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Author’s Note

There’s been a lot blather about men in female sports lately, so I dedicate this volume to all those girls who had to compete against biological males.

Hey, I’m kinky and perverted and I love sex, but when it comes to sports…nope.

If guys want to be girls and play sports, there should be a separate division for them.

Mind you, I bear NO animosity for any of the people involved.

I just think that fair is fair.

And I don’t think it’s fair that these guys are feminizing themselves!

They should be coming to a real Feminatrix. Like me!

Now that’s fair!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The Sexual Edge

He was a loser till he met her…

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

It all changed the day she walked into the gym.

Five foot six and packin’.

Her hair was midnight black in a coal mine. She wore it long, so long a guy just wanted to wrap himself in it and strangle himself to pleasure.

Her face was oval, but more narrow at the chin, and her white teeth glinted like knives on a Hollywood set. She looked like she could eat you up and spit you out, if you didn’t die of love first.

I especially liked her lips. Full, wide, a sensual twist to the upper lip that made her look cruel. She always kept them painted red, and she always watched you with them. I know, it sounds funny, ‘watch you with her lips,’ but once you stand in front of her and all you can do is look at her mouth and wonder what it would taste like…then you understand.

Her body, slender in the waist, round at the hips, and…she was packin’. When you talk about a guy’s guns you’re talking about biceps, bazookas for launching a bone shattering punch. When you talk about Stella Mancini’s guns you’re talking 36 double Ds. And on a cold day those nips could poke an eye out.

So she walks into the gym, five foot six of dynamite that lights up your fuse, and she walks straight across the floor towards me.

Guys walloping the punching bag stopped and stared. They leaned on the bag and rubbed their groins.

Binnie was on the speed bag, and suddenly he slowed down and his eyes started tracking.

The Oxenberger twins, they were halfway through their thousand push ups, never to be disturbed, glaring at each others eyes and screaming at each other if the other sloughed off, they stopped mid push and stared.

And, man, there was a lot to stare at.

She walks straight across the gym, high heels clicking on the cement, muffled by the mats, and everybody just sort of stops and looks.

She arrived where I was sparring with Glen, the old trainer, and owner of ‘Glen’s Champs,’ and she looked up at me. I had seen her first and Glen had smacked me a good one, rattled my cage and told me to keep my eyes on my opponent. Fat chance when she walked in the room. Then he turned to see what had hypnotized me, and I could have pasted him a few good ones. I mean, that old guy’s jaw dropped like a knock out.

She stopped, stared up at me. She smiles a smile that could scorch the moon, and says, “He hit you.”

I could hardly speak. My mind was dialed down to ‘stupid,’ and I managed to say, “Uh, yeah.”

And she says, “My name is Stella Mancini. I’m going to be your trainer.”

Now, sex is sex, and I’m as horny as the next guy, but this was business, and my kisser was on the line. No way I’m going to let some chick train me. Hell, her knuckles weren’t square and worn down by patting on some Joe’s chin. Her ears flashed pretty dazzlers hanging on a line, they weren’t swollen to the size and texture of cauliflowers and maybe missing a bite or two. Her nose was straight and pert, never broken. And she’s going to train me?

But I don’t want to just kiss her off. I mean, like…she’s a BABE!

“Uh, I appreciate the offer, but I’m sort of locked in a deal with Glen here and—“

“Glen, I might want to buy Boom Boom’s contract, or at least sweet talk you into some sort of arrangement, depending on your arrangement with him.”

Glenn squinted at her. He’s a crusty guy, but probably has ED. “Ain’t interested, cutie.”

She smiled, polite, patient, sort of like the way a rattlesnake would smile at a mouse.

“I’ll talk to you after I talk to Johnny.” Then she turned and walked out of the gym.

Leaving a trail of staring eyes and broken hearts.

“Jesus, Boom, what you got yourself into?” We were now leaning on the top rope and watching that world class ass sway back and forth.

“I never seen her before.”

“Well, she’s seen you.”

“You know what this means, don’t you?” I asked.

“What,” he says.”

“You’re going to have to give me sex.”

He barked a laugh, spun a punch at me that would have knocked me on my rock hard gluts, except that me being Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson, I ducked and tapped his belly.

He snorted, and we went back to work.

“Faster,” he’d snap, “Rocky ain’t some old geezer what’s seen his last.”

Rocky was the upcoming demonstration match. He was an asshole, a trash talker, but getting a rep for his heavy fists and speedy feet.

The old geezer Glen was referring to was himself. He was always carrying on about he was on his last legs, that the devil was going to come take him away some night, and we better treat him nice ‘cause he was breathing his last.

My ass. Guy was tough as a nail, and he could take half the youngsters in the gym without working up a sweat. Which was why I had begged him to be my manager.

“Duck like you mean it,” he snarled, snapping a quick fist across the top of my head. Even a near miss is hard when he throws it, and I backed up and frowned.

And, I have to admit it, I was distracted. Damn bitch had my mind going, and that’s one thing a pro boxer can’t afford.

Finally, an hour later, and a few bruises on my pretty face later, he called a halt to my punishment.

“You ain’t gonna beat ‘The Rock’ you fight like that,” he growled, as we unlaced our gloves.

“You know I’ll try harder,” I said, humbly. When Glen offered criticism it was best to take it, listen to it, and learn from it.

“I know, Boom. That lady rattled you. So get her out of your mind and focus. Make your mind into a tunnel, don’t look nowhere else, at the end of the tunnel paste the image.”

He was always saying that, ‘paste an image at the end of the tunnel,’ and the image was you standing over your opponent, yelling in victory, smelling the crowd, hearing the cheers.

“Ah, hell.” he suddenly muttered.

I looked to where his eyes were fixed. The door of the gym. Stella Mancini leaning against a wall, her arms folded under those amazing breasts, and waiting.

For me.

“You better do something,” he warned. “I ain’t training no sissyweights.”

Sissyweights. that was what he called somebody when he was truly pissed.

“I will,” I promised.

He grunted, lifted the top rope and stepped out of the ring.

I stared at Stella, hard, for ten seconds, then I turned my back and left the ring. And I took a long shower, hoping she’d get the hint and just leave. She might be the most gorgeous babe on the planet, but there was no way I wanted her messing with my head.

A half hour later, all spruced up and looking like I hadn’t been smacked in the face a dozen times that morning, I sauntered out of the locker room.

She was still waiting. Confident. An ‘I know something you don’t know’ smile on her face. Her lips red and full and making me love her in spite of my best intentions.

I walked to the door, and would have walked past her, except she turned, quick stepped in her high heels, and linked an arm through mine.

I stopped. “Hey, sister. I’m a pro. I don’t want to mess with anybody. I got a match coming up.”

“If you don’t hire me as your trainer he will kick your ass.”

“Ah,” I made a sound of disgust. I tried to pull my arm loose, but she wasn’t done with me.

She spun me around so I faced her, and she said, in a most pleasant manner, “I waited all morning for you. You could at least hear me out.”

“I could, but I won’t. I told you, I ain’t got time for the dames.”

“You don’t have time for the ladies,” she corrected me. “If you lose your match with Rocky…will you listen to me then?”

“Ha!” The laugh shot out of me like a cannonball. “I’m better than him. And—“

“Back it up.”

I frowned, and when I frown I’m not so handsome. My eyes squinch up, my face shifts a little lopsided, and I look like I’m ready to take a bite out of the nearest pitbull.

“Lady, if he lays a glove on me I’ll kiss your ass.”

She grinned, let go of my arm, said: “Have a nice day, ‘Boom Boom.’”

As I walked away I heard her throaty chuckle. Laughing at me. Bitch!

“Hey, ma! I’m home!”

I know, I live with my mother, but it’s all part of the plan. She knows where I’m going. She’s behind me. She hates seein’ me take a punch, but like it was in my pop, it’s in me. I got to fight.

He hated the world, fought up to being a contender, then, when he couldn’t fight no more, when his eyesight was messed up from being punched too much, he drank himself into a car wreck. Worst day of my life was when the cops came and told Ma and me that he was dead.

But I was determined to go further, to make his name heard, to be more than a contender.

And I had what it takes. In spades.

I had been working out since I was a kid. First was Pop, teaching me how to duck so I wouldn’t look as ugly as him. That’s what he said, “You want to look like me?” And he’d paw my face a good one. Enough to rock my world, but not really hurt me. Takes a smart punch to do that, you know?

“Johnny! Is that you?”

Of course it was, but she always says that. She came out of the kitchen and gave me a big hug and kissed my cheek. “Good work out?”

“The best,” I lied, thinking of how that bitch had thrown me off my game.

“You good boy, Johnny. You work hard. Hey! I rent the spare room!”

“Really?”

We weren’t in the best neighborhood, and we needed a few extra quarters, but nobody wanted to rent in our neighborhood.

“Yes, come meet Miss Mancini.”

“Miss…” My mind stopped, things fluttered around behind my eyes, ramifications and consequences. What the…and I turned my face towards the kitchen.

Through the kitchen door I saw her, sitting on a plastic chair, leaning her back against the wall. Smiling, but now without the high sex appeal wattage. Now looking like a nice girl, a secretary or something.

I entered the kitchen behind ma, and she stood up, looking demure and…and nice. She offered her hand.

“I met Johnny this morning.”

“You did?”

“You spoke so highly of him, and I was near the gym, so I stopped in and peeked at him.”

“My Johnny going to be the champ.”

“Yes, he will,” she agreed, and I could tell she was serious.

She had taken my hand, and shaken it, then dribbled her fingers out of mine.

Nice, polite, sweet girl, and there was sex in her touch, electricity in her grip, ‘fuck me’ in the way she slid her palm across mine.

“I didn’t catch what you do for a living, Miss Mancini,” my mind was working overtime, trying to figure this thing out.

“I’m sort of a counselor. I help people reach their goals.”

“Johnny could use that. Why don’t you hire Miss Mancini? Johnny?”

And we all chuckled. But there was a glint in Stella’s eyes. Ma was talkin’ to talk. Stella was walking to walk. It was bad.

“Say, I doubt if I could help Johnny, but he could help me. Can you help me carry a couple of boxes up the stairs?”

“Sure, he help you,” Ma blurted.

Good old Ma, putting my hand in the devil’s and helping me to shake it.

So, after a few words, Stella took me out to her car. It was a BMW. Sharp and shiny. A lot of high roar horsepower. Not the kind of car you wanted to park in a neighborhood like mine.

“You might want to hire a cop to guard this for you.”

She laughed. “Nobody’s going to be stealing from ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson.”

I wanted to turn her around then, give her a taste of my mind. But I held my anger.

I took two boxes out of her car and followed her to the back of the house. That’s where the spare room is, up the back stairs, all by itself, complete with a kitchen and shower. It’s a nice deal, and I sure wished somebody else had rented it.

Up the stairs, she opened the door and stepped in, me right after her, and I tossed the boxes on the couch, grabbed her arm and turned her around.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

My grip was too hard, and I knew it, and I wanted to squeeze harder.

“You’re hurting me, Johnny,” and her face was squinched up in pain.

I opened my hand and let go. I stared at her while she rubbed her arm.

“Don’t you ever do that again,” and there was a seriousness in her eyes that told me she meant it. I was 180 pounds, lightening in my hands, quick as a cobra and steady as an ox, but there was something in her voice, in her demeanor, that warned me off.

And, I got to admit, it wasn’t right that I had manhandled her. I ain’t that kind of guy.

“Okay. So why are you here? Why you followin’ me around?”

“Because, after you lose your exhibition match with Rocky…you’re going to have to hire me as your trainer.”

Man, was I pissed. Bitch follows me around, messes with my head, and keeps saying I’m going to lose.

“I ain’t no loser.”

“No, you aren’t, and it’s going to hurt when Rocky takes you apart, bruises your pretty face, and tells you the facts of life.”

“The facts of life?”

“That you need me. Now, I’ve got things to do, and you haven’t hired me yet, so get out.”

The way she spoke, the confidence, the way she handled herself, there was nothing else I could do. I turned and left the apartment, and all the way down the stairs I cursed her.

The next few weeks were tough ones. The demo match was coming up, and I knew Rocky wasn’t a push over. I knew I could beat him, but I knew I would have to work. So I worked.

Up at four in the morning, rain or shine, and five miles. And I didn’t just saunter along on those miles. I punched the air with every step, and I put the ‘image at the end of the tunnel,’ me standing over Rocky’s body. Hearing the crowd cheer. Smelling the smell of victory.

After the five miles I would end up at the gym. I did five sets of weights, alternating the exercises so each day a different group of muscles felt good. Keeping the weights low and the reps up so I didn’t gain weight or waste myself.

Then the bag. An hour of punching the heavy bag, the speed bag, the heavy bag, the speed bag.

Guys started showing up, the big lights went on, the sound of rope skipping and weights clanking filled the gym. Glen had arrived at the gym same time as I did, but he was in his office taking care of the ‘BS paperwork,’ as he put it.

Then…sparring partners, and Glen would come out and watch. Offer acerbic advice, and keep changing partners on me.

“Move left! Left damn it! Watch his eyes! Don’t get fooled by the hands!”

And the guys would line up around the ring and watch me work. They cheered, they jeered, and they were all on my side. They offered their own advice, and sometimes they got in the ring to find out if their advice worked.

I tell ya, an hour in the gym is like eight hours of work, and by eleven o’clock I had worked 56 hours. And if I didn’t make Glen happy, I would work all afternoon. And mostly I didn’t make him happy.

And here’s the weird part. Stella.

For the first week I didn’t see her much. She disappeared all night, and slept all day. And I wondered, what kind of counseling was she doing?

She’d leave the house at 7 in the evening, and she wouldn’t be back when I got up.

And though I was determined to avoid her, I couldn’t help but wonder. Did she have a boyfriend?

Or, worse, was she a whore?

But I knew she wasn’t. She didn’t have that jaded feel to her. When I did see her she didn’t look fucked out.

But where was she going?

The last week of training before the big demo. Glen backed off a bit, he knew I was ready, and he didn’t want to over train me. You can train a guy to the point where he’s still recovering from the training, and loses that peak he needs in the ring.

So I had time on my hands.

On Thursday afternoon, the day before the fight, I got a call. Stella.

“Johnny? I had an accident, I fell down in the shower. Can you help me?”

Oh, I should have seen it coming. I should have, but I’m speaking hindsight. Real sight, in the moment sight, there was no way I could have foretold what she was going to do to me.

I ran out the front, up the driveway, and took the stairs two at a time. And, on my side, I wasn’t worried about being sued, I was worried about a damsel in distress. I was worried that she might have really hurt herself.

I pushed open the door to the apartment. “Stella?”

“In here, Johnny.”

I could hear the pain in her voice. She must have really messed up. I ran into the bathroom.

She was lying in the shower, sitting against one of the walls. She was holding her ankle and she looked like she had been crying.

And, she was naked. Like, real naked. I could see her bush, which was just a small landing pad. And the way she was holding her ankle, I could see her moist, juicy slit.

Oh, fuck.

And her breasts. Those big double Ds. Her arms were out and around to hold her ankle, and they were on display. Round cones with pink tips. Nipples standing straight up.

Double fuck!

“I’m sorry, Johnny. I slipped, I think I hurt my shoulder, too. And I hit my head. I’m sort of dizzy, and…”

She kept blathering on, and she was moving, her shoulders coming forward as she massaged her ankle, her large breasts swaying invitingly.

“Okay, no problem. We’ll just get you to the bed.”

I stepped into the shower and bent down. It was awkward, required me to lift from a weird position, but I did it. Once I had her up she was light as a feather to me.

And she hugged me. Put her arms around me and put her face into the hollow of my neck, and I could feel her.

Funny, she was cold, like she had taken a cold shower, but as soon as I touched her I felt the heat swarming into me.

“Thank you, Johnny. I’m so sorry. You should be training, and now this…”

“I don’t have any training today.” I stepped through the doorway into the living room. “Where you want me to put you?”

“On the couch.”

So I put her down, gentle like, and she sat and held her ankle and looked at me with these deep, brown eyes. Eyes so dark they look black, and you can’t see the white, and I think it was the eyes getting to me worse than her breasts, or her…her cunt.

And I could smell her. I could smell the woman of her. I could smell the heat, and it was sexual. I knew that, but it wasn’t polite to say such a thing, and as I straightened up she put one hand on her head.

“Oh, I don’t…I don’t want to throw up.”

So I got a wash cloth, put it in cold water and wrung it out and pressed it to her head.

“Oh, thank you. That feels better, but why am I so dizzy?”

“You might have a concussion. We should take you to a doctor.”

“No…no. I just need to sit here for a minute. Will you sit for a minute?”

“Sure,” I was already sitting, right next to her, pressing the cold cloth against her head and looking through her hair for sign of a bruise or cut.

She leaned against me. “Thank you, Johnny. I’m so sorry to be a bother.”

“No bother.”

And she started to cry. Just light little sniffs, then she was crying, and holding on to me. So I held on to her. I could feel her sobbing, gasping, and her breasts were pressed against me, and somehow her little hands slid across my nipple.

Bang. Like that I was hard. Hard as a rock. Hard as a nail and ready for pounding.

Still, I held back.

Slowly, she stopped crying. And I held her. And though I could have let her go, though I should have let her go, I didn’t.

She placed a hand on my chest. On my pec, and my nipple was under her heated palm, and as she spoke she emphasized her words by moving her palm, and it was driving my nipple wild…all the way to my dick.

“I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?” I was so aware of her breasts rising and falling against me.

“I researched you. I was looking for a fighter. The best. I wanted to use my methods to insure his wins.”

“Yeah?” Smelling her hair, The way she was pressing against me I could feel her breathing on my skin, and I could even feel her beautiful lips sliding across my body.

“And when I saw you I fell in love. Johnny, you’re so handsome. And you’re strong. I passed you the other morning, when I was coming home. You were running, and you looked like a beast. Your hair shaking in the wind, your muscles rolling, running like a gazelle, punching like a gorilla.”

I laughed. “My father was an ape, my mother was the gazelle.”

She laughed. And she kissed my body. Pressed her lips against my ribs.

“I fell in love, and I knew…Johnny, I knew.”

Her hand dropped to my lap. Dangerously close to my boner.

She looked up at me then. Her face was so close, and she whispered, “Thank you, Johnny. Thank you for rescuing me.”

And then she kissed me. And it wasn’t sexy, oddly, but the kiss of thanks, but it developed into something more real quick.

And her hand brushed over my cock.

And her lips tasted sweet, a hint of red lipstick, a darting tongue that licked at my mouth quickly, then retreated.

And I kissed her, falling deeper into her trap. I turned, and she had access to my cock. And she rubbed it through my pants. And she took one of my hands and pressed it against one boob.

“Oh, Johnny,” she breathed.

And then it was too late for me. Though, truth, it had been too late once I had answered the phone. Hell, it had been too late for me since she had moved in, since she had stepped into the gym, since she had opened the page of some boxing mag and seen me smacking some dude so hard his head turned and his lips deformed and spit flew through the air.

“Stella,” I whispered. Then, somehow, she had my penis out of my pants. And she was sucking on it, pulling my essence out, grabbing all my energy for herself.

She pushed me back, stripped my clothes off me. She kissed me and stroked me. She even tickled my back door with a long finger.

Then she mounted me. She sat upon me, cowgirl, and looked down at me. She ground her hips and moaned. She pulled her tits and moaned.

Lost in the moment, I grabbed her and flipped her over, drove myself into her. Balls deep, I felt the wondrous velvet walls of her vaginal canal. I felt the head of my dick being rubbed ruthlessly. And I felt her hands on my balls. She reached under herself and she palpated them, one after the other, like she was juggling.

I could feel the lust exploding in me. I could feel the white hot heat in my groin, threatening to explode, to wipe away my mind.

She tilted and corkscrewed. My hands groped her breasts,  squeezing and shaping and pulling.

We kissed. Our mouths fucking. Our tongues taking turns exploring.

And then I felt the trigger click. I felt the semen start up the tube. I felt the sheer intensity of focus needed for an orgasm, and I stopped thinking. There was only  the feel of her, my need for her, the semen exploding out of my dick. And she kept twisting her pelvis, sucking more and more of my energy.

And I, like a fool, gave it to her.

Friday afternoon. I awoke in her room, and I felt like a rag.

She was already up. Whistling and chipper. She was putting on make up, painting her lips, combing her hair, and looked and acted like a woman satisfied.

“Oh,” I groaned, sitting up. We had fucked all night, and she had taken months of my sperm in an orgy of lust that had left me dazed and stupid.

I couldn’t think. All I could do was wish I had 20 or 30 more hours to sleep.

I turned and slid my feet out from under the covers.

“And how’s my big ‘Boom Boom’ this morning?”

“I need to eat.” I grumped, wondering what was wrong with me.

And yet, in my heart of hearts, knowing.

“Well, you go have yourself some Cheerios. I’ll see you at the fights.”

“Gah!” I answered.

She left, a dazzle of beauty, smelling of perfume and sex and winning.

I got up and dressed, then straggled down to the house.

I was a mess. I had been drained. I had nothing left. I had a half a bowl of Cheerios, then pushed it aside.

Fuck!

I listened to the bell. I listened to the crowd. I listened to the announcer announcing the card.

I was third up. Yippy.

Glen came in, took one look at me, and panicked.

“What the fuck did you do?”

I didn’t answer him, I didn’t explain, except to say, “I don’t feel well.”

He inspected me, looked in my eyes, took my pulse, and didn’t believe me.

I could see it in his eyes, ‘Well, you’re fucked now, Boom.’ But he didn’t say it.

He rubbed me down, wrapped my hands. He gave me a small pep talk, though I think we both knew it was useless. Then he walked in my train down to the ring.

The crowd was like a rock concert, cheering and booing and even throwing paper cups filled with beer. I was a favorite, so I had a lot of cheers, and just a few boos.

I stood in the ring, bounced up and down, waved to a few people, and wondered when this torture was going to be over.

Then Rocky came down the ramp.

He wasn’t ugly, but he was mean. Had a mean face. Short blonde hair, a thick nose, been broken a lot, and more muscles than King Kong.

Fine. I had muscles, too. And I was fast on my feet, faster than him.

He stepped under the rope and glared at me. Then he stayed in his corner and let his team work on him. As I stayed in my corner and let my—Stella. She was standing up behind him, in his retinue, and I knew what the bitch had done.

She loved me. Fuck she did. She just wanted to drain me of energy. Set me up for her boy.

Fucking whore. And I knew she had been screwing Rocky for months, but not this last week. And this last day she had screwed me. Royally.

The bell rang, and I trundled out, fists up, ready to do some damage.

Rocky hit me. Rang my bell, and the crowd roared.

I tried my quick feet, a sidestep, and he hooked me in the ribs. I grunted, and thank God I had run and done weights and push ups and sit ups. Sucker could punch HARD!

I backed off, did a little dancing, moving in a circle. Somehow, he cut me off, hacked my forearms, and snuck an uppercut in. Rattled my mouthpiece so hard I thought it might break.

I spun him around, using up precious energy to manipulate his resisting body. He spun me around, and then I was against the ropes. Him pounding into me, those sledge hammer hands searching for my skull, those bulky arms throwing me back again and again.

I was dazed, unfocused, and one glance showed me Stella. Watching me. No pleasure on her face, only calculations. Even then, during my worst hour, I wanted her.

I managed to push my way out of the mess. I even managed to score a couple of punches But they weren’t the sizzling slobberknockers I was known for. They were push off punches, designed to get me away more than end the fight.

We circled, and then…DING!

Second round. More of the same. Me holding on, trying to figure my way out of the mess. My feet no longer quick, my hands filled with silly putty instead of dynamite.

Third round…fourth round.

Stella watching me. Her red lips pursed in thought. My eyes a thousand yards away, hating her…and loving her.

Fifth round. It was just n exhibition, so this was the final round, and Rocky went to work on me.

Exhibitions are supposed to be light and friendly, but this was more real than any fight I had ever had. Obviously, he was trying to put me out. We would have a real match in two months, and he wanted to put the fear of Rocky in me.

I danced, and was cut off. I fended with my arms, and my arms were battered until they near broke, and then he would lace a hard punch to my face.

Right, square, smack on my face I was the pretty boy, nobody could touch me, but Rocky was touching me, but good.

By the end of the round I was out on my feet. I was staggering, trying to figure out what day it was. He was hitting me freely then, and I think, if there is any fight that proves I’ve got a chin, that was it. He pounded on me until I should have gone down. But I didn’t. I stayed up. I took it like a man. But when the bell rang and the ref held up both our hands, we both knew who’d won…and who’d lost.

He was chipper, looked like he had been dancing.

I looked like a sack that had been dragged through the mud and shat upon by bulls.

And as we bumped gloves to end it all he muttered into my ear. “Just the beginning, sweetheart. Next time will be worse.”

Then I was being escorted out of the ring, back to the dressing room, where, for the first time in15 years, I cried like a baby.

I had been beaten to a frazzle. I was a loser. I never felt so low in my life.


PART TWO

Ma hugged me, fed me a steak, and didn’t say a word. She had seen my father lose, and she knew what a fighter needed. Time to let it sink in. Tome to recover. Time to recharge.

Though, quite honestly, I didn’t think I would ever recharge.

To be beaten so badly I cried. There was nothing lower.

Saturday passed.  I sat around the house, watched TV, tried to keep my mind off the fight. Didn’t work. I kept sinking deeper and deeper into depression.

Sunday passed. I went to church with Ma. I painted one of the rooms in my house. I read the sporting news. And, always, I felt like crap.

Lost.

No, it wasn’t an official match, but it was a mark against me in my own mind.

Oddly, I didn’t see Stella during this time. Her car was gone, and that was fine with me. She had fucked me over, literally, and I didn’t feel like putting up with her gloating.

Then, five in the afternoon, her car rolled into the driveway. I was standing by the window, just looking out, and it came into my view and I didn’t move. I just stared. Might just as well let the devil have her horse laugh.

The door opened. One shapely calf lowered to the pavement, then she stood up.

She had a black eye. A fucking black eye!

She looked at me. She had been hit, somebody had struck her, but I could still see the glint in her eye.

She turned, head up high, and walked to the back stairs.

I went and sat down and watched more of that stupid TV. but now, instead of being totally focused on her mocking me, I wondered who had hit her.

I went to bed early. And I slept.

And overslept.

I never overslept, and it shows how deeply darkened was my attitude.

I ate quickly, then straggled out the front door.

I ran my full five miles, lagging a bit, and I didn’t mind showing up late at the gym.

Heck, if Glen had any sense he’d lock me out. I was a loser. I sucked. I hated myself.

When I finally arrived at the gym, breathing harder than usual, entirely dispirited, everybody was already there and working.

I walked into the clamor of bouncing bags and weights clanging and friendly shouts.

“It’s okay, Boom Boom!” Somebody shouted. A few fellows clapped, and a few fellows came up and shook my hand.

“Don’t worry, champ. You’ll get him next time.”

“Boom! Told you to keep those hands high!” A grin and a chest bump.

“Johnny boy, You’re supposed to hit him in the face with your fist, not hit him in the fist with your face!”

It was high spirits, as if I had won, and my jaw dropped, then clamped up a bit. That moment, in some weird, undefinable fashion, I stopped looking at myself as a loser.

Mind you, I didn’t consider myself a winner, but these guys, my sparring partners and well wishers, guys I’d traded punches and quips with for a couple of years, they lifted me up.

Feeling a little better, I went through my work out, and was suddenly curious. Where was Glen? I had yet to beard the lion, and he was nowhere to be seen.

Oh, let’s be honest, I didn’t want to see him. I didn’t want to hear his analysis of my fight.

But, honest again, I knew it was something I would have to go through. My relationship with Glen, as rough as it was, was built on trust. I had fucked up, and I would have to gain his trust all over again.

I entered the ring, a few guys lined up. A couple of them were smacking their gloves and taunting me. “Now that I know how soft you are…” Jerry Gibson danced around the ring and punched the air.

I smiled. something of the old me was coming back. His friendly taunts, the way everybody had welcomed me, I was coming back.

“Boom Boom!” I looked over to where Tommy Hansen was just coming from Glen’s office. “Glen wants you.”

I looked at Jerry, shrugged, and he shrugged back, and I left the ring and crossed the room.

Okay, I thought. Here it comes. But what happened to me in the office was not what I had expected.

I entered the office. Glen was behind his desk. Stella sat on the couch. She had legs crossed at the knees, her boobs were huge, her red lipstick taunted me in a knowing smile.

“Boom,” growled Glen. But it was a friendly growl. “I don’t know if you know it, but I never kick a man when he’s down. We just build him back up, put him back on the horse, and he does better.” Then he turned to Stella. “Right?”

She nodded, kicked one foot gently up and down. “Yup.”

“Now, you don’t need me going over any particular part of your performance, because you know what went wrong. Me and Stella been talking, and she told me everything.”

God, was I embarrassed. To be taken down in such crass fashion. It was worse than laughter. Now I wasn’t just a schmuck, I was a schmuck who had been taken in. On purpose. Easily. Fooled and used.

Glen didn’t laugh at me, though.

“Tell ya the truth, now that I understand, I don’t blame you. And if I was you I wouldn’t blame myself.”

I kept my eyes off Stella, but my peripheral vision was working over time. There was no expression on her face but smugness.

“So, the question is…what do we do about it?”

“I’ll stay away from her.”

Glen grinned. He had dentures, nice, clean white ones, and they were never more visible. He ignored me.

“We, me and Stella, figured out a plan. ‘Course it’s more her plan than mine, I ain’t as devious as a woman,” he smiled that overly white smile, and Stella turned and nodded her head in acknowledgement, “but the way she’s laid it out for me, I know that she can turn you around, and before you have to fight Rocky again.”

“What?” I was aghast. My worst nightmares come to life. I stared at Stella. She lifted the corners of her mouth. “But I don’t want to work with that…that…”

“Ah!” Glen made a harsh sound to stop me before I went too far.

“I don’t want to work with her.”

Now he leaned forward, and I saw the face of the young warrior that had knocked hell out of the ring decades before. This was the winner under the smiling face. This was the growl and the right hook that knocked the slow and unwary on their keisters.

“You got a contract with me, buster. And if that ain’t enough, you gave me your word. You said you’d do anything I said if I would just train you. Well, I trained you, and you lost. Miss Mancini has a plan that will bring you back Maybe even make you into a winner. And you’re going to do what she says. You said you’d do whatever I said, and I’m telling you…do whatever she says.”

“I…I—“

“And if you don’t,” his growl was at the low end of the spectrum, the kind of growl that makes full grown lions shit themselves. “Then I don’t want to see you again. You got that?”

There was a dead silence in the little office. My mind was going crazy. Things were shuttling around inside me, protesting, screaming, but Glen just sat there, his big knuckled fists planted on the desk in front of himself. The knuckles were white, as if with anger. And his face…I knew this was it. I did what he said, or that was the end of the line. No more training, and I would never…NEVER…find a trainer as good as Glen.

I looked at Stella, and, thank God, she took all expression off her face. No smirk, no smug, no arrogance or gloating. This was business, and she wasn’t going to get in the way, or be a justification for my losing my self control.

I caved. I hung my head, my shoulders went forward in a slump, and I said, “Yes, sir.”

Glen sat back, still angry, still pissed off at a young man who didn’t have the good sense to follow instructions about women before a fight. He said: “Take the rest of the day off. You be here tomorrow at the right time. Ready to go. And if I get so much as a bad whisper, a disgruntled glanced from Miss Mancini…” He left the threat unfinished.

Stella stood up, smoothed the front of her dress. When she bent over I could see nothing but breast revealed through the gap in her blouse.

She looked at Glen. “Thanks, you old bastard.”

“You’re welcome, bitch.”

And they grinned. And I never heard them refer to each other in any other fashion, ever. It was the greeting of people who totally and thoroughly understood each other.

“Come along, Boom Boom.” She strode past me, a whiff of her perfume, the clicking of her heels, and I followed her.

I followed her out of the gym, feeling like a dog on a leash, being led around by the nose, feeling all sorts of deep down feelings worming in my gut.

She motioned me to the passenger side and we got into her Beemer. We didn’t talk, and she drove through town at a sedate speed. It wasn’t but a couple of blocks before I realized she was taking me home.

Now, let me tell you, to call this moment awkward is like saying the Titanic only bobbed a bit, and is still floating around somewhere. Anger was in the air, filling the car with a crisp, burning smell.

And her perfume was in the air, tickling my sinuses, and it was a smell I loved.

And sex was in the air. Thick and heady, giving me a boner even as I hated it.

I had made love to this woman. And she had loved me. And now I was under her thumb. I can’t tell you how pissed off I was.

Yet, the situation was so tense I had to break it. If I didn’t, I might punch her. I wasn’t that kind of man.

“What’s with the black eye?”

“I’ll tell you some time.”

Silence.

“You covered it up with make up.”

“I did.”

Silence.

We arrived at home. She parked the car, told me to follow her, and walked up to her bedroom. She had a new bed. It was a big four poster thing, barely fit into the room, and there were cuffs on the posters.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

I stared at her. She began undoing her blouse.

“Fucking me is your plan? What? You didn’t fuck me over enough?”

“First, stop whining like a baby. You fucked yourself over. I didn’t make you put your dick in my hole. Take your fucking clothes off.”

She was snarling, snapping like an angry lioness.

That was the moment I thought about breaking my word to Glen.

But I couldn’t. I wasn’t that kind of man. I might be stupid when it came to women, and I might be a loser, but I couldn’t break my word to that old man.

I shucked my sweat shirt and tee shirt together.

Stella had her blouse off. Her breasts were contained by a shelf bra. I felt my dick standing up. Anger notwithstanding, the woman had a hold on me.

She slipped out of her pencil skirt. I took off my sweat pants and stood in a jockstrap.

“Lose that,” she said.

I took off my jockstrap and stood there, Mr. Happy proud and saluting.

She gave a light grin. Not a smirk, but a twisted bit of pleasure.

“Lay on the bed. Face up.”

My body motion as if to spite her, I lay down.

She went to the head of the bed and fastened a cuff around one of my wrists.

“Hey!”

The other cuff, leaning across me, her boob slapping me in the face. My dick bobbing uncontrollably.

She slid off the bed, went to the foot of the bed and fastened my ankles. I was spread out, my dick standing up like one of those twenty foot tall cactuses.

She stood back and inspected me. Now there was a grin on her face. I glared at her.

“Boom Boom.” She laughed “Rocky took you apart. You had nothing.”

“Rub it in, lady.”

“You had nothing because I took it. And you know why Rocky was so good?”

I glared, but she had my interest.

“He was good because I spent a couple of weeks priming him. Doing to him what I am about to do to you. And there will be no release. I am going to bring you to the edge, and I am going to bring the energy to you, and there is nothing you can do about it. Not for two weeks, like I did Rocky, but for two months. No sex but what I give you. And when you step into that ring it’s going to be a different story. You’re going to have the sexual edge.”

The sexual edge. I blinked. Pop had told me that, in so many words. Glen had told me that, explicitly. “Don’t have sex before a fight. It saps you. It weakens you.”

And I had broken that simple rule. A rule I had known for my whole life.

“Can you do it, Boom Boom? Can you take my training and survive? Can you find the tiger? Can you hold on to your juices for me? For the fight? For the championship?”

I didn’t say anything. I still hated her, but things were starting to make sense.

“Okay, here we go.”

She started me off with a long, slow hand job. Any time I started to get close she back off. Went and got herself a drink of water. Let me hump the air on her bed.

Then she was back. And she suckled on my nipples and fondled my balls.

And, when the anger had dissipated, she risked kissing me. But it wasn’t much of a risk. I had loved her. And then, betrayed, I had hated her. And now, my dick doing the thinking, I was falling in love again.

She kissed me, munching on my mouth with her red, red mouth. And she giggled and wiped the smear of lipstick off me, then kissed me some more.

She fondled my dick, stroked it, told me how big it was.

“I have never had a dick like yours. I knew, when you first shoved it into me, that you were something special. Do you believe in love at first sight? How about love at first fuck? That’s the way I felt.”

I was grunting and groaning, straining against the cuffs.

“I’m telling the truth, Boom. I fell in love, and I hated myself, using love to weaken you, but I had to do it. You left me no choice. You wouldn’t even listen to me, to my ideas.”

My balls were hot and sore, real blue balls, and it was only a couple of hours. What would I be like after a month of this?

And, the worst blow of all, “I did this to Rocky, and he loved it. I promised him an orgasm when he won the fight. But I couldn’t fuck him. You spoiled me. I couldn’t do that to you. I tried to buy him off with a hand job, a blow job, but he wanted a fuck. I told him no, and he punched me, and then he took me anyway. Oh, it was my fault. But…that’s how I got the black eye.”

I was surging with lust, thrusting my pelvis uncontrollably, dripping with fluid, and now, I was tinged with hate.

For hours she stroked me. But she wouldn’t sit on me. She said she didn’t trust herself, and we would have to do it this way.

Finally, late at night, late for dinner, she undid the cuffs, and ran for the door. I got dressed. I was white, shaking, exhausted, and when I passed her on the landing I chided her. “I’m not that kind of man.”

I went home, ate a cold dinner, Ma glaring at me and scoffing at my excuses for being late—I don’t think she knew I had simply been upstairs—and then I fell asleep.

I woke up like a snap. Bing. My eyes were open. Wide. Staring. I could feel my heart pounding. I could feel my muscles writhing. And I knew: all that sexual energy, it went into my body. It wasn’t released. This is me.

I bounced into my clothes. I ate eggs raw and drank a gallon of orange juice. I ate a pound of bacon. Fuck. I was ready to go, and it was only the first day.

I ran the five miles. Ran it hard. Punching holes in the air. I had the growl in me. I had a tiger in my ass. I was fucking ready.

I arrived at the gym before everybody else and did push ups and sit ups while I was waiting.

Inside the gym I threw weights around like they were Christmas ornaments. I knocked the bag near off its ring. The speed bag sounded like Jimmy Krupa was hitting it.

Finally, one of the guys tapped me on the shoulder. “Time for sparring.”

“Oh, yeah,” I was surprised. I had lost myself in the sheer physical joy of working out.

They lined up, got into the ring, and it as obvious that I was back, in spades. I ducked and gyrated. Their punches whistled past. I pummeled ribs and tattooed jaws.

Glen came out and smiled, went back into his office.

A couple of the guys asked me to take it easy.

“Hey, man. It’s not the fight.”

“Sorry, dude. I’ll control myself.”

But it was hard. I had so damned much energy I wanted to spit lightening bolts.

End of the sparring session, and Glen wandered by.

“No work out this afternoon. Stella’s waiting for you at her place.” To his credit, the old man didn’t chuckle or laugh.

Home, and upstairs, two steps at a time. A knock on the door. “Come in.”

Stella was sitting in a rocking chair, reading a fashion magazine.  she was naked and in all her glory. Beautiful breasts, nipples standing at attention. Her flesh was a creamy dream and her face would have put Helen of Troy to shame.

“Get naked and lay down.”

Now there was no anger. I stripped and lay down, and she fastened my cuffs, and she began to work me.

She loved my shaft with her hands. She sucked my cock head with her lips. And all the time she watched me. And there was love in her eyes.

“Are you going to let me fuck you if I win?”

“Yes,” she mumbled, over a mouthful of cock. “No handjob or blow job, the real thing. I’m going to take you to the moon.”

She kissed me, joyously, sucking my lips and holding my face with her red tipped fingers.

She slid down my body to my cock and began sucking. And stopping. And sucking.

Finally, after a frantic afternoon of grinding my pelvis skyward, she stopped. And today she did something different. She went to the frig, grabbed a bag of ice, and brought it back to the bed.

“You aren’t going to like this,” and she slapped the bag into my groin.

“AHHH!”

She waited, and while she waited, she brought out a little black bag.

“What’s that?” I asked, as my dick wilted.

“You are going to masturbate if I don’t do this.”

She took a penis shaped tube and some rings out of the bag.

“What is…is that a..?”
“It’s a chastity tube. Oh, it’s a cheapy, you could break it, but you won’t. ‘Cause you’re going to give me your word that you won’t.”

“I will?”

“Yes,” she didn’t look at me. She just watched my cock as she removed the ice and slipped my balls into a ring, then quickly slipped the tube over my cock.

She locked the padlock. A small click that sounded like an anchor dropping on cement. She grabbed my package and looked me in the eye.

“Give me your word you won’t break it.”

I did.

“Okay.”

And we looked at each other. she unfastened me, and she didn’t run out of the room this time. This time I was caged. I might be a tiger, but I wasn’t going to break my word.

She walked me to the door. We stood inside the door for the longest time, kissing, making out. She had just edged me a hundred times, brought my dick near to exploding, and I couldn’t get enough. Even if it was only kissing, it was her, and I wanted her.

Finally, she pushed me down the stairs.

I wasn’t as tired this night, so I ate a good meal, watched a little TV with Ma, and went to bed.

Woke up like somebody had snapped a rubber band on my asshole. More energy than a nuclear power plant. I dressed and ate. I went out the door on a run and made a mockery of my five mile run. I ran backwards. I stopped for push ups. I even did a couple of shoulder rolls in a park.

I worked out. I sparred. And when Glen told me to report to Stella I was halfway out the door before he finished talking.

One month passed. I was getting stronger. More lithe. Leaner. Tougher.

Every day Stella trained me. Turned me inside out with her hands, with her lips, and loved me.

Real love.

Not the Machiavellian love she had used on me, and on Rocky. In between strokings we would just lay there, her against my side, playing with my nipples, stroking my flesh, and we would talk. Just talk. About this, about that. Where she came from, what Pop had been like. What it was like to be in the ring against raging animals.

We talked, and we loved, and I can honestly say that I have never felt such desire for a woman before in my life.

My cock couldn’t erect, except when she teased me. I couldn't fight back. Yet all I wanted to do was be with her. Feel her hands on me.

I was in what they call the ‘Excitation phase’ of sex. But I don’t care what they call it, I just wanted more.

I reached a point where I didn’t really even care about cumming. I just wanted to be with her.

And another month passed.

Friday night arrived, and I finally got the chastity tube off. God, my dick felt humungous. It popped up and for a moment I worried whether it would stay erect for the whole fight.

Stella laughed, held me for a moment. Then tucked my dick into my pants.

“God, that’s hard!” I groaned.

“That’s the way I like them,” she quipped, and I just had to laugh. She had primed me for a fight, and then I realized that, in a way, she had primed me for herself.

We arrived at the arena, and I tell ya, there is no feeling like looking up at the lights and seeing your name. Boom Boom against Rocky. And, what was sweeter, were the looks as I passed people in line with Stella on my arm.

“Hey!” Boom! Give ‘im the BOOM!”

Laughter.

Beautiful women asking for my autograph, looking jealously at Stella as I scribbled my name.

We entered the dressing room. Glen was there. He was snarly and snappy and looking nervous.

“Don’t worry, Glen,” I quipped. Stella and I made love all-l-l-l night long.”

He glared at me, then realized that I was laughing, and he laughed. then he held my face in his trainer’s hands and inspected my eyes.

“Is that a tiger I see in there?”

“Ain’t no pussy, bastard.”

Glen snapped his head towards Stella, then they laughed…laughed like wolves laughing over a kill.

“Thanks, bitch.”

“You’re welcome, bastard.”

They stared at each other in triumph.

“If you could wrap my hands?” I interrupted.

Stepping into the ring, people screaming my name. Rocky on the other side, waiting.

The ref calling us out.

“I wannagoodfightnohittingbelowthebeltbreakwhenI…” he gave us our instructions. Then he told us to shake hands and come out fighting.

Rocky leaned forward, touched his gloves hard to mine, and he growled, “You ready to go down? Clown?”

I smiled a tight smile. I felt like I could leap over tall buildings in a single bound.

DING!

Round one, and we came out, jabbing the air, feeling each other out, and Rocky was too confident. I stepped in and blasted a hammer to his ribs. He eyes got a strangled look.

I didn’t follow up the advantage, I just stepped back and waited.

He recovered, he was in good shape, the fight was going twelve rounds so I knew to take my time.

He came in, hands high, jabbing, putting combinations in the air. And, for the first time, Rocky came to understand why people said I had quick feet and hard hands.

He threw a quick jab and a cross, I slipped the first, ducked the second, and came up under his jaw with an uppercut designed to knock down tall, oak trees. He actually lifted off the ground.

Still, he wasn’t out. He recovered, he danced in again.

DING!

Second round. He moved in, doubtless with instructions to stop playing around from his corner. I was a bum. He had beaten me before. Get going.

He tried to get going. But he wasn’t fighting some fucked out trash now. He was fighting ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson. The Pretty Boy.

I ducked his punches, I slammed his ribs, I slipped his jabs, I bounced my heavy hands off his jaw.

Fifth round, and we clinched. He was tired, beaten. His body was a punching bag and I was the puncher. And, as we hugged in the middle of the ring, I whispered to him, “You like hitting women, eh?”

He backed off, and his eyes grew big, and then he understood. Still moving back, he glanced at my corner, and behind my corner, sitting smug and smiling, Stella pointed a finger at him and pulled the trigger.

It was like a gun had just gone off, singling the start of the real race.

He tried to back up, but something was dead in him now. He had had energy once, but he had abused it. And now I had all the energy. I had the sexual edge.

I moved back and forth, cut him off, and went to work. He tagged me once or twice, but they were weak, feeble punches. My punches were like sledge hammers. I pounded his face, cracked his ribs, and then it was over. There is only so much punishment a man can take.

He fell, like one of those tall, oak trees, in the seventh. He just laid down and snoozed, and the world erupted. I found myself on top of a crowd, being tossed in the air, and everybody was screaming in victory.

Of Stella there was no sign. And, I have to tell you, that hurt. I loved her. I was convinced she loved me.

But she wasn’t there.

And I had doubt in my mind.

I arrived home a couple of hours later. A couple of guys dropped me off, pounded my back, and said they’d see me at the gym on Monday.

Tired, happy, I walked up the driveway, and stopped.

At the top of the stairs, wearing only a see through peignoir, Stella stood. In the moonlight I could see her fabulous breasts, the curvature of her hips. She stood with her legs slightly spread, and I could see the shadows of her legs coming to a juncture.

I walked up the stairs and into her room.

Her red lips welcomed me, pressed against mine, sucked the life…into me.

She led me to her bed and laid me down. And she worked on me.

We didn’t talk much, just enjoyed the feel and the touch, the sensations of real love going through our frames.

I finally got to be on top, kissing her, nibbling at her nipples, brushing my oversized cock across her thighs as I searched for her cave.

She held me to her, put the tip of my penis into her slit. We paused and gazed at each other. This was it. No more fucking around. This was the real thing.

I slid into her and she gasped. After two months of not being able to have me, she finally had me. Her pussy gripped me, held me, and we began the excruciating twist and grind that speaks of love.

I was deep in her. Then I pulled out, felt her velvet walls try to hold me, and give nothing but pleasure.

She grabbed my nipples and pinched them, and giggled. “They’re as hard as mine.

“Oh, yeah?” I bit one of hers. She squealed with pleasure.

I thrust down, deep down, and felt her hold my cock with all her being.

And, all too soon, I felt it, the coming explosion.

“Don’t worry about me,” Tiger. This is your night.”

“It’s not my night if it’s not your night.”

“Don’t worry. We’re going to fuck all night, and I’ll get mine.

We both laughed. We both felt the excitement, and then it erupted. I could feel the seed climbing up the tube. I could feel the deep down pulse, and I began to spew into her. Thick, long ropes. White pudding. And she groaned and wiggled her hips and corkscrewed her pelvis and milked me…and milked me…and milked me.

END


Feminizing My Husband

for the Team!

He wanted to be a woman,

and we wanted to win!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“OW! OH! OW! WHAT THE FUCK!”

Lexi howled as she pushed John off her.

“Hey!” he yelped. Then he realized something was wrong. “What’s going on?”

“My pussy! Oh, my God! My pussy!”

John started grinning. “What’s wrong with your pussy?”

Lexi rolled over on the bed and cupped her hands over her mons. “It’s burning up! It hurts!

Jahn started laughing, but he went into the bathroom, grabbed a glass and filled it with water, and ran back into the bedroom. “Here, spread your legs!”

She managed to, and he threw the glass of water on her pussy.

Now she was crying. The water didn’t help, and she ran into the bathroom, staggering and falling down, finally crawling over the lip of the shower. She turned on the cold, pulled the nozzle down, and jammed the flow of cold water right onto her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck…fuck…fuck!”

John, meanwhile was holding on to the doorjamb, trying not to fall, holding his belly and busting a gut.

Slowly, the water cooled the burning sensation in her vagina, and Lexi began to relax. she was still sobbing, however. “Oh, that hurt. That really hurt!”

John managed to stop laughing. Chuckling, he went out to the kitchen and made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. He was humming, sipping a Coke and eating his sandwich, when Lexi entered the kitchen. She was wearing a bathrobe and her eyes were red from crying.

“Hey, babe, you all right now?”

She nodded. She opened a Coke for herself and sat down. She looked completely draggled and an occasional tear seeped out of her eyes.

“I’m getting better.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know. You shoved your dick in me and suddenly everything felt like it was burning. Why the fuck were you laughing?”

“I’m sorry, it just sort of struck me as funny. You were rolling around and screaming, and holding your pussy. it was just…funny looking.”

She stared at him, and suddenly got it. “You did something.”

“Me? Naw. I just put my dick in you and you went crazy.”

“No…no. You did something. Now fess up.”

He put a completely innocent look on his face and said, “I swear. I didn’t do anything. You must have had a reaction or something.”

“A reaction to what?”

“I don’t know. Something. But I don’t know.”

But she knew he knew. They had been married for a couple of years, and he was a good man, but he had the worst sense of humor in the world.

One time he had put whipped cream all over a dog’s jaws and run into the next room, into a party, screaming ‘Mad dog!’ The dog, dumb and happy, chased him in, and everybody panicked. One of the guests was picking up a fire poker before everybody realized John was laughing.

Another time he had poured ketchup all over his hair and laid on the floor. She had walked in and totally panicked. She was calling 911 when she realized that he was laughing.

So what had he done this time?

She asked him one final time. “What did you do? You tell me and I’ll just yell at you a little. But if you lie I’m going to mess you up.”

John chuckled. “I outweigh you by 60 pounds. I’m a couple of inches taller, and you’re going to mess me up?”

She repeated, “Tell me what you did!”

“I’ll take the mess up.”

She turned and walked out of the kitchen, down the hall and into the bedroom.

She stood in the middle of the room and looked around.

They had been kissing and cuddling, and then he had put his dick in her and the world had exploded. So he had to have done something to his dick in just a few seconds. And that meant there had to be some sort of proof.

She went to the bed and looked under it. Nothing.

She emptied the pillows. Nothing.

She pulled the bed away from the wall.

Clunk!

She dove to the floor and looked under the bed.

Against the far wall was a small glass bottle. It was pale blue and sort of orange. It had six sides and a copper looking screw top. She wiggled under the bed and grabbed it. She crawled out and held the jar up to the light.

Tiger balm.

“Oh, fuck!”

Lexi went to her laptop and opened it. She typed in ‘Tiger balm ingredients.’

Menthol, camphor, methyl salicylate, cassia oil, and capsicum, cajuput oil, clove oil, and other things.

“Heysoos snorted cocaine,” cursed Lexi.

“Found the secret ingredient, babe?”

She turned and glared at him. “You put Tiger Balm on your dick and then put your dick into me.”

He shrugged, not at all embarrassed. “It cools or heats, I thought that would be a neat sensation. Sorry it didn’t work out.”

“And then you lied and said you didn’t do anything.”

“Hey, I wanted to avoid all the nagging and bitching.

‘Nagging and bitching?’ she mouthed silently.

“Yeah. Sorry, but you know how you get.”

“Oh, of course,” she agreed, now cool as ice.

“Pretty funny, huh?”

“Laughed my ass off.”

“I can see you’re not going to be a sport about this.”

“Yeah, well, maybe I should stick a torch up your ass and see how you feel.”

“Well, I guess I better give you a chance to cool down. See you in the morning.” He walked back towards the bedroom.

Lexi sat and tried to keep the rage from boiling over. Tiger Balm in her pussy. And he thought it was funny. Well, two could play at this funny game.

She turned back to her computer and started researching. She made notes and concocted plans for a couple of hours. Finally, she started ordering ingredients. When she was done she closed the computer and went to bed.

The next morning she acted happy and normal. She rolled out of bed, got ready for work, and went out to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal.

John, yawning, came into the kitchen. “Hey, babe. You okay this morning?”

“Oh, I’m fine.”

“So you’re not mad about the Tiger Balm?”

“Oh, no. It’s tomorrow, I see things in a new light. Everything is loosy goosy.”

“Great. I hate it when you’re all naggy. So…good.”

Lexi smiled, and John poured his own cereal.

Lexi came home earlier than John. She went to work earlier, and got home earlier, and this just so she could fix him meals.

This afternoon she stopped at the grocery store for some extra ingredients, but she still arrived home in time to fix John a sumptuous meal.

The meal consisted of licorice tea. A hamburger cooked in high polyunsaturated fatty-acid vegetable oils.

She also prepared a salad with mint. Lots of mint.

John arrived home, he was tired, long day, and he gave his wife a kiss then sat down at the table.

“Mmm, hamburger!” He bit in, then he washed it down with the licorice tea.

“Tea? What’s up with that?”

“Aside from a good taste, it’s a good phytochemical, it fights infections and weight gain.”

“Fight o something, eh? Am I really getting that fat?”

“Not yet, but give it time.”

So John ate his burger, drank his tea, and liked the salad, though it was a little minty.

“Sorry about that. I’ll use less mint, but it’s supposed to be very rich in nutrients.”

John smiled. Lexi was going off on one of her diet crazes. Best to just put up with it.

After dinner they watched a movie, Key Largo, and John made his usual quips about how could anybody love Bogey’s face.

But the movie ended on a romantic note, and that was what Lexi wanted. When John pulled her to him and scorched her lips with his mouth she sighed and gave in to the sexy feeling. She felt his hands trail over her tits, then focus on her nipples.

“Oh, yeah,” she murmured, reaching for his cock. She found it, massaged the shaft with a feather touch, ran her finger on the sensitive area under the head.

John groaned, and he started to undress her.

She put her hand on his, stopped him, and whispered, “I’ve got bad news, John.”

“What? You’re on the rag?”

“No. But I’m sore, really sore down there.”

He looked at her suspiciously, then blurted, “It’s that Tiger Balm thing. You’re going to deny me just because I played a little joke on you.”

“Your little joke had consequences, John. On the outside I look normal, but on the inside I feel terrible. I feel like I’ve got a rash. I’m thinking about going to see a doctor.

“Just for a little Tiger Balm on my dick?”

“I looked into the jar and there was a lot of Tiger Balm gone.”

He started to make excuses, to say he had used half the bottle months ago, but she cut him off.

“Did you read the warnings on the label?”

“Uh…” He hadn’t.

“It’s not to be used internally.”

“But it’s your pussy!”

“And my pussy is inside. The lining is very sensitive, and it hurts.

“Well, okay. I guess I’m really sorry now. How about a hand job?”

“Go ahead.” She laughed, but tried to make her laugh a funny laugh, not a mean laugh. “Just like a little boy playing with his toy.”

She pulled it off perfectly. His ardor died under her joshing, and he grumped a little, but he didn’t suspect her of anything.

They went to bed, and she cuddled up against him, kissed him, felt his nutsack and marveled at how full it felt.

“Well, we only got started last night.”

“Yes,” she sighed. “Before I had that unfortunate reaction.”

Happy with her progress, Lexi slipped into sleep. It was some hours before John calmed down enough to sleep.

The next morning Lexi, fresh and rested, got up early and fixed him breakfast.

She fixed him eggs, and chuckled at something she had learned the night John had ‘Tiger Bombed’ her.

Chickens only have one hole. They don’t have a sex hole and a pee hole, everything comes down one chute. Eggs and poop and pee. Which sounded gross, if one ate eggs. After all, eating something that came down the poop chute sounded disgusting, shell not withstanding, and she was fixing John eggs for breakfast.

But the point for her was that eggs were heavy in estrogen because they were created in the chicken’s ovaries.

And the meal of the night before, licorice, fatty acids and mint all affected the level’s of testosterone.

John was getting heavy doses of estrogen at the same time his testosterone level was being drastically reduced.

Along with the eggs she gave him some fruits, some nuts, and a grainy bowl of cereal.

“Hey! What’s this?” He greeted Lexi with a kiss and looked at his breakfast, all laid out.

“I feel guilty, not being able to satisfy you,” she grabbed his groin and squeezed. His immediate hard on let her know that she had properly ‘hornicized’ him. “So I made you a special breakfast, very healthy. And I even have a few energy bars for your lunch. I know you’re bad on lunch sometimes.” The energy bars were high in flaxseed, which could cut testosterone by 89%!

“Thank you, honey. You’re the greatest.”

“I love you, John.” She planted her mouth on his and rode his lips to a moist heat.

He broke the kiss and said, “Whew!”

She giggled. “I guess not screwing does provide some excitement.”

“Yeah, well, I’d like to—“

She pressed her hands to his mouth, cutting him off. “Don’t jack off, John. I should be over the hurt down there, and you should save yourself for me.”

“Save myself, eh? You’re asking a lot.”

“But I’m worth it, right?”

“Oh, baby, you are really worth it!” This time he kissed her deeply, and she got so turned on, that she was afraid she was going to start dripping down there.

After work Lexi headed for home, and she drove quickly. She was expecting deliveries, and she had a certain business to attend to.

A couple of small boxes were on the porch and she totted them into the kitchen and opened them up and took out bottles of medicine. She put the medicines away, then ran for the bedroom. She had plenty of time, she wasn’t going to get. caught, but…she felt an urgency.

She pulled her panties off, lifted up her dress, and lay on the bed.

She had a butt plug, and she loved it. Sometimes when they went to parties she would wear it just so she could be at a fever pitch all night, and extra super horny when John took her to bed.

She lubricated the plug and inserted it in her anus. Fuck! That felt good!

Then she began sliding the tip of the vibrator over her cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” She murmured. Extra horny from the previous nights, feeling the lust of power as she went about her plans for John, wiggling so the butt plug did its work, she was shortly writhing and moaning. Her hips rose and fell and she inserted the tip of the vibrator

Depth was the secret of a vibrator. Go way deep and there weren’t a lot of nerves. But the rim of her asshole was jammed with nerves, including that juicy, little item called a G spot.

For long minutes she wiggled, placing one hand on the plug and using the other end to work the vibrator.

She humped, and the plug was pushed hard into her. She held to the vibrator and worked it around and around.

Shortly, she was approaching the peak. Her hips were jerking, she transferred one hand to her nipples, and…and… “AHHHH!”

She yelled aloud. After being being made horny by John, and then disappointed, she was ready for the little death. And the orgasm did not disappoint.

She lay there, gasping for breath, then looked at the clock. Shit, she had been having so much fun she had lost track of the time. She leaped out of bed, washed her toys and put them away, pulled up her panties and wiggled her ass so the skirt came down properly, then ran for the kitchen.

She had just enough time to make another mint salad, a steak, and a dish of edamame. All high in estrogen.

And, of course, she added her secret ingredient to the licorice tea: estradiol.

And tomorrow morning she would add a testosterone blocker to John’s breakfast.

But, that night, John came home and was properly appreciative of her efforts.

“Gosh, honey, you really outdid yourself. Even the steak has the perfect amount of garlic.” He didn’t know that garlic would increase estrogen.”

“I’m glad you like it. Nothing’s too good for my baby.”

That night he was especially amorous. His dick was rock hard, after being deprived for a few days. But Lexi merely said, “I’m still hurting, honey. But I’ll see the doctor tomorrow and find out if there’s anything to worry about.”

“Gosh. Now I feel pretty dumb about my stupid joke.”

“Don’t worry about it. You live and learn.”

And she was so sweet and caring that he believed her.

The next night, after he had ingested his super helping of testosterone lessening, estrogen pumping dinner items, she fixed him a drink (high in phytoestrogens) and told him the bad news.

“Honey, the doctor says I may have a real problem.”

“Oh?” His eyes squinched and little lines appeared on his forehead.

“Yes. It appears that not only is Tiger Balm not supposed to be used internally, but I have developed a serious reaction.”

“Oh, no!” And it was plain he was now remorseful. “What have I done.”

“Well, it should be okay with time. He wants me to do special vaginal flushes…” use a vibrator, “…every day. In a month he wants to see me so he can re-evaluate.”

John felt terrible. For the first time in his life he was understanding how serious a stupid practical joke could be.

“And, John…”

“Yes?” he looked entirely miserable.

“If I can’t cum, because of what you did…I don’t want you to cum.”

“I guess so,” he nodded.

“After all, it’s not like you’re being punished, but if you jack off it’s like you’re being untrue to me.”

“Oh, God!” He actually started to cry. He had been so stupid.

“Honey, it’s okay! I’ll still play with you, and…and you can even watch porn if you want, but…but we should do this together. When I can finally cum, then so can you. Won’t that be a wonderful gift for our suffering.

John nodded, and felt more miserable than he had in his entire life.

But Lxi, feeling sorry for poor John, made sure she played with him extra good that night. She even almost caused an accident, but she was quick to grab the base of his cock and squeeze So fortunately, John didn’t lose any of his sperm.

And so the days went. Meals high in estrogen, and a bit low in testosterone. Lots of kissing and cuddling, and no orgasms. At least for John. Lexi had a habit of coming home early and getting her orgasms.

In fact, she had so many orgasms she had to buy extra batteries for her toy.

As the weeks passed John began developing circles under his eyes, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off Lexi.

He was feeling less and less vibrant, and she was looking more and more alive.

It was shortly after the doctor gave her the bad news that her reaction to Tiger Balm was still so serious that she needed more time to heal.

John was going crazy. He was so horny he was actually stalking Lexi. He would wait and burst into the bathroom after here shower, just so he could see her awesome nakedness. And when in bed he couldn’t keep his hands off her.

On several occasions she threatened to tie him up, or handcuff him, to keep him off her.

“Come on, John. Why do you insist on making me suffer?”

“I’m sorry,” he whined. “I just…I love you so much.”

She laughed. “That’s just you being horny.”

“Well, yeah, but I do love you!”

“Prove it. Do the laundry.”

John had no idea how doing the laundry would prove his love, but he was so besotted, so enraptured by what he couldn’t have, that he immediately jumped up and did the laundry.

Lexi was so surprised by this that she jumped up. She ran to the computer and began researching things like ‘the effect of sexual deprivation on a man.’

Interestingly, while there were some good effects, better heart health, better moods, the bad effects were…bad.

Depression. Bad sleep. And the really serious one, poor prostate health.

She ran back to bed and lay there thinking. John came in, happy and smiling. “See how much I love you?”

“Thanks, honey, come to bed and let’s cuddle for awhile.”

And he did, and they did, but the whole time she was thinking about things like his prostate health.

“Shit! I’m gaining weight!” It was almost two months after the great Tiger Bal, incident, and that was two months of high estrogen intake, and low testosterone foods and medicine.

Lexi downplayed it.

“You just need to get back to the gym. Do a few  squats and push ups, lift those weights.”

She made pumping motions with her arms and smiled.

“I guess.” He stood in front of the mirror and turned his body this way and that.

Lexi could see that the medicine and food was having a great effect.

He had fat on him, on his thighs and on his butt. His chest was puffy, and she knew it wouldn’t be long until he looked like he had tits.

Heck, until he had tits.

She stepped up behind him and hugged him. She put her hands on his pectorals and felt the flabbiness of growing mounds. She pumped her hips into him. “God, you’re so sexy. You might have gained a few pounds, but…Heysoos, you’re turning me on.”

He grinned, then sobered. She still couldn’t use her pussy.

And he didn’t notice that he didn’t get fully hard when she grabbed his cock and jacked it.

But she did. And she smiled.

They started a program at the gym.

She was convinced that weight lifting would help him, and she pushed him to do weight exercises that would reduce his pectorals. And exercises that would make his legs skinny.

He threw himself into the exercises, and didn’t realize that weight lifting would build pectoral muscles, not reduce his chest fat, and the result would be bigger boobs.

He also didn’t understand that skinny legs and skinny waist did not reduce the hips. If anything, they made the hips look bigger. And this was proven when, a month later, his form had become more shapely. As in ‘feminine’ shapely.

As for Lexi, she applied her self to a combination of lesser weight with more apps, which would burn the fat off, and got involved in a coed basketball league.

After his grueling work out John would sit tiredly on the bench and watch as his ever more vivacious wife ran around the court, passing and making baskets, and every once in a while adjusting her big tits because her bra was getting a little too small for her.

And he would look down at his burgeoning chest and wonder if he was going to need a bra.

He would if this continued.

Lexi doubled his drug dose and recommended more exercises.

Lexi was having the time of her life. She had never felt more alive. The estrogen laden food was good for her. Heck, if it was good for John, good as in making him more feminine, it was double good for her because it just fed her natural femininity.

John, however, was having a rough time. He was getting fatter and fatter. Well, his hips and chest were getting fatter. His legs were slim and trim, and his waist was thin.

And what with the fact that Lexi refusing to give him a haircut, he was looking more and more feminine.

And he was having trouble getting and maintaining an erection.

Which, on one hand, was okay. For Lexi just spent more and more time stroking him, trying to get him erect, trying to keep him erect.

On the other hand, he was limp.

Not totally, but…he certainly didn’t feel like a manly man.

But, what could he do? Lexi thought he was being downright hypochondriacal, and didn’t want him to bother with a doctor. But in spite of her attitude she really went all out to help him. She kept him exercising, swearing that the routine he was following was working. Or…was going to work. She also fixed him those delicious meals, making sure he ate healthy portions of the healthy food.

No. She was doing everything she could for him. But it was odd. Her exercise program, which she swore was the female version of his program, was causing her to lose weight, and her boobs seemed to be getting larger. She had sexy, healthy muscles, even her hair was healthy.

Of course the detraction to this was the fact that the men on the co-ed basketball team seemed to be paying her a lot of attention. The fellows were all tall, in good shape, and he hated it when they patted her ass after a good play, or hugged her at the end of a winning game.

It irked him, but she just said it was all good sportsmanship.

Hunh!

Good sportsmanship!

He thought it looked like flirting. Very intense flirting.

But what was he going to do? Jump up and run on to the court and beat one of these guys up? They were taller than him, weighed more than him, and unlike him, they had muscle.

So he sat on the bench, and over the weeks, he started waiting out in the front room for her to be done.

Waiting, while his wife played with big, handsome men. It wasn’t a good thing. And it came to a head during a big game at the end of the basketball schedule.

It was a play off game, and emotions were high. Lexi had been training particularly hard, spending extra nights at the gym.

On the night of the big game she went to the gym early, and John followed along an hour later.

There was a crowd at the gym, and he could hear yells and shouts as he approached the basketball courts.

He moved through the crowd, walked around the court, couldn’t find a seat behind her team, and ended up sitting behind the other team.

The teams ran onto the court, and John stood up to see Lexi. She came out first, she had been elected team captain. After running through some drills—she was making some pretty good baskets—the teams gathered at their benches for a final huddle, then Lexi sauntered across the court for the flip.

She lost, didn’t seem upset, shook hands with the opposing team captain, who towered over her, and returned to her team.

John was struck by how sexy she looked. Her legs were firm with muscle, the calves curved and powerful. Her body was lithe, and her tits looked larger than ever.

The basketball was tossed up and John turned his attention to the game.

It was a tight game, the other team was good, but Lexi’s team was better. In fact, Lexi had done a great job in whipping her guys and gals together. Passes were tight, shots were disciplined and accurate, and the home team began pulling slowly away.

Just a point here, a point there, a struggle and a tussle, and by the half time Lexi’s team was five points ahead, and looked fresher than the other team.

The second half was even better. Tight playing, good teamwork, and Lexi’s team won by 12 points.

The players shook hands, the crowd started leaving, and John walked over to the hallway leading to the lockers.

The hallway was about twelve feet long. It came out on a tile wall, and behind the tile wall was the lockers and the showers.

The team was in high spirits. They were shouting and splashing water and flicking each others asses with towels.

John stood behind the tile wall. He wasn’t part of the team, and he didn’t think he’d be welcomed to their celebration.

Still, he had a good view of things. He could see half the locker room through a reflection in a window, and he watched as the team walked into the showers, soaped up, and rinsed off.

And he was surprised, for co-ed including showering together. Well, it wasn’t a big gym, and nobody seemed to care, so both the men and the women sauntered into the shower. The men had long, swinging dicks, and the women had exposed breasts, and it seemed like all of the breasts were large. And Lexi’s was the largest of them all.

For a long moment John watched, and he smiled. He was actually feeling a bit envious, but he was happy for his wife. He was about to turn around when one of the other women walked up to Lexi, turned her around, and kissed her full on the mouth.

The guys and other girls gave big whoops, and Lexi began to kiss back.

John knew how good a kisser his wife was, and he could tell that she was really getting into it.

Then the other woman grabbed one of Lexi’s breasts and kissed that!

John reached into his pants and grabbed his cock. Such a scene was bound to give him a boner, but it didn’t.

Suddenly distraught, he held his limp dick and watched his wife and the other woman make out.

Then one of the men stepped in and began kissing Lexi. He bent her back and held her up, and stuck his tongue in her mouth.

John could hear Lexi moaning all the way out in the hall.

Then the men were all over the women. They kissed them, they felt their tits, they cupped their buns and mashed their now hard cocks into them.

And the woman grabbed the men’s cocks and started stroking them.

Suddenly Lexi broke free. “Nobody cum!” she yelled. “Get close, but don’t cum! Save that cum for the championship game in two weeks!”

Disappointed, but excited, laughing, the men and the women slowly separated. The men’s cocks were sticking straight out, and a few of them were drooling semen.

The women laughed, gave a few final strokes, and backed away. Their tits were pinkish, flushed with sex, and their nipples were standing straight out.

No wonder this team was so in tune! No wonder they were winning! They weren’t being allowed to cum until they won! And not just a game, but the whole damned season!”

In spite of the fact that his cock was limp, John was breathing hard. He was horny. He wanted to fuck, but he no longer had a tool capable of fucking.

He was so horny he was almost crying.

Finally, he turned away form the scene, walked out of the hallway and sat on the bench to wait for Lexi.

His mind was racing, he couldn’t believe what he had seen.

Had Lexi been untrue?

Not in the sense that she had had an orgasm.

But then he wondered if she could have an orgasm. Maybe she could. After all these months, maybe she was faking.

Then he had a sad thought. Maybe she just couldn’t have an orgasm with him.

After that Tiger Balm thing she was different. Still loving, but no sex. But what if she could have had sex all along? But she just didn’t want it with him.

It was a frightening thought.

And, yet…it was an exciting thought.

To be denied…to be horny…so horny he couldn’t stand it…and he realized something.

He liked existing in the excitation phase of sex. He liked being horny.

Once, many months ago, he wouldn’t have liked it. But these past months, feeling his wife’s incredible body, kissing her, he had grown to like the kissing and cuddling more than he wanted to climax and get it over with.

And, to be honest, to climax and be done with it was sort of…disappointing.

He didn’t want to be done with it.

But all those men fondling his wife…those women. They way they caused themselves to be erect and wet and…they were using the excitation phase of sex to win a championship.

And he started to wonder where his excitation phase would lead.


PART TWO

The players began coming out of the hallway that led to the locker room. Many of them knew John, and they said hi, and passed on.

A couple of the women looked at him, and they had the most curious looks on their faces. Like they knew something…but weren’t about to tell.

But what could they know?

Then Lexi came out of the hallway. She was on the arm of one of the top players. She didn’t see John, she was so engrossed in the fellow—his name was Brad, John remembered—and she suddenly went on tip toe, pulled his face down, and kissed him on the lips.

Kissed him on the lips!

Then they separated, Brad heading for the A parking lot, and Lexi heading for the C parking lot.

“Oh, hey!” Lexi said. there was a blink behind the eyes, she must have realized John couldn’t help but see the kiss, but the shadow disappeared and she hugged him. And squeezed his rather lackluster groin, and said, “You saw the game!”

“It was great. You scored 14 points.”

“Wow! We’ll have to make you the team statistician.”

They chatted as they left the gym, and John felt a curious sensation in his chest, like a line of electricity running up the center. Maybe his dick wasn’t hard, but he felt so excited.

They hopped into their cars and drove home.

At home Lexi was unusually horny. She was all over him. She kissed him, ripped his clothes off, then went down on her knees and began sucking his cock.

His cock, which wouldn’t rise to the occasion.

She pulled him into bed, she whispered how much she loved him, and he kept seeing her kissing Brad, and the others, and that woman who felt her tits.

She pulled his clothes off and they wormed and squirmed and groped their sexual parts, and…John couldn’t get hard.

“I’m sorry,” John whispered, feeling a bit of shame.

Lexi regarded him carefully. Then she took his hand and led him out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen.

They were naked, but her body was taut, his was somewhat flabby.

They both had hips and tits, and his skin was changing, becoming softer, and his hair was longer.

She sat him down at the table, reached into the cupboard above the fridge for the bottle of good bourbon. She mixed two glasses, half and half Coke and bourbon. She put his drink in front of him, and sat down with her own.

They drank, and John was curious. What was up with Lexi?

When the drinks were half gone she began to speak.

“John, I’ve messed with you. Do you remember when I said I was going to mess with you?”

It burst into his head. He had played that Tiger Balm joke, and she had said… “Yes.”

“So, ever since then I’ve been feeding you foods rich in estrogen, foods that would diminish the testosterone in your body.”

He was frozen. Little things began coming together in his mind.

“I’ve also been giving you phytoestrogens, which create estrogen, and testosterone blockers.”

He was flabbergasted. “But…but why?”

“What you did. All for a joke.” She glared at him, finally letting a bit of the anger that had built up over the months out. “You hurt my pussy, badly, and you risked my health. You had no consideration at all for me. It was cruel, and it hurt our marriage.”

“But, honey…”

“Let me talk. You’ll have plenty of time to talk later.”

He nodded.

“Then, as the months passed, and we got involved in the gym, and I began playing basketball, the people on the team made me feel better. They brought me out of that feeling of betrayal that you had given me.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but she shook her head.

“So, a simple yes or no. Would you like to try to save our marriage?”

“Yes.” His heart was hurting.

“Then you’re going to have to do what I say. You’re going to have to understand what a woman feels, and that means you have to keep changing.”

Now he was silent, no attempt to speak.

“If you want to save our marriage you must do this. And I ask you again, a simple yes or no…do you want to save our marriage?”

He nodded, and tears poured out of his eyes.

“Okay. Then we’ll start tomorrow. We’ve got a couple of weeks, and I suggest you take some vacation time, maybe even tell them that you’re transitioning. You have until the big game to turn into a woman, and to convince me that you are serious. After the game…if you have pleased me, done everything I have asked…I’ll make a decision and see if I want to save our marriage.”

They sat there, John sobbing helplessly, finishing their drinks. Then Lexi went to bed.

John stayed up and thought about things, about what he had done, about being a woman, and drank some more.

The next day dawned, and Lexi got up and went to the bathroom, then pulled a chemise over herself and went out to the kitchen.

John was snoring on the couch in the living room. He was naked. He woke up and sat up when she approached him.

“You can sleep in the bed, honey.”

“I know…I…I’m just…” He started crying again.

Lexi held him, let him cry on her shoulder. “Are you crying for me? Or because you’re filled with hormones?”

John hadn’t thought of that, it certainly explained things about recent mood swings. “I guess both.”

“Well, come on,” she pulled his hand and got him off the couch. “Let’s fix breakfast, and then we can call our companies and ask for vacation time.”

Lexi sat at the table and sipped orange juice. John fixed sausage and waffles, and and Lexi said, “The pills are in the right hand cupboard. One from each bottle.”

Dutifully he opened the bottles and shook out the pills. He washed them down with OJ as Lexi watched him.

After breakfast Lexi told him to wash the dishes because it was a woman’s job. He washed, dried, put the plates away, then cleaned the sink and the table.

Lexi watched, offered advice, and observed that he was sneaking glances at her. He couldn’t get an erection, but he was still horny. How interesting.

Lexi called in first and arranged for vacation. They didn’t want to give her one, at least without proper notice, but she mentioned the COVID word and said she wanted to use her vacation to be totally healthy. No problem after that.

John called in and arranged his vacation. He was owed four weeks, so they were fine and even glad that he was using his time.

Then he called HR and had a long talk with a girl named Sue. The subject of transitioning was discussed, and while Sue was surprised, she made no objection, and said the company would have no objection.

After all, companies were getting sued for not having the right number of bathrooms, or using the wrong pronoun.

Phone calls done, John faced Lexi, and faced the music.

“Okay, girlfriend, let’s start your lessons.”

She led him into the bedroom, handed him a bottle of Nair, and bid him follow the directions, and don’t get any of the stuff above the neck.

John went into the bathroom, lathered himself up, and waited. After fifteen minutes he felt the burn, and he thought of when he had burned his wife’s pussy with Tiger Balm. Man, that didn’t so funny now.

He exited the shower, dried off and Lexi had his underwear ready for him.

“I eyeballed your size, but I don’t think there’s going to be any problem.”

He said nothing, just pulled up his panties.

She had bought something called sissy panties, and his package fit easily into the little pouch. They were actually pretty comfortable.

She handed him a bra, then had to show him how to put it on.

“Learn quickly, John. Two weeks is going to pass fast.”

He stared down at his tits. The bra fit a little tight, and it let him know just how big he had grown in the chest.

Then she sat him down and began painting his nails.

He watched as she stroked down with the beautiful, red color.

“You’re going to have to get flexible and patient so you can do this yourself.”

She gave him fake nails, glued them to his own nails, and painted them. When she was done his fingers looked longer, and he felt like he was spinning, everything going around.

It was surreal, to say the least.

After his nails had dried came nylons, and they rolled up his legs and gave his stems a sleek, shiny look. He hated to admit it, but they were very sexy.

Then a blouse and culottes. It looked like he was wearing a skirt, but they fit and felt like shorts.

The blouse was weird because the buttons were on the wrong size.

She handed him a pair of open toed, black leather pumps. The heels were about three inches, and his toes showed at the top of the shoes.

“Just get used to having them on your feet.”

He felt like his feet were on a slide and about to slide away from him.

She put little napkins around his collar, then began preparing his face. She cleaned it with little sponges, and he was astonished at how black the sponges for.

“Those are your black heads and pimples and all the debris in your. pores.”

“Good Lord! I’m filthy!”

“Men usually are,” she spoke wryly. “Fortunately, you aren’t a man anymore.”

Her statement struck him. What struck him harder was that he didn’t object.

She put a foundation on him, then added color. Blush, bronze, then the eyes. She brushed color on the lids and he sneaked glances in the mirror. He was certainly different looking.

He felt like the hair was rising over his whole body as she worked on him, even though he had no hair.

She curled his lashes, lengthened them, then she began working on his hair.

She brushed, sprayed, teased, and his male locks began to look very feminine. His skin had been transforming, becoming softer, and the fat in his face had redistributed. As she transformed him these things, which he had passed over, became more obvious.

Lipstick.

And he was stunned.

He was a woman in the mirror.

Then she said the most amazing thing. “If you decide to stay a woman we can shave your Adam’s apple. Maybe even make your voice higher.”

He stared at her, but she ignored him. If he wanted to stay a woman. He didn’t know what to think. He had had it, in the back of his mind, that he was a man, that he could just take all the make up off his face, put on a pair of jeans, and he was a man again.

But that was not an option. If he decided—now he was saying it—to be a man again it would take months of work. He would have to go on special exercise programs, learn how to act manly all over again.

And…could he do that?

He moved differently now. His chest jiggled and his ass swayed. How could he go back to being a man with those attributes?

She was done making him over by noon. She had had to work hard, had had to explain many of the things she was doing, but…he now was a woman.

In appearance.

“Okay, honey, let’s practice acting like a woman.”

She took him out to the back patio and had him practice his walk until his feet stepped on a straight line, his ass wiggled, and his heels clicked.

Then she had him practice sitting down, crossing his knees at the thighs, and not at the ankles like a man would.

Then out to the garage where he practiced getting in and out of the car. Swiveling his legs so he wouldn’t show panty to any looky loos.

Then into the kitchen so he could practice doing things with his long nailed hands.

He bent at the knees and picked up a dime with his long talons. He figured out how to tap on a keyboard with fake nails. He learned how to manipulate silverware, use a knife, chop vegetables, and all sorts of stuff.

All that afternoon he worked on understanding, and being, a woman.

By the time he was ready for bed he was exhausted. And he still had to take off his make up, wash his face, and put on night clothes. The night clothes were a sheer chemise that tickled his nipples by rubbing on them.

Finally, he collapsed into bed and was asleep in minutes.

Lexi was happy. She had really messed with John, and he deserved it.

Still, she wasn’t mean. Once he had learned his lesson he could change back to a man.

Now the question was…did she still love him?

At first she was sure she would always love him, but after a few of those ‘almost orgies’ in the locker room…she wasn’t sure.

She had really worked on her body, and her face was always beautiful, and the men on the team were really responding to her. And if she hadn’t held out the offer of sex to them they never would have worked so hard.

But in two weeks they would play for the championship, and she was pretty sure they were going to win.

But she had promised, as good as, sexual acts with the men on her team, and even one of the woman.

Interestingly, the women didn’t care, they sort of reveled in her promises of sex, in the way she teased and denied the men to victory after victory.

So, when they won, what would she do?

She thought of how Brad had kissed her, she thought of how everybody felt her breasts and even reached down and cupped her mons and squeezed.

Did she want to give that up?

Did she still love John?

And how would John respond to the subject of sex with a whole basketball team?

The answer to that question was rather muddy.

Finally, thinking over the options and possibilities, she drifted off to sleep. Whatever happened in two weeks, she was just going to have to figure it out.

The weeks passed, and it was time for the big game.

John was impeccable as a woman. It seemed he had a talent for  feminization. Lexi wondered if this secret fantasy, being a woman, was in every man.

If it was, women could rule the planet in a year.

She drove her and John to the gym. John was nervous, and kept sighing, but she didn’t care. Whatever was going to happen…John had to be there.

If he decided he wanted to stay a woman, it would happen here, tonight.

If she decided their marriage was over, he had to be there.

They walked into the gym, it was early, no crowds, and the clicking of their heels were easily heard.

“You sit here and watch the game,” she commanded him.

Commanded. She was definitely in charge these days. The more John became adept at putting on make up, the more it seemed like she was in charge.

He was a person they called a ‘sub,’ or ‘submissive.’ Which was fine and obvious to her.

Which made her an alpha, and she liked her new found power. Yes, she was an alpha. It had taken her making a man into a sub to figure that out, but…she was what she was.

She walked into the locker room and got undressed. She was sitting on the narrow bench between lockers, naked, when Brad showed up.

“Hey, good looking.” And his smiled melted her.

He was an alpha, and she knew, in that moment, that her marriage was over. Or at least changed beyond all recognition.

They high fived, he cupped one of her tits and said, “We’re gonna kick ass, tonight. So what’s gonna happen to your ass?”

“I think my ass will get used quite well, thank you.” She cupped his balls and grinned.

“And about your hubby out there?”

“Yeah, that might be interesting.”

“He looks like a woman. Can he be one…all the way?”

For a long moment, Lexi but her lip, then she said, “I’ll invite him into the locker room after we win. We’ll see what happens.”

“She stood up, kissed him on the mouth, loved him, then they both got dressed and went out to shoot baskets and wait for the others to arrive.

John knew there was something going on between Lexi and Brad. The way they looked at each other, it was obvious. The sparkle in their eyes, the pat on their butts when they made a good shot and passed one another.

John hurt. He knew it was over. And he didn’t know what to do about it. He sighed, and tried to ignore the feelings in his heart.

The crowd arrived, the players arrived, and the opposing team made their appearance.

By the time the game started the gym was packed. The noise level was to raise the roof, and the game turned into the dog fight from holy hell.

The visitors were a good team, with lots of high quality players. Truth, technically, they were probably just a little more talented.

But, also truth, the home team had their teeth sunk in and they weren’t willing to let go.

The visiting team would make a basket, using superior skills. Then Lexi’s team would reach down into their souls, battle back up the court, and sink one.

And it was obvious that every basket was one more for Lexi.

Every basket made the homies looked at Lexi, and Lexi would give the thumbs up. Jaw thrust forward, she stood toe to toe with more talented people, her and her team, and fought the other team to a standstill.

Two points, countered by two points, back and forth, the visitors pulling ahead for a minute, then tied again, and again, and again.

The stands were in a constant uproar, people cheering and screaming and slapping each other on the back.

After half time Lexis team pulled ahead for a brief spell. But the other team dug in, and once again the score was tied.

One of Lexi’s people fouled out, and his replacement, though not as good, managed to fill their shoes.

Still, by the two minute warning the opposing team was one point ahead.

The fight had been so vicious, the visitors started slowing the ball, taking their time, passing, passing.

Thirty seconds.

The ball going around the court.

Ten seconds.

Five seconds, and that was when the opposing team made their mistake. They took a shot. Five seconds, they figured why not, and the ball soared through the air, and bounced off the rim.

Two seconds.

Brad had it, he reared back and threw the ball the length of the entire court.

Swish.

Uproar.

The home team had won.

Standing behind the home bench John was cheering as loud as all of them, then it hit him. It hit him when Lexi jumped on Brad and kissed him on the mouth.

To the crowd it was just the exuberance of the moment. To John…it was the end.

Tears came to his eyes, and he sat down.

John was still sitting behind the bench a half hour later.

The crowd was fairly well thinned out, only a hundred people left in the big gym, and he sat with slumped shoulders, seeing nothing, the tears on his face ruining his make up.

Lexi found him like that.

“Hey, John.”

“Hey,” he said, looking up.

“You’ve ruined your make up.”

“I know.”

“Well, come on. I can fix you up in the locker room, and we’re having a celebration.”

“I don’t want to go.”

“You have to. So get up.”

Her voice was authority, so he stood up and followed her into the locker room.

It was chaos back there. The doors were all locked and everybody was naked. Bottles of champagne had made their appearance, and somebody handed John a bottle. He drank. And drank again, and again, and suddenly he started to feel good.

Lexi got out her make up kit and repaired his face, and he sat on the bench and listened to the talk, watched everybody hugging and kissing. And really kissing.

He drank some more. In a way he was happy for the team, and felt crushed.

Lexi took the bottle away from him, freshened his lipstick, and pulled him down to the end of the lockers. She sat him on the end of the narrow bench, and she motioned to Brad to come be with her.

John looked up, hated Brad, but…but there was nothing to do, nothing to be said.

“John, I guess you’ve figured out that our marriage is over.”

“Over a bunch of Tiger Balm,” he said.

“More than just Tiger Balm. Over because you hurt me, because you couldn’t grow up.”

He watched her, and sighed.

“Now, we have a bunch of choices. I could kick you out. Boot your butt down the street and forget about you. But I don’t want to do that. We have history, and I think, that by becoming a woman, you have grown up.”

“A little too late though.”

“Too late,” she nodded. “Or, you can live at home, figure out what you want to do. When you decide we can split the property and you can go your own way.”

He looked up at her and was curious. “Why so generous?”

“Not all generous. I still need somebody to take care of the house, contribute to the rent.”

“You want me to be your maid?”

“You would make a good one, but that’s not the whole reason.”

“Oh?”

“John, you’ve come a long way. You’ve changed, but you need to take a final step.”

“I do?”

Other members of the team had gathered around and were listening.

“Yes. And my team has said they’re willing to help.”

Now John was curious. He stared at the eyes staring at him. He saw concern. Amusement here and there, disgust on one face, but most of them…they were offering something.

“John, your choice. You can either get up and walk out, and I will expect you to be gone from the house by the time I get home. I’ll be bringing Brad home with me to make sure you’ve gone.”

“And my other choice.”

There was a long moment of silence, the Lexi said, “John. Turn around and lay down on the end of the bench. Face down.”

Her meaning was clear. What she wanted was obvious. The question was was it what he wanted.

And she had spoken in a commanding voice, and that voice left little room for argument.

“You’re all going to fuck me?”

Lexi held out a hand and one of her team laid a strap on with a big dido in her hand. She began fitting the harness around her hips.

“I’m going first, John, and if you decide you want to stay at the house, I’ll be wanting to use you again. A lot. But for right now, when I’m done the others will take you. By the time we’re done you will be female in your soul, as well as your mind.”

“Wait…wait…”

“For what? For you to be confused? Just turn over and present your ass, John.” Long pause. “Or leave.”

It was a long, frozen moment. The only thing moving in the locker room was John’s mind. And his mind was in a turmoil.

He stared at the people watching him. Some were sober faced, others were smiling and nodding for him to do it.

Then back to Lexi.

God, he loved her.

And if he could get her to love him, even in this unorthodox way…

John stood up, pulled his panties down and raised his dress. He turned around and lay down. Somebody had put a stack of towels there and he was quite comfortable. He felt her moving between his legs. Somebody threw more towels for people to kneel on if they were tall. She didn’t need to kneel. She was the right height.

She smeared lubricant in his ass, ran her finger around his rim. She had done this often the last few weeks, and he realized that she had known where this was going.

She bent her knees, put her hands on his back, and pushed her dildo into him.

It went in easily, and it caused a shock of pleasure to run through him.

She cupped his buns and the feel of her warm palms holding his butt was heaven.

She began to work in and out, and he grunted and worked with her.

In, and he tilted a bit, out, and he corkscrewed a bit. He could feel the slick plastic of the dildo rubbing against his anal walls.

Around them people were starting to talk, and to drink more champagne.

“I love you like this, John, but only like this,” she whispered in his ear.

Somebody handed him a plastic glass with champagne in it. He held it, sipped, and groaned as she bottomed out in his butt, then drew back.

The talk around them picked up, and he heard people commenting on what a fine ass he had. More drinking, more laughing, talk about the game, but now he was the real center of attention.

Lexi pulled out of him, took off the strap on and handed it to one of the girls. but in that time somebody else penetrated his heinie. He had a feeling it was Brad The cock felt big and warm, and it was totally a different feel than plastic.

Lexi sat on the floor next to him, poured him some more champagne.

Brad drove in, and he felt the big man’s balls slapping against his ass.

“I’m cumming!”

Everybody cheered, and John felt the hot semen splash in his rectum. He felt the cock pulsing. He felt the balls tightening up against his ass.

Then a woman took Brad’s place.

As the plastic ding dong pushed into him, causing a groan, Brad sat down next to Lexi and gave her a kiss.

She kissed him back, an dJohn felt jealousy, and happiness. He had lost something, but he had gained something. then he had a thought.

“Lexi?”

Lexi took her mouth away from Brad’s.

“Yes?”

“Did you…have you been planning this?”

She was silent, watching him.

“Did you promise the team they could fuck my ass if they won?”

Lexi sighed, and said, “Yes.”

John lowered his head. of course. And he moaned as a human dick replaced the fake one.

Of course.

END


Feminizing the Body Builder!

He was a bully,

then the high heel was on the other foot!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

CLICK!

Julie opened her eyes, blinked, then figured out what had been done to her.

“Sam, you son of a bitch! You get these off me right now!”

Julie was laying in bed. She had been sleeping late after a long week of work, and now Sam, that son of a bitch, he had put…

Across the room Sam was snickering.  He hand managed to get both cuffs on Julie before she had awoke, and she was his for the day. “Hey, baby, it’s time!”

“I told you last time!” She struggled to a sitting up position. The sheets were curled around her hips and her peignoir hung loosely, emphasizing her abundant breasts. “I don’t like to play this game! I don’t want to play this game! And you’d better let me loose!”

“Nah,” he said flippantly. “I get you a little hot and you’ll be fine. You turn from a raving bitch into a sex hot nympho.”

Unfortunately, he was sort of right.

Oh, she didn’t like it, it felt demeaning and degrading and she didn’t want to be forced to suck his cock or take his choo choo up the poo poo. But after a while of his playing with her she would get hot, then she would start responding, and by the end of their little playtime she would be begging for an orgasm.

But she didn’t want him to force this game on her, she wanted to be able to choose it when she wanted it.

“Sam Brown, if you don’t uncuff me then…then…”

“What? You’ll fuck me till I cry?” he laughed.

She kicked the sheets off and sat revealed. She was blonde, surfer blonde with blue eyes, but she wasn’t a dumb blonde. “You motherfucker! I’ll leave you!”

He just kept chuckling. “Tell me that after you have a world class orgasm.

He sauntered across the room, pulling down his pants, stepping out of his underwear, grinning lasciviously.

Julie backed up on the bed, against the wall, “I’m warning you!”

Sam jumped on the bed. He grabbed the cuffs and pulled her. His dick was hard and she laid across his lap and felt it poking into her.

“You fucking—OW!”

He raised his hand again. “You want to behave yourself, missy? Or do I have to spank you?”

She tried to kick, to bite, to punch. Sam was a body builder, however, and he had a world class body with tons of muscles. He picked her up, flung her around, and plopped her down on his lap again.

“Damn it! Stop!”

SMACK! SMACK!

Then he kissed her burning cheeks.

“Come on, baby. It’s pain or pleasure.”

Now she was caught. She didn’t want the pain, but saying that she wanted pleasure opened the door.

He felt her ass and ran a finger down her crack and into her rectum. He wiggled it.

Fuck! That felt good! “Stop it!” she tried again.

He just laughed, cupped her left boob with his strong hand, caught the nipple between two fingers and massaged her tit even as he pulled on the nipple.

“Oh, shit!” Suddenly Julie felt herself weakening. She felt the pleasurable sensations shooting from her nipple, all the way down to her groin.

“There’ a girl. Come to pappa.”

“I’ll pappa you,” she cursed.

Now he had two digits in her pussy, and every time she tried to move he wiggled them. It sapped her strength and immobilized her.

“Take your fingers out of my cunt!”

“I don’t think so. Do you know why women have both assholes and cunts right next to each other?”

“I don’t know and I don’t care!” Though there was a bit of curiosity nibbling at her soul.

“It’s so men can carry them like a six pack.”

“You asshole! That is sick! You are a sick fuck!”

Sam just laughed and kept playing with her pussy, then he picked her up and carried her across the room.

Julie saw where he was going and she struggled harder! “No, Sam! I don’t…no! Let me down! Don’t do this to me!”

There was a coat hook on the wall next to the closet. It was never used for coats, however.

Julie wiggled and hit him with her two hands, but she had no affect on his dense muscles. He held her with one hand, raised the cuffs with the other, and hung her on the hook. Her toes could touch the floor, but she couldn’t bend her legs or feet enough to jump. She was literally hanging like a piece of meat.

She kicked, but he pushed her legs down and pulled her chemise open. He pressed her tit with his mouth and gobbled the nipple.

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned. She hated this, but it made her hot when she had no control, when he just flung her around like a sack.

She tried to bring her knees up but he just turned his hip to blunt the blow. Then he dropped down, pushed her legs against the all, and began licking her pussy.

“Fuu-uuu…” heated bubbled through her groin. She tried to move, but only managed to thrust her hips more into his face.

Sam laughed. His hands were up, groping her tits, then he slithered up her body. His erect cock rose up against her leg and sought out her snatch.

“No! Don’t!”

But she was wet and Sam slid the tip of his cock into her.

“You son of a bitch,” she moaned. “We’re through!”

For answer he withdrew, then he pulled her body away from the wall, turned it so she was facing the wall, and moved her back to the wall.

She was in an even worse position. She couldn’t fight, not to bite, not to kick, and he was pushing his cock up her crack.

“You motherfucker!” She was hot. She wanted it. But anger simmered within. She vowed then and there that she was done with Sam, that she was going to kick him out.

Right then, however, she was still hot, in spite of her anger, and Sam was now pushing his cock into her anus.

“Fuck! Sam! You know I don’t always like that!”

Sam was leaning against her now, his cock halfway into her rectum. He breathed into her ear and kissed her cheek. “Honey, you complain, but you love it. I’m only giving you what you want.”

“I only want it when I say I want it!”

“And that’s when you’re a bitch. So knock it off, stop being a bitch, and enjoy it.”

Julie couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t believe he had mounted this bullshit argument…and just to justify his actions.

She was hot, and her hips were actually writhing, but even as she came she muttered, “I want you out of here.”

He laughed, and figured she was just pulling some female shit.

Then he came, hard, and all she could do was dangle from the wall and feel his slime dripping out of her.

Julie was done with Sam. She had had enough. When he was at work the next day she packed all his clothes and put them on the curb. When Sam came home he saw his stuff in boxes and simply carried everything back in.

“I want you out!”

Sam had finally realized that she was serious. He frowned, but that was all. “Listen, babe, we bought this house together. You can’t kick me out.”

Julie called the police, and the police came and went without doing a thing because Sam was right.

Julie moved into the spare bedroom and put a lock on it, but that wasn’t a solution. Heck, the first time Sam had a little too much to drink he would go right through that.

So she sat in her little bedroom and stewed, only came out when Sam was gone, and lived a life of misery.

Sam, of course, was sure it would all blow over. He was on his best behavior. He spoke politely through the door, asked for forgiveness, and bided his time.

Unfortunately for him he didn’t realize that women are the more vicious of the species.

But, that all said, nothing would have happened. They could live a long but separate life in the same house, except that Sam did something stupid.

Sam was working out at the gym. Actually, he was walking around and flexing and hoping everybody would notice him. He wasn’t really much of a guy for working out. What he was for was taking pills. He took D-bal, D-bal MAX, Testogen, Dianabol, MOAB, and just about every other drug he could.

Why sweat when you could pill your way to max bulk and beyond?

Yet, with all the anabolic steroids he was taking he was always looking for more and more efficient ways of bulking up.

Thus, one day he was sitting on the bench in the locker room. His locker door was open and he was naked and drying his hair. His gorgeous, well groomed hair. And smiling at the little mirror he kept in the locker, and admiring how good looking he was, and…

“This stuff is a miracle drug! Muscle mass is up 17%!”

Whoever was talking was on the other side of the lockers. Sam’s door was open, and the other person’s door was open, and Sam could hear the other person talking through the one piece of thin metal separating their lockers.

“Really? And it’s called Estrogenitalia?”

“”Yeah. It’s illegal, of course, but I just don’t follow a law that forbids me from gaining 17% muscle mass. Would you?
Sam had a pamphlet sitting on the top shelf of his locker, and he had a pen in his shirt, so he wrote the name of the drug down. Estrogenitalia. Yeah.

Grinning, he got dressed and headed out the door.

Once inside his car he made a quick phone call to his favorite drug dealer.

“Hey! Tony! My man!”

“Sam! What’s the haps, bro?”

“There’s this new drug out, not quite legal, I think it’s called Estrogenitalia. You know anything about it?”

Two things to be understood here. Sam had done no research on drugs, he never did. He went by results, not silly things like what was in the drug or potential side effects. And Tony, being a drug dealer, really didn’t give a shit. He just wanted to make money.

So Tony says, “Yeah! I heard it’s great!” Even though he had never heard of it. Heck, push came to shove he’d bag sugar and sell it as a drug.

“So it’s going to increase my muscle mass by 17%?”

“Fuck no! 34% is what I heard.” Tony always doubled claims. It was a rule of thumb for any distributor.

“Wow! You gotta get me some of that!”

“It might be expensive, bro!” It might go for ten cents, but with mark up it could reach a hundred dollars.

“That’s cool. I mean, 34%! Wow!”

“Okay, you give me a day and I’ll look around and make sure you get the best stuff money can buy.

Sam hung up the phone and gloated. He held his right biceps up and flexed. Look at that gun! Zowie!

Two days later Sam drove down a dark alley. He came to a ten year old kid and rolled his window down. “Sam, for Tony. He knows.”

The kid spoke into a burner cell phone, said to Sam, “Okay.”

Sam drove a hundred yards down the alley, stopped. Another ten year old kid came out and he handed the kid a hundred dollar bill.

Sam drove another hundred yards and stopped. A ten year old kid came out of the shadows and handed him a plastic baggie with ten pills in it.

Sam drove away. He looked at the little baggie. Ten bucks a pop, but man, was this going to bulk him up or what?

At this point two more items should be mentioned. Back in an apartment next to the alley Tony sat in a club chair in a basement and drank good whiskey. His first lieutenant handed him the hundred dollar bill. “Does that guy know what Estrogenitalia does?”

“Who cares?” And Tony took a big swig, right from the bottle, and lit up a joint.

The other item that should be noted actually happened a few days previous. When Sam listened through the locker wall to the description of the drug he should have gone around the row of lockers and seen who was talking. That deep male voice actually belonged to Lisa Thompkins.  Lisa was five foot two and 160 pounds, all of it muscle (and some boob). Lisa was trans, and wanted to enter the male side of competition.

Oh, and a third thing to be noted: Estrogenitalia given to males reacted in exactly the opposite manner for males.

Just sayin’.

Sam went home. He walked into the house clutching his little bag of pills. He said “Hi, Julie,” to her closed door, and continued down to the master bedroom and the bathroom.

He took off his clothes and struck a series of poses in the big bathroom mirror. He studied his sculpted biceps and triceps and glutes and penis.

He was proud of his muscles. They were so cool. Of course he had paid a price. His weenie had once been eight inches. Now, because of the drugs he had taken it was only five inches. Still long enough to do the job, but…oh well. It was worth it.

He popped an Estrogenitalia into his mouth.

Gulp.

Julie was a sad girl. Prisoner in her own house, unable to rid herself of the louse called Sam, she watched movies on her computer, read books, and dreamed of getting rid of Sam.

She had called lawyers, she had considered calling hit men, she wanted him out of the house in the worst possible way.

When they had first met Sam had been kind and considerate, and he had so impressed her that she had gone in on the house with him. He was a dream and they were going to be married.

Back then he did work outs twice a week, and they had friends, and everything was looking up.

Then he discovered anabolic steroids. Muscle enhancing drugs. At first he just took a few. But the amount of pills he took grew in proportion to his growing musculature.

She had gone with him to the gym once, but he just wandered around and talked a lot. He’d get on a machine, do a rep or two, then start talking. She hadn’t bothered going back.

Then, with his penis getting smaller, he had started getting more demanding with sex. It was almost as if the smaller he got the more he wanted it. Some weird sort of compensation or something.

Then his desire for sex became a desire for weird sex. He wanted to tie her up, and he wanted to dominate her, and bully her, and tell her how to live her life, and…her dream man was gone, swallowed up by anabolic anger and weird sex.

So she sat in her room and waited for him to leave. She would come out and live in her house until she heard his car in the driveway, then she would head for her hidey hole and wait for him to leave again.

It was not a good life, and she wondered how long she could go on like this.

Then he started staying home. He stopped going to the gym. She listened to him rambling around the house and was bummed.

But his rambling was short lived.He stopped talking to her door. Stopped asking forgiveness. Didn’t drive anywhere.

Two days passed where he didn’t do anything. She didn’t even hear him walk through the house. He had gone into the master bedroom and closed the door and not come out.

Three days and Julie knew she was going to have to come out. Sam might be there, but she had to eat, and there were things she had to do…

She opened her bedroom door a crack and looked out into the hallway.

Sam wasn’t there. His bedroom door was closed.

Julie tip toed down the hallway to his door and put her ear to the door.

Mumbling sounds. He was talking to himself.

She shrugged and headed for the kitchen. She made herself a meal, ate it, washed the dishes, and wondered what was going on with Sam.

Why was he holed up in the bedroom?

Well, no big deal. He could stay there forever if he wanted.

She washed the dishes, and when she went to put them away a pan slipped out of her hand.

CLANG! It hit the floor.

Julie froze. There was no way Sam hadn’t heard that!

But Sam didn’t open his door, didn’t even look out. He just stayed and did whatever he was doing in there.

Julie’s eyebrows raised. Maybe he was sick?

Well, nothing she could do about it, she headed back to her room and locked herself inside.

A day passed. Julie came out again, listened at his door. He was sleeping, so she made herself dinner, then watched the big screen TV while she ate.

Man, that felt good, to actually use her house.

She went back into her bedroom.

Another day passed. Sam stayed in the master bedroom.

And Julie began to worry.

What if he was sick?

What if he should be in a hospital?

It had been five days since Sam started taking the Estrogenitalia, and Julie walked down the hallway and listened at his door. Nothing. A sigh. A slither of blankets.

She tapped on the door.

No answer.

“Sam?”

Silence.

She opened the door and peeked in.

It was gloomy, no lights, the curtains drawn.

Sam was a lump of blankets on the big master bed.

“Sam?”

She felt that peculiar bit of awareness that meant he wasn’t sleeping.

“Are you okay?”

“Go away!” he mumbled.

It was hard to hear him, and his voice sounded so strange. It sounded like it was a higher pitch.

Carefully, like he might be an animal that would jump up and chase her, she edged into the bedroom.

As she got closer to the bed she noticed something funny. Sam was a large man. He was six foot two, and she was five foot eight. But now his slumbering form, all wrapped in blankets, didn’t look six foot two. It looked more like her size.

And the lump made by him didn’t look like he was 240 pounds of muscle, it looked…more slender.

Had he lost weight?

And she was suddenly scared that something bad had happened.

“Sam? What’s wrong.”

“I’m sleeping. Go away.”

His voice, it was definitely high pitched. It almost sounded girly.

Then she had the thought that this wasn’t Sam, but some strumpet he had brought home.

Well, sick, or somebody else, or whatever, she had to find out.

“Sam?”

He stirred under the blankets.

She grabbed a corner of the blanket, took a deep breath, and yanked.

The blanket flew off Sam and Julie dropped it on the floor in shock. Her eyes were big and round, her mouth was open. She had intended to run for it, but now she couldn’t move.

It was Sam, but…it was a different Sam.

She recognized him, his body, his face, but he was changing, morphing.

His body was shorter, he was about her height.

His body had lost weight. It wasn’t skinny, but it was getting there. His hair was long. He always wore it a little long, a little shaggy, but now it was down around his shoulders, a long, tