difference. People started telling him that his face was looking more and more round. His doctor said that this was a good sign, that his body was quite responsive to the treatment.

		Five or six months later his chest was no longer flat. It was already starting to show signs of breasts. He had little buds sprouting out. His slacks began to start feeling tighter around the butt and thighs. He still had a small cleft in his chin, but his distinctive jaw line was all but gone. It was so weird to see that some simple hormones could change his body so much in so little amount of time.

		Bryan finally got curious about the underwear. He'd never once considered wearing woman's underwear before. But now he wondered what they would feel like to slip on. He went online and purchased a pair of black lacy panties from Victoria's Secret.

		When the package arrived in the mail, Bryan took a long bath, shaved off the rest of his body hair, and then slipped the panties on. Jesus, this felt a hundred times better than a pair of his scratchy old boxers. No wonder girls spent so much time on their lingerie. He'd always assumed that it was for the purposes of impressing guys, but now that Bryan was wearing panties, he knew that it was as much for the girls as it was for the men.

		Since the hormones were already giving his butt a more feminine shape, and since he didn't have to worry about a bulge in the front, he already looked like a chick from the waist down. He was surprised how good they looked. To test whether or not he pulled ladies' underwear off, he snapped a bunch of pictures that were waist-down, started a fake online account, and then posted his pics on this sex forum for amateurs. The response was overwhelmingly positive. There were hundreds of guys out there who thought Bryan was a nice piece of ass.

		After the final surgery, Bryan quit his job and used his savings to support him while he decided what to do next. The only things he couldn't do that other women could do was give birth and breast feed. But the doctors assured him that reaching climax as a female wouldn't be a problem.

		

	
		Part Two: Bryan's Got Booty

		

		Bryan had been thinking about Nicole for a long time now. He didn't miss the sex they used to have, but he certainly missed their friendship. She was a good person. They'd always gotten along so easily. They liked the same movies, they listened to the same bands, and they had the same sort of humor. Nicole just had a way about her. She could walk into a room and brighten the place up in a matter of seconds.

		She would understand his situation, then, right?

		Bryan wasn't too sure. Like him, Nicole had come from a fairly conservative family. Her father was a deacon in their church. In the thousands of times that Bryan played the situation over in his head, he saw a spectrum of reactions which varied from complete acceptance to overall revulsion. It scared him to think that his transformation might disgust Nicole. Finally, after many sleepless nights, Bryan decided that the best thing to do was just go and find out for himself.

		It was the only way.

		It took a while to work up the courage. But eventually, he found out that his ex-girlfriend was still working at the same restaurant. He thought that this was strange, especially considering how smart and talented Nicole could be, but maybe she had her own reasons.

		Finally the day arrived.

		Getting ready that morning was a feat of sheer will power. First Bryan took the longest bath of his life. Then he got out of the tub and sat around his apartment with a towel wrapped across his breasts while he drank a glass of Chardonnay to give him confidence. It had been six years since he'd seen Nicole. Six years. Six whole years. What would she say? Would she say anything? It was possible that this whole idea was a huge mistake. Equally, it was possible that she might be far more understanding than he had anticipated. It was so weird. Though he only wanted to reach out and possibly rekindle their friendship, he felt like a nervous little girl on the night of her first date.

		Would she recognize him?

		Probably not.

		Physically, Bryan was almost unrecognizable. For some reason, Bryan's body seemed especially quick to add a layer of subcutaneous fat that distributed itself over the body, rounding contours. Even the doctors said that they couldn't believe how much his body had taken to the hormones and surgeries.

		And those guys online certainly couldn't tell that he'd once been a guy.

		Initially, what Bryan had wanted was to merely pass for a woman on the streets. His big dream was to merely blend into the crowd. He figured that it would just make things easier for him. It also might be a little fun. But mostly, he thought that it might help him stop being so depressed over not having his male sexual organs anymore. Maybe --the thought went-- if he didn't have to feel the social pressure of people around him, then it might just be easier to just get along. So he just wanted to not stick out. And if he could look like one of those athletic fitness babes he always saw on the jogging trail, then that wouldn't be so bad.

		However, this is not what happened.

		Weirdly enough, Bryan's body had never been intended to look like a fitness babe.

		It seemed like overnight all of his muscles lost their definition. The hormones that were designed to increase his breast size and ass size seemed to concentrate all of their efforts on his ass.

		After the first year, Bryan still barely had B-cups, but he was walking around with this huge Jennifer Lopez booty. The good news was that this meant he never had to worry about a chair being too hard. He had his own cushion now! The bad news was that having a big curvy bottom made him feel self-conscious.

		When Bryan realized how curvy he was starting to get, he broke out into a huge fit of crying. It was probably all the estrogen in his body, but suddenly he was bawling like a baby. The doctors said that they could do a reduction surgery if Bryan was too uncomfortable with having such a big ass, but another surgery was the last thing in the world that Bryan wanted.

		Sometimes it still shocked Bryan to see himself in front of the mirror.

		He was about 5'8", with pale Irish skin, shoulder-length dark brown hair, blue eyes, C-cups, slender waist, and a huge curvy bottom.

		After the second glass of wine, he slipped into some underwear. Surprisingly, he liked the skimpy stuff. Part of him was still afraid that all of this meant that he'd always been gay. But sometimes it just felt good to be sexy-looking. And there was, after all, a practical reasoning behind thongs. It wasn't very classy to go around showing your panty line to people. Especially now that he had the sort of butt that garnered attention from strangers.

		Over his shoulder now, he glanced at his reflection. "Holy shit," he said, still amazed by his new body, "I look like one of this girls in the rap videos. If I ever run out of money, I'll just become a professional twerker. Ha-ha!"

		He bent over and stuck his booty out, experimentally wiggling his ass for the mirror. It still felt weird. The meat wobbled in rhythm without him having to move his hips much.

		Jesus, how come he couldn't have just got one of those fitness babe bodies? They looked so firm and classy. They weren't all wobbly like this.

		More than once, he'd been forced to think of all the girls he'd ogled over the years. It was almost painful now. This felt almost like some sort of cosmic retribution.

		Before his injury, Bryan had slept with eight women. He'd fucked them and shot cum on their faces, tits, and pussies. He'd accrued a significant amount of porn on his computer. He fantasized about girls he'd seen in public. He wanted to pull down their pants, rip their panties off and fuck them hard. Now: all of that meant nothing. He liked looking at women, but they appealed to him the same way a beautiful painting appealed to him. He certainly didn't want to fuck a beautiful painting.

		Bryan was still looking at his big Kim Kardashian butt in the mirror. He reached around and grabbed two handfuls of ass cheek, lifting up the bottoms and letting them plop down again. "Ha-ha. I got too much ass."

		Then he went back to getting ready.

		Now that the contours of his body were far more pronounced, he found himself worrying about his clothes much more. Today especially. The thought of seeing Nicole again made him nervous to the point of nausea.

		"Well," Bryan said to the scantily clad woman in the mirror, "what sort of outfit does one wear when they need to tell someone that their boyfriend of two years has had sexual reassignment surgery?"

		Maybe this was a bad idea.

		Bryan drank another glass of wine. He put on some Lady Gaga and that seemed to help his confidence again.

		All he wanted was for Nicole to like him.

		It took Bryan half a dozen wardrobe changes before he settled on a navy blue dress he'd just bought for a steal at Nordstrom. The sales girl told him that he reminded her of this famous Welsh actress, but Bryan didn't know who she was talking about.

		It was a short sleeve, high waisted, V-neck which looked casual draped across his curves, but hopefully not too slutty. Bryan was somewhat weary about pants or dresses that were too tight. When you had an ass like his now, it was easy to look like you were dressing for attention. Which he certainly was not. He was almost ready now.

		Make-up and hair took another two hours.

		Then he gave the bathroom mirror another twirl. "Damn girl," he said, "I'm sort of a hot chick. If I still had a dick, I'd totally want to fuck me."

		Or at least he thought he would. It had been a long time since Bryan had wanted to fuck another woman. He really hoped that Nicole would understand.

		

		

		

		Part Three: Guys Are Gross

		

	
		As Bryan pulled into the restaurant's parking lot, he still didn't have a plan. He wasn't even sure if Nicole was going to be working today --and part of him hoped that she wasn't.

		His knees were literarily shaking all the way to front door.

		Just then there were three guys coming out of the restaurant. They were older. They were maybe in their forties, all wearing nice expensive suits. When they saw the sexy brunette in the navy blue dress approaching, they suddenly got very quiet. And Bryan could feel their eyes burning a hole in him. Guys were always worst when they were in groups. It was like they were feeding off each other's primitive energy.

		Perhaps if Bryan didn't feel so self-conscious about his new body, then he might have almost enjoyed the attention he was getting from these guys. But part of him was still absolutely sure that despite his plump ass, despite his full tits, despite the way the dress draped over the curves of his body, despite his glossy dark hair and big blue eyes, that somehow --somehow-- they would take one look at him and know that he was an imposter, a freak.

		"Thank you," said Bryan to the tall bald man holding the door open.

		"It's a beautiful day," the bald man said, grinning ear to ear.

		Bryan was so focused on trying to see what was going on inside the restaurant that he really didn't catch what the bald man had said. "I'm sorry?"

		The bald man closed the door so that now him and Bryan were standing alone in the restaurant's foyer. The bald man was tall, probably around 6'4 and talked with a Texan twang. "I said, it's a mighty pretty day," he said. "Speaking of pretty things, I hope you're not going to tell me that you're eating alone today? Because we really can't have that."

		Bryan saw the look in the bald man's eyes. It made him take a step back. The bald man made Bryan very uncomfortable. The bald man was looking at Bryan's body as if Bryan was some prime rib that he intended to devour as soon as he could get his hands on the meat.

		"No, I'm, I'm just, uh, here to..." Bryan stuttered for a little while longer.

		For a brief moment Bryan wondered what the bald man would have done if he had seen Bryan shaking his ass like a slut earlier that day. The bald man would have probably reacted the same way Bryan would have reacted a few years ago. Well, it was a good thing that we still had our privacy. People didn't need to know all of our dirty little secrets.

		"Say darling, what's your name?"

		Bryan took a deep breath. He'd been hit on by guys before, but it wasn't getting easier for him to deal with it. "Brielle," he said.

		The man smiled and cocked his head back. "I figured," he said. "You look like a Brielle. I'm Tom."

		"Nice to meet you Tom," said Bryan.

		"Likewise Brielle," Tom said.

		When they shook hands, Bryan noticed the wedding ring. This gave him an idea. "Well Tom, this has been nice, but unless you and your wife care to join me for lunch, I better be going."

		Tom hesitated. But after a quick moment he started grinning again and turned to leave the beautiful brunette alone.

		Once Bryan got inside the restaurant, he turned and saw the three guys chatting out on the sidewalk. Tom was still grinning and shaking his head. Then, rather despicably, he started making a gesture like he was fucking someone bent over in front of him. The other two guys were laughing harder. It actually took Bryan a couple of beats before he realized that they were referring to him. His stomach churned with a really sickening feeling.

		Guys were so gross.

		

		

		

		Part Four: Unrecognizable

		

	
		A small bomb went off in Bryan's head when he saw Nicole. She was at the back of the restaurant, carrying a bucket of ice from the kitchen over to one of the bins behind the bar.

		She looked amazing. Unlike her ex-boyfriend, she looked exactly the same. She had the same olive skin, the same lustrous hair, the same curvy body. How many times had that body driven Bryan to the point of maddening orgasm?

		Well, those days were certainly over.

		Right away, he could tell that she was affecting him differently, but that didn't bother Bryan in the slightest. Not now. Rather, Nicole was beautiful to him in a whole new way. And it made Bryan so happy: he almost wanted to start crying on the spot.

		"Can I help you, ma'am?"

		Bryan turned to where the deep voice came from. When he saw who was standing a few feet away now he really did want to start crying. Dante Kelly.

		Back when Bryan had worked here in college, Dante was just this skinny black high school kid who worked part-time bussing tables. But that had been years ago.

		Standing before Bryan now was this imposing edifice of a man. Dante was at least 6'2, with huge shoulders and a tapered waist. He'd obviously been putting some time in at the gym. His prominent jaw line was smooth and his head was closely shaven. He could have almost been an African-American male model. And from the way he was dressed, he'd obviously gone from bus boy to management. The brown dots in his tie brought out his glittering dark eyes as they took in Bryan's ever-shrinking presence.

		"Oh, hey Dante," Bryan said, with a weak wave of his hand.

		"I'm sorry ma'am," Dante said, "do we know each other?"

		It was moments like this that Bryan feared most. He snapped out of it long enough to say, "Oh, no. I don't think so. I was just reading your nametag."

		Dante looked down to at his nametag and nodded. "Right, right. That's what's up."

		Dante started to grab one of the lunch menus. "So, party of one for the lady?"

		"Oh, no. I'm not here to eat," Bryan said. "I'm actually here to see someone."

		"Who?"

		"Nicole?" Bryan said, making it sound like a question.

		"Right, I gotcha," said Dante. For whatever reason, Bryan's response seemed to please Dante. He put the lunch menu back and pointed to the area were the benches were. "Just take a seat with the others. We'll be with you in just a second."

		Bryan turned and saw several guys and girls already waiting on the benches. He'd been so flustered earlier that he hadn't even noticed them sitting there the entire time. He went over and plopped down next to a girl with curly red hair. Across from him, two blonde guys in their early twenties smiled and raised their chins at Bryan. Bryan sat back, gracefully crossed his smooth legs, and then spread the fabric of his dress over his lap. Then, for several minutes, he kept his hands folded over his stomach, as if to keep all the butterflies from flying out.

		About ten minutes later he heard the sound of high heels clicking across the floor. He looked up and saw Nicole. It was her! In the flesh! But before he could get a word out, Nicole said, "Great, hi guys. Sorry about having to wait. Today we're mostly just going to be filling out some paperwork and going over some of the basics. Also, we'll set up everyone's schedule for the rest of orientation. So, welcome. We're glad to have you on the team!"

		

		

		

		Part Five: Wet Panties

		

	
		Everyone at the restaurant was impressed with how quickly the new girl seemed to catch on.

		While the other waiters and waitresses struggled with memorizing the menu, using the computer to put in orders, and finding the right cleaning products, Brielle seemed to almost have a magic to her. It was almost like she had waited tables here before.

		Which brought up another interesting question: what was Brielle doing waiting tables here?

		Bryan wasn't sure. He knew that it was absolutely crazy. First of all, he'd always hated being a fucking waiter. It was basically a slave job. Random people walked in off the street and you had to be nice to them and go around fetching their food. Then, if you were good at smiling and flirting and fetching their food, they gave you a few bucks. It was a horrible job.

		But by the time that he realized that he was part of an orientation class for new waiters, he was already embedded in the group. It didn't help that the mere sight of his old girlfriend was leaving him slightly punch-drunk. As she started passing out booklets and other orientation materials, Bryan figured that he'd eventually get a moment to talk to her privately. Only, the moment never came. And then he was walking back out to his car holding onto all of this information.

		That wasn't even the most surprising thing.

		The most surprising thing, for Bryan, was how unaware Nicole seemed. That is, if anyone in the world could have realized who was sitting there in the navy blue dress, he figured that it would have been her. After all, he'd transformed, but in other ways he was still the same person. How many times had Nicole complimented him on his pretty blue eyes? Surely the eyes should have given him away. Not to mention that he was the still the same height, and roughly the same build, only with much less muscle, and a lot more junk in the trunk.

		Well, shucks.

		The more and more Bryan started thinking about what happened in the restaurant, the more he started laughing. Life was so funny. Sometimes none of this felt real. He thought that someone should write a story about his life one day. That maybe it would sell a million copies.

		So that's about when he decided that he would stick with this charade, if only for a week. Then, eventually, he would find the right moment to talk to Nicole privately. He would then reveal himself. Hopefully she would think that it was pretty funny too. All he wanted was to be her friend again. To hear her laugh, see her smile. He missed staying up all night and just talking with her. Maybe he could convince her to become a lesbian?

		But a week turned into two weeks. And then two weeks turned into a month, followed by an entire season.

		After about six months working there, alongside Nicole, but without her knowing it, Bryan started having this dream.

		It was weird.

		In the dream he was wearing nothing but a loose-fitting teddy and some cheap panties. Nicole reached into her pants and pulled out a big hard throbbing cock. She got on top of him and slid her cock into his tight little fuckhole, holding him down so that she could slowly fuck him, while they exchanged sloppy kisses.

		Each time Bryan had this dream, he would wake up in his bed and immediately start playing with the tender folds of his pussy, imagining himself getting fucked by Nicole's big juicy cock. He'd never actively fantasized about submitting to a more dominant person before. It was a powerful fantasy though. It wasn't just a physical thing. It was emotional and spiritual. And the more he thought about how perfect she was, the more he got used to playing with his pussy.

		Then Bryan did something that he never thought in a million years was possible.

		He creamed his panties.

		

		

		

		Part Six: The Little Girl's Room

		

	
		One day, while Bryan was working a lunch shift, he had to go tinkle in the little girl's room. When he came out of the stall, he saw Nicole standing by the sink with her cell phone. She looked like she'd been crying a little.

		"Hey, is everything okay?" said Bryan, washing his hands and then touching up his mascara in the mirror.

		Nicole startled a little. "Oh, hey Brielle. Yeah, yeah, everything is just dandy. Just terrific. My life is absolutely perfect."

		"What is it?"

		"Well, first of all," Nicole said, "it has occurred to me that all guys suck. They suck. They just fucking suck. Every last one of them. Douchebags."

		Bryan frowned. He sensed what was coming. He loved Nicole, and wanted to be around her as much as possible, but he wasn't sure whether or not he could stomach talking about boys with her. The memories of their rather passionate relationship were still far too fresh in his head. It was easier for him to simply pretend that she'd been a celibate nun since they broke up.

		"Anyway, don't listen to me," Nicole said. "So how's your love life going these days, Brielle?"

		Bryan gave a little laugh. "Well, not much of a love life to talk about, I'm afraid."

		"Really? I figured..."

		"What?" Bryan said impatiently.

		Nicole paused. "Well, I figured that a girl like you wouldn't have a problem. I mean, you definitely seem to have some fans around here. By the way, is it okay if I mention that I wish I had a butt like yours?"

		Bryan started blushing. It was so weird to hear his sexy ex-girlfriend telling him that she was jealous of his body. "Believe me, if I could trade you, I'd do so in a heartbeat. Buying clothes would be so much easier."

		The two girls shared a brief laugh.

		Bryan turned back to look in the mirror. He was still surprised every time he saw his reflection. He was an only child. He'd never had a sister, but he figured that if he did, she would have looked exactly like this. With a heavy sigh, he said, "Though having a big butt is probably the least of my problems."

		"Oh honey," Nicole said, coming over and placing her arm around his shoulders, comforting him. "What's the matter? You look like you're having a bad day too."

		"It could be better," he admitted.

		"You know what we should do?" Nicole said, arching an eyebrow like someone about to get into some trouble. "Aren't you getting off soon also?"

		"I probably have another thirty minutes," Bryan said tentatively.

		"Me too," Nicole said, her smile brightening every second. "Okay, so this is just a suggestion. So feel free to totally shoot me down. I mean, like, I don't want to pressure you into having a girl's night out or anything."

		"I'm listening," Bryan said.

		

		

		

		Part Seven: Party of Three

		

	
		About an hour later Bryan was walking around Nicole's apartment with a jumbo margarita in his hands. It was such a surreal experience. He couldn't believe that he was back in Nicole's life, sitting on her couch, using her bathroom, talking about TV shows and diets.

		It was a nice place too. Nicole lived in an upscale apartment complex with lots of young professional types. Still, Bryan had this gnawing feeling at the back of his head that he was hoping to drown with tequila. Because right now it was hard not to imagine where Bryan and Nicole might be living if things had gone differently.

		At least she seemed like she was happy in this other life.

		So there was that.

		"Is there too much tequila in these things?" Nicole asked. "I'm --like-- the worst bartender in the world. Well, not the worst. Just the most irresponsible."

		Bryan leaned forward and took another long, slow sip. He closed his eyes. "Mmmm... Tastes just right to me. By the way, I like your place. How long have you lived here?"

		"Nearly two years now," she replied. "Did you say that you're single?"

		"What?" Bryan said. "Oh right, yeah. I'm sort of flying solo at the moment."

		"That's cool," Nicole said. "How long have you been single?"

		"A little while."

		"Well, we got a bunch of cute guys that live here," she said.

		Bryan's heart dropped in his stomach. He wasn't sure how much longer he could stand there and pretend that everything was completely normal. He wanted to change the subject. But all that he could think to say was, "Yeah, ha ha, maybe."

		"What did he do?" Nicole asked though.

		"What did who do?"

		"Your ex."

		"Oh, well, he worked in a restaurant too, I guess."

		Nicole raised her drink in the air and said, "Here's to workplace romances, cheers!"

		They both took very long sips.

		After that, Nicole said, "I can tell that you miss him."

		"Excuse me?"

		"Your expression just totally changed," Nicole said. "When I started asking you about your ex. You must really miss him. Well, thank God for vibrators, huh Girl!"

		"Yeah, hehe, I guess so," Bryan said, throwing back the rest of his margarita in one greedy gulp. "You don't have any more of these lying around, do you?"

		Nicole's face, which was now flushed slightly from the alcohol, burst into a full welcoming smile. "Oh my God, Brielle! I knew you were going to be fun! Which is great, because honestly I need some fun friends in my life!"

		Then Nicole went back into the kitchen and quickly prepared some more drinks. They were three or four margaritas deep when there was a knock on the front door.

		"Shit," Nicole said. "I told him not to come over. I told him!"

		"Told who?" Bryan said, feeling a little too giddy from the drinks to care much.

		"My boyfriend."

		All the sudden Bryan's buzz wore off completely. His face creased and darkened. "Oh."

		"We're sort of going through a rough patch. And I told him to not come over. He always does this."

		There was another knock on the front door, this one louder.

		"Oh," Bryan said, seeing how serious Nicole looked. Even though he didn't want to, he found himself saying, "Um, do you want me to get out of here?"

		"Girl, please," Nicole said. "Besides, it'll be easier to get rid of him if he finds out that we're having a girl's night. Girl, you're my ally. I'll just tell him that we're going to do each other's toes and watch Sex and the City. Trust me --that should get him running for the hills."

		"Ha ha, Nicole, you're so crazy. Besides, I can't wait to see what kind of guys you date. This should be interesting."

		"Oh girl," Nicole said. "You've already met him before."

		A moment later Bryan could hear the door open and then Dante Kelly was walking into the living room. He wasn't dressed the same way he did at work. He was wearing baggy jeans and a tight white tank top to show off all his black muscles. When he saw Brielle sitting on the couch, Dante broke out into the biggest grin. It was sort of like the smile people sometimes get in the grocery store when they see a buy-one-get-one-free special.

		

		

		

		Part Eight: Double Bubble, Black Trouble

		

	
		Nicole was wrong. Dante had not headed for the hills. Instead he'd poured himself a drink and simply joined their party. A few minutes turned into an hour. Then one hour turned into two hours. By then everyone was starting to get a little tipsy.

		"You know, it's funny," Dante said after Nicole went to the bathroom, leaving her boyfriend and Bryan sitting together on the couch together. It was the first time they'd been alone. "But when I first started working at the restaurant, Nicole was dating this whiteboy."

		Bryan reached for his drink on the coffee table. "Oh really?"

		Dante smiled at the memory. "I could tell right away that she was way too much woman for him. I'm not racist. I like whiteboys. But most of them don't know how to handle a woman like that. She's got her needs, you know. Did she tell you that we've been dating for a couple of years now?"

		Bryan couldn't believe it. How could his sweet, beautiful, conservative Nicole be in a relationship with a guy like Dante Kelly? What did her parents think? No way they were OK with her dating black guys.

		"I'll take that as a no," Dante said, satisfied. "You want to know something? The first time she let me get up inside of that sweet white pussy, she was so fucking tight. I swear to God, DAMN, it was like she was a virgin. That's when I knew for sure that her whiteboy wasn't hitting that right. You like whiteboys, Brielle?"

		"I'm not really in a relationship," Bryan said nervously, trying to figure out how he could possibly get out of this conversation without drawing too much attention to himself.

		"The reason I ask," Dante went on, "is that you got that big ass. Ass for days. If you don't mind me saying, you got one plump juicy white ass. And you know how us black guys go crazy over a sexy white chick with some thickness. Makes me crazy. I know that. Brings out that animal inside me. You feel me, Bryan?"

		Suddenly Bryan turned and looked at Dante. He couldn't believe it.

		Bryan's heart thumped inside his chest. Did Dante just call him by his real name? Or was that a figment of his imagination? It was hard to tell. Bryan hardly drank these days and his new body made him a lightweight when it came to booze.

		For a few seconds, as he sat next to Dante, all he could hear was the blood rushing in his ears. Perhaps he was only imagining things. Perhaps Dante had made a mere slip of the tongue and didn't even realize it himself. Finally, Bryan managed to squeak out, "Sure, ha ha, I guess so."

		"Shit," Dante said, "the first night they broke up, shit Nicole was already calling me up. We went out to some bars. Then I brought her back to my place. Fucked her good. Gave her some of that big black cock she'd been craving so much. I never seen a girl cream so much all over me either. I think that she was thinking it was just a rebound fuck, but obviously she got addicted to that big dick. They always do. Anyway, that's another reason why I love sexy white girls. They cream so easily. They love to have strong dominate guys take over in the bedroom. Is that what you're like, baby?"

		"I'm --I'm not really comfortable talking about this sort of stuff with you," Bryan said, inwardly shaking with anger, but trying to sound as calm and controlled as possible.

		But Dante just laughed at him. Dante was smiling down at Bryan with the most malevolent, self-satisfied grin he'd ever seen before. The black guy was looking at Bryan now the same way a predator does when it takes one final look at its prey before taking the first bite. "I bet you're not."

		"What does that mean?" Bryan said, not liking the way this smug asshole was looking at him.

		There was a long pause as Dante took his time formulating an answer. Finally, he leaned over towards Bryan, placing his arm on the back of the couch, just above Bryan's narrow shoulders.

		In a low, coarse growl, Dante said, "It means, I know who the fuck you are, bitch. Yeah, you look real different. You got real sexy. You got that big ass. You got that long hair and round face. You got them new titties I like! But damn, bitch, you also got the same goddamn social security number!"

		In a fraction of a second, all of the color left Bryan's face.

		Dante continued. "Don't worry though, baby, I took care of it in the office. You can trust me. Dante is your new best friend, baby. Nicole doesn't know. Nobody else knows. Only me. I'm the only one who knows about your little secret --Bryan."

		For several long moments, Bryan couldn't talk. He was struggling not to get up and run out of the apartment and leave the city, the country for good!

		"What's wrong, Brielle? You look surprised for some reason?" Dante said. A tongue slid out of his big lips. He was obviously enjoying the fact that he now got to reveal his secret.

		"Listen," Bryan said, with as much composure as he was able to muster, "I think that you have me confused with someone else."

		Then Dante did something surprising. He reached over and grabbed Brielle, holding Brielle's pale oval face in his dark hands, looking deeply into Brielle's blue eyes.

		"Shush now, girl. I love those blue eyes though. Blue eyes look so good when they are staring up at me with my black --" Dante broke off. Then he said, "Baby, I'm sure that things haven't been easy for you. It must be hard to be the boyfriend for so long and now find yourself in a whole different role. But Dante don't mind. Dante thinks you're fucking beautiful, regardless of how you used to be. And Dante thinks that as long as you're a good little girl and listen to what Dante says then he won't tell anyone else. What do you think, Brielle? We got ourselves a deal?"

		But before Brielle could respond, Nicole had entered the room. "I'm sorry," she said, jerking her head back in clear irritation. "I hope that I'm not interrupting anything???"

		Brielle looked over at Nicole who was definitely giving her the evil eye. What was she thinking? Did she really think that her ex-boyfriend was trying to steal her present boyfriend? It all seemed so unreal. A nightmare. A perfect nightmare.

		"Brielle here was just saying that she's never seen an interracial porno," Dante said, patting the couch for Nicole to come join him. "Isn't that right Brielle?"

		Of course, at the moment what Brielle wanted more than anything was to get up and leave. But the way that Dante looked at her, she knew that leaving wasn't an option. That is, as long as she wanted him to keep their secret. So, not feeling like there were many options, she simply shrugged her shoulders with a guilty expression. "I guess not, no."

		Dante laughed. When Nicole finally sat down next to him on the couch he put one of his big dark arms around her shoulders and pulled her into him. "Why are you so grumpy looking, girl? You know you're my boo. You know I got nothing but love for you. You know all my sweet lovin' is for your fine ass only."

		Nicole smiled, but pushed herself away from her boyfriend. She narrowed her eyes skeptically and said, "Then why are you smiling like the cat that ate the canary?"

		Dante laughed again, this time slapping a knee. "Damn girl, can't I just be happy for one second? I ain't done nothing wrong. I'm just sitting up in this place next to two beautiful white goddesses. I think that a man would have to be clinically insane not to be happy."

		Nicole looked at Brielle and frowned.

		Brielle, meanwhile, wasn't feeling very comfortable. She didn't like the fact that Dante knew her secret. She didn't like being this close to him. And she definitely didn't like the way that Nicole was looking at her now.

		"Alright, everyone just relax now," Dante said. He grabbed a remote control off the coffee table and pushed some of the buttons so that the TV turned on.

		While the three of them sat together on the couch, watching as Dante scrolled through some on-screen menus, Brielle tried to remember the last time that Nicole had ever watched a porno. The answer was simple. She hadn't. In fact, the couple of times that Bryan had tried to persuade her otherwise, he'd been shot down fairly quickly. Nicole had made it clear that she found such material entirely offensive and unsuitable to watch. And yet, here they were. The three of them.

		The movie was called Double Bubble, Black Trouble.

		Weirdly enough, it was about two big butt white girls who find themselves at the mercy of a large well-endowed black man. There wasn't much of a story line. The girls pretty much just walked into someone's living room and began making out, rubbing their hands all over their bodies as they did so.

		Brielle looked down and saw Dante's reaction. It was huge. There was no mistaking the outline of his rather sizable organ as it stiffened in his pants.

		"Damn they look sexy," Dante said. "I love me some major bubble butt white girls. What do you think Brielle?"

		"What do I think?" said Brielle.

		Dante nodded for her to answer. "I mean, if you were a guy, do you think you'd be attracted to them?"

		Brielle could hear the taunting in Dante's voice and she didn't like it. He obviously liked playing head games. But what else was she supposed to do? She felt helpless. She looked over at Nicole, hoping that she would come to her rescue. When this didn't happen, Brielle found herself smiling nervously at the black guy. Then she sort of giggled and said, "Um, sure, I guess so. Hehehe."

		"Nicole thinks that they are sexy," Dante then added. "Isn't that right, baby?"

		"How many times are we going to watch this video?" Nicole asked. "Jesus, Dante, I think you're addicted."

		"Hell yeah I'm addicted! Look at those fine-ass white babes!" Dante smiled and laughed. "Besides, Nicole, I thought you liked this one, baby? Remember, last time, how you did to me whatever the girls on the screen were doing?"

		Nicole, most likely realizing where this was going, didn't say anything. She just sat there, arms crossed over her chest while Dante rubbed one of her shoulders.

		Meanwhile, on the TV screen, both of the white girls were kneeling in front of the black porno actor. He'd just removed his shirt, showing off his broad chest and ripped stomach. The porno actresses were giggling as they unzipped his jeans and watched as a big piece of black meat sprang free.

		A few slightly awkward moments passed when Dante said, "Hey Brielle, let me ask you a question. Do you think that guy has a big cock?"

		Brielle, wanting to look away from the screen, but finding it hard to do so, sat there devouring her lower lip for a few uncomfortable seconds. "Um, I don't know. I guess so. Maybe."

		"Nicole loves big cocks," Dante gloated. "She don't like those small ones. The bigger the better. Ain't that right, sexy?"

		"Shut up," said Nicole with some of her characteristic moxie.

		"Remember that whiteboy you was dating before me?" Dante said. "You said that his tongue was bigger than his dick. That's why you came to me, huh."

		"I didn't say that. I said that this tongue happened to work better for me, personally. That's what I said. It's not his fault that he wasn't given the same, uh, gifts that you were."

		Dante turned and looked at Brielle. He raised his eyebrows triumphantly and said, "See? My girl is a fucking size queen. That shit is crazy, yo."

		"Ha ha," Brielle said, trying to cover up how incredibly awful she felt right now. It was bad enough that she had to sit here watching him take control of the situation so easily, but now Dante was somehow erasing the good memories that Bryan and Nicole had years ago. Had Nicole always been this way? Was she really that dissatisfied with him in the bedroom? Had she really always wanted a guy like Dante? It was hard to imagine such a classy-looking young woman yearning for someone so coarse and uneducated, but there was obviously some sort of attraction between the two.

		"Brielle," Dante said, letting go of Nicole so that he could unzip his pants, "I'm feeling a little insecure now. Look at this and tell me if you think it's big enough."

		Nicole opened her mouth to say something, but before any words came out, Dante had pulled his cock out. Brielle wasn't sure how big it was, but it was at least twice as big as the penis Bryan used to have. Plus it was much thicker. But what really struck Brielle now was how dark it looked. In some ways, it was almost beautiful, much better looking than the small pink dick he used to have. No wonder Nicole preferred this one.

		Wait!

		What the fuck?!?

		What was Brielle thinking???

		Did she really just look at a guy's dick and think it was beautiful?

		Well, she knew that hormones affected her thoughts. It was a chemistry thing. And now that she was a little drunk, she was probably just getting confused.

		Still, Brielle found that she couldn't really take her eyes off Dante's black meat. Her body was betraying her. It was making her want something that she'd never even considered before.

		"So, what do you think, baby?"

		"Dante! Seriously!" Nicole said, trying to sound scandalized, but grinning too. "Put that thing back! Brielle doesn't want to see your cock, put it back right now! I'm not going to bring any friends over if this is how you are going to act, I promise."

		But Dante didn't move. He just sat there, grinning, with his black cock sticking up in the air. "Naw, Brielle. I think it's about time that you told Nicole what's really going on here. Don't you think? No more secrets. After all, we're all adults. Now don't you have something you need to tell Nicole?"

		With a lump in her throat, Brielle turned to stare down at the floor, afraid of what might happen if she made eye contact with Nicole right now.

		Dante started stroking his cock, waiting patiently.

		Brielle wasn't sure what to say or do now. Was Dante really forcing her to come clean? Was Brielle really supposed to suddenly tell Nicole that all along it had been Bryan? Was Nicole supposed to suddenly find out that her new bff was actually her ex-boyfriend? That now instead of being boyfriend and girlfriend, they were two sexy white girls sitting in a room watching an interracial porno while a black guy stroked his big cock in anticipation?

		"I mean..."

		"What she means," Dante interrupted, stroking his dick and looking at Nicole, "is that she was hoping that you would share."

		Nicole bit her lip, smiled, and moved some hair out of her face while her body squirmed around for a second. "Share? Share what?"

		"Tell her Brielle," Dante commanded.

		Brielle knew where this was going, but didn't want to say it. She thought that it was bad enough that he was going to make her watch as he fucked his ex-girlfriend. But at least she could justify that in her mind. Nicole was still a woman. She still had needs. And Brielle no longer had the equipment to fulfill those needs. And even if she did still have balls and a penis, she certainly didn't have the inclination to use them on anyone.

		Brielle's best case scenario was that Dante would get up and leave them alone. Then they could be together, do lots of kissing and explore each other's body. If Nicole had preferred Bryan's tongue that was fine, because Brielle certainly had a tongue she would use on Nicole if that's what was needed.

		"She wants to try a big dick," Dante said, completely shattering Brielle's fantasy world. "She's really nervous though, and she trusts you, so she wants you to show her how to take a big dick. Isn't that right, Brielle?"

		No way! No way she was just going to give in like that. If that's what he really thought, then Dante really was even more stupid then he looked.

		"Or is it something else?" Dante said, shooting Brielle/Bryan a very meaningful look.

		"I, uh, guess so," Brielle finally found herself saying. "Sure."

		Nicole laughed while Dante nodded, showing a wide expanse of teeth as he looked at Brielle again.

		"Is that cool with you, baby?" Dante asked his girlfriend.

		"Sure, I don't mind," Nicole said.

		Dante stood up and told the girls it was time.

		Falling to her knees, Brielle couldn't believe how easily Nicole was going along with something like this. She'd always been so conventional, so level-headed, so classy. This was definitely not classy.

		"Naw, take some of those clothes off first," Dante said. "If you get to see mine, I want to see a little of yours."

		"I'm not getting naked," Brielle said.

		"Nobody asking your sexy ass to get naked," Dante said. "Bra and panties is fine with me."

		Brielle couldn't believe that she was even considering this. But Nicole looked so confident as she lifted her shirt above her head, that Brielle followed and soon both girls were standing there in their bras and thongs. Brielle looked really uncomfortable until Nicole reached around and grabbed her booty, giving Brielle's butt a few playful slaps.

		"You're gorgeous, baby!"

		"Thanks," Brielle said, knowing that if it wasn't for the margaritas, she would have never agreed to any of this. "You're beautiful too."

		"Fuck yeah. You both look sexy as fuck. Now come over here to Dante. We about to spread some racial harmony in this place!"

		He wasn't fully hard yet. Dante's cock was sticking away from his body, the big purple head pointing down. Nicole moved some of the brown hair out of her face and leaned forward to take the first few inches of black dick into her mouth. A pink tongue shot out of her mouth. Then she licked the head a few times before wrapping her lips around the dark shaft, offering her face for the black man's pleasure.

		Brielle watched. She couldn't believe how comfortable Nicole looked in this situation. Nicole was acting like she was made to sit there on her knees and suck a black guy's dick.

		After a little while, feeling like she should help out too, Brielle reached out and experimentally cupped Dante's balls. They were exceedingly large. It was scary to think how much baby batter was now churning inside them. She began moving her fingers underneath the skin, though sitting back as far as possible, as if she expected something bad to happen.

		But nothing bad did happen.

		Dante was just looking down at them both now. The combination of Nicole's mouth and Brielle's pale hands had made his cock hard as a rock. His big dark eyes were half-closed. Brielle kept thinking how weird it was to feel another guy's balls. Dante had shaved off most of his pubic hair so that everything was clean and flat.

		Meanwhile, Nicole was making swishing sounds as she used her mouth to go up and down the thick black cock. She had her eyes closed for the most part, but sometimes she would blink them open and look over at Brielle with a smile in her stare.

		"Now let Brielle try," Dante barked down.

		Suddenly Brielle's heart was going a mile a minute. She knew that there was no way that she was going to get herself out of this one. She tried telling herself that it wasn't her fault.

		But somehow she knew differently.

		If Bryan had been a better boyfriend, then maybe none of this would have happened. Clearly Bryan and Nicole should have never broken up. They'd been good for each other. And it was only because he'd failed as a boyfriend that he ended up in that terrible accident --which lead to the operation, the transitioning, and even Nicole's own metamorphosis. So in a way, maybe he did deserve this after all.

		After living his life as a man, he'd already changed his body. He'd got accustomed to the soft fabrics of female clothing. And now, there was only one more thing to do. He was about to give another man oral sex. Just like a woman. Exactly like a woman. And he would do so while kneeling next to the love of his life.

		Brielle could tell that Nicole was watching her closely as she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. As she leaned closer, her nostrils flared with the musky scent of Dante's genitalia. It was so big and so dark. Brielle told herself that she was only making it worse by fighting the inevitable. Finally, her eyes widened in surprise as she felt the tip of the dark cock brush past her lips and slide into her mouth. It was inside! Dante's black cock was in her mouth now! There was no going back!

		Patting Brielle's head affectionately, Dante said, "That's good, baby. See? That wasn't so bad? Girls always be acting like it's a big thing until they get that dick in their mouths."

		She felt his cock settle down onto her tongue. It was both hard and soft at the same time. She was surprised by how warm it was. This really wasn't that bad. Maybe if she could forget everything else, then this wouldn't be that bad at all.

		But it wasn't that easy.

		As she sucked Dante's cock, Brielle's thoughts were in turmoil. Only by believing that she really was a girl was Brielle able to accept what she was doing. Picturing Dante towering above her, succumbing to his mastery, she began to humbly perform the task before her. It seemed right.

		With the black dick lodged in Brielle's mouth now, Dante began thrusting his pelvis back and forth, working his cock deeper and deeper.

		"No hands. Just suck, baby!" Dante said. He placed his hands on the sides of Brielle's head and thrust in and out of her mouth "Show me that you're a big girl now! Big girls don't need hands!"

		Brielle couldn't believe it, but she could feel his cock still growing in her mouth. Jesus, if Bryan had had a dick like this, then there was no way that Nicole would have let him break up with her.

		"Day-um! Looks like someone really enjoys sucking on some BBC!" Dante gloated from above.

		Brielle's response of "Oh, fuck no!" came out a slobbery, "Owmffff! Umbbllbhffff!"

		"Yo, I think your girl is a fast learner!" Dante said.

		With a big black cock stretching her mouth, Brielle looked over at Nicole, who reached over and began patting her friend on the back. "You're doing great, honey. The first time I tried a BBC I nearly had to vomit."

		"I own your face now, baby!" Dante said. Within minutes his intensity matched Brielle's. He forced his cock to the back of her throat as long streams of drool ran out off her chin and dripped onto the floor. He fucked her face with the ferocity of a prisoner enjoying his first night of freedom after a lengthy incarceration. "That's right, get that dick. Let me fuck that pretty white girl face. Hey, look up at me when I'm fucking your face, boo. That's right, you're my boo now. I want to see those eyes. I love looking at those pretty blue eyes as my black cock fucks your throat."

		Brielle looked up and they made eye contact. That was the hardest part. It was one thing to suck Dante's dick. But it was another thing to suck his dick while he looked down at you like he completely owned you now.

		"You were made to suck black dick, girl."

		"Ownmmph. Ummghgggh."

		"What's that?"

		There was a lot of saliva in Brielle's mouth now and she was making loud slurpy sounds as Dante continued bucking his hips back and forth.

		"Nicole, boo, I think it's time to help your girl out. Maybe you two should work together on this dick. Yawl be looking sexy as fuck on your knees right now."

		There was a plop sound as Dante pulled his dick out of Brielle's mouth.

		Brielle gasped for much-needed air. Then she used the back of her hand to get some of the saliva off her face, watching now as Dante pushed the mighty weapon into Nicole's gaping mouth.

		"Oh shit, I'll never get over how good you look sucking my big dick! Damn! That face was made for this cock, huh?"

		With Dante towering over them, making the girls look so small and meek, the only thing Nicole could say was something like, "Uhhmmmppphh, uhhhmmmphh!"

		As Brielle continued watching, she glanced up for a second. She was starting to see Nicole's attraction for Dante. The black man seemed to fill the room with a domineering presence. He looked so masculine that Brielle had a hard time speaking.

		She turned to see how Nicole was doing now. At the moment her cheeks were bulging and her eyes had watered a little bit, but she looked undeniably happy.

		Without being conscious of the decision, Brielle suddenly leaned forward and began to lick Dante's balls for him. Considering the circumstances, it seemed like the most natural thing in the world to do. She was trying to give Dante pleasure as much as help out her girlfriend.

		Dante's taste was familial now and Brielle realized how quickly she'd gotten used to such depravity. When Nicole finally spit the giant cock out of her mouth, both girls put their mouths on different sides and began to slide their mouths up and down the long dark shaft. They would have been kissing if it wasn't for the black cock.

		"Oh fuck yeah!" Dante enthused from above. "That's my girls! I like it when you two work together like that!"

		Then the two girls began taking turns, one sucking the shaft while the other worked on those huge balls dangling between Dante's legs. After years of dating one another, they were now on the same level, servicing a large dominant male who seemed to relish the idea of having two girls instead of one.

		After a couple of minutes of everyone accepting their new roles, Dante said he couldn't stand not touching them anymore. He pulled them to their feet, watching their breasts bounce slightly. He smirked and pinched Nicole's nipples first, and then Brielle's nipples. They both gasped, but neither protested.

		Dante stood behind the girls now, pulling their tops to the side, sliding his hands down their bodies, grabbing their hips, then cupping their perfect asses. He gripped Brielle's ass firmly, kneading the flesh like someone inspecting an expensive product they were about to purchase.

		Suddenly, Brielle felt a little frightened to be standing there in the living room, getting groped in such a manner. The domineering power Dante exuded was overwhelming and she was aware of the strength he exhibited. A musky odor permeated from him, enhancing his masculinity. Blushing, she felt contrasting emotions shoot through her still.

		Dante then tipped the girls off balance and they fell in unison onto the carpet. From above, he surveyed them, staring up at him with their big eyes and breasts jutting forward. They're lips were swollen and their hair was mussed. They were so sexy that he almost started to jerk off right on their beautiful white faces.

		But he slowed down enough to position them into the 69 position with Brielle on the bottom. Nicole got on top, spun around, straddled Brielle's head, and lowered her crotch to her ex-boyfriend's feminized face.

		Brielle's eyes were closed, but even if opened her field of vision would have been entirely filled by Nicole's curvy butt cheeks and the moist crevice that divided them.

		Dante's touch was firm as he ran he hands over Nicole's back. She began to moan as Brielle's tongue leapt up and grazed the tender folds of her pussy lips. Nicole replayed the favor by leaning forward and planting her face into Brielle's pussy --obviously not knowing that this wasn't the first time she'd had her head in this particular lap.

		But they were both girls now. And they were moaning in unison as they licked each other's pussies. Meanwhile, Dante crouched behind Nicole so that his knees were on both sides of Brielle's head. Even if she wanted to move now, she was trapped. Her face was inches away from her ex-girlfriend's pussy as she saw the head of a big black cock brush against Nicole's pussy.

		Instinctually, Brielle raised her neck and started to lick the bottom of Dante's cock, as he circled his mushroom head around the outside of Nicole's pussy.

		As he finally slipped inside her, Nicole was moaning and arching her back. For the second time, Brielle realized how beautiful Dante's cock was. He might have been a manipulative jerk, but his cock was beautiful.

		While lying on her back, Brielle couldn't help but to stare up at the mammoth beast. Its size, its texture, its commanding presence was overpowering. Her tongue moistened the bottom of the dark shaft as it piston rammed into Nicole.

		"Yeah bitch, give me that white pussy!"

		"Oh Dante!" Nicole moaned. "That feels so fucking good!"

		"This is what you need isn't it, baby?"

		"Oh God yes! I need that big dick!"

		"You mean you need this big black dick! I know your suburban-ass gets off on taking some big black dick! What would your parents say if they saw you right now!"

		Instead of responding with words, Nicole began grunting like an animal.

		"And what about you, Brielle? What would your parents say?"

		Brielle felt her legs start to shudder as she tried to focus on licking Nicole's pussy lips.

		But Dante wanted an answer. "Brielle, don't make me ask you again! Now, what would your parents say if they saw you now?"

		At that moment, it was like they'd ceased to be three separate individuals. Instead they were all one body, moving together, moaning, rubbing skin against skin, black against white, white against black, giving each other unbelievable amounts of pleasure. Both of the girls were so wet and Dante was beyond hard.

		"They would be..." Brielle said, pausing to let out a low guttural growl from the feeling of Nicole's mouth on her pussy. Nicole buried her face into Brielle's crotch even deeper and began kissing, nibbling, and then licking up and down the creases of Brielle's thighs. "...surprised."

		As he continued to fuck Nicole, the black man looked down and said, "They sure did raise one sexy daughter, didn't they Brielle?"

		"Yeah, uh, they did."

		"Even better for me, they raised a sexy daughter who likes black meat. Ain't that right, Brielle?"

		By now Nicole and Brielle were whimpering.

		"Ain't that right, Brielle?"

		Brielle was in heaven or hell --she wasn't sure which. "You're right," she said, not really aware of what her words meant.

		Finally, Dante pulled out of Nicole, grabbed Brielle, and repositioned them both so that they were side-by-side, doggystyle.

		Both girls were now presenting their asses to Dante. Their shoulders were touching and their faces were looking forward with undisguised looks of lust. They might have been boyfriend and girlfriend before. But now that was all over for certain. Now they were like two sexy sisters sharing an alpha male.

		Brielle moved instinctively and began to kiss Nicole.

		There was a moment of eerie calm, then Dante ordered: "Shake those asses, white girls!"

		The two girlfriends did exactly as he said. They began moving their curvy hips, their round bottoms, trying to entice their stud to pick them.

		While they were still shamelessly gyrating their hips together, Dante said, "Alright Brielle, it's time for you to try some BBC!"

		That's when she felt him wriggle his fingertip in her pussy.

		"You want this black dick?"

		"Hmmmmm...."

		"Not good enough. Let me hear you say it."

		Brielle looked up as the room went white. Dante slowly ran the entirety of his tongue from the source of her abundant juices all the way to her asshole. He did this again and again, slowly, never lingering in any one place, never quite satisfying her, but firing every nerve ending his tongue came in contact with.

		"Oh shit, fuck me," Brielle finally whimpered, closing her eyes and letting herself go.

		"Not good enough," he said again. "Tell me that you want it. I want to hear you beg me for my big black cock."

		There was no other way, so she squeezed her eyes shut, and fought through the self-disgust enough to finally say, "I want it, Dante. I want that black dick."

		"What's that baby?" he said, a smile in his voice.

		In a very brittle voice, Brielle responded, "I want your big black cock."

		Dante looked down at the beautiful round ass being offered to him now. Brielle looked damn good on her hands and knees. In this position her pussy was wide open and her asshole was exposed perfectly. Dante grinned and gave her one more slow, full-tongued lick, then rubbed his cockhead against her lips, applying just enough pressure for her to have to stifle a long, low moan.

		With her back arched, her butt up in the air, and her eyes squeezed shut, Brielle felt the first cock ever to enter her pussy. It was exactly like what they always said. It hurt, but it felt good at the same time.

		"Oh shit!" Brielle found herself saying. "Oh goddamn, fuck, fuck me!"

		Dante plunged the first three or four inches and then paused, knowing that she needed a moment to get used to him. Then he began to work his shaft back and forth, happy to find that Brielle was so incredibly moist.

		"You like that, you sexy bitch?"

		"Uggggghhhh," Brielle groaned now, searing pain shooting through her body as he had almost the entire length of his cock lodged inside her pussy.

		From his position, Dante leveraged weight provided sufficient force to penetrate her pussy fully. Any resistance was overcome and her canal stretched to accommodate him. Thrust to the hilt, he paused, letting her feel him pulse inside her velvety walls, before pulling his slick cock out and burying it inside her again.

		"Oh Dante, oh Dante!" Brielle was saying, clawing the carpet as her ass continued to take a beating.

		The black man plunged in and out of her white pussy with long, slow strokes of his thick cock, savoring every sensation along the way.

		"You like that Brielle?"

		"I can't believe I'm getting fucked," she said through clenched teeth. "This is amazing!"

		Dante grabbed a fistful of her hair and snapped her head backwards so that she was looking up at the ceiling.

		"Take that cock, you big booty bitch!"

		While she was getting pounded, Brielle twisted her neck enough to look behind her. She saw Dante's strong negroid features warped into a smile. His teeth were so shiny and white. She made eye contact and said, "Fuck me, baby! Give me that big black cock!"

		"I love riding this white ass!"

		"Oh Dante!"

		"Yeah," he said smirking down at her now, "I thought you'd come around, you sexy white bitch! I think we're going to do this again! I think that you and Nicole make a good team together!"

		Dante's pace quickened as he raced to achieve orgasm.

		"Nicole, do you think we look sexy together?" he said.

		Nicole, who was spread now, fingering herself wildly to the scene, said, "Oh yes baby, you two are so sexy together! I agree. I think we make a good team!"

		"You two are going to be my girlfriends now, okay? I got too much cock here for one silly little white girl. I need both of you to take care of me, okay?"

		Nicole and Brielle said at the same time, "Yes baby, that's okay."

		"Uggghhh! Ahhhhhh! Fuck me, baby!" Brielle yelled, still with her neck pinned back, her back arched. Something was building inside her. All the stress, all the tension, all the teasing and tantalizing touches had stoked her to a throbbing frenzy.

		"Get that dick, bitch! This is what you were always made for!"

		"Ahhhh, I'm cumming!" Brielle screamed. "Almost. Shit. Fuck, fuck me. Ah, I'm fucking cummmmmmmiiinnggggggggg!"

		It was amazing, Brielle had no idea that she could feel this way. She'd just started to lose conscious as Dante began unloading all of his cum into her. She was happy that he'd wanted to cum inside her. It made her feel proud, like she was worthy somehow. He continued pumping her, holding her hair, smacking her butt, riding her like a bitch in heat. It seemed like he would never get done cumming inside her. Then every nerve in Brielle's new body tingled and her vision went black.
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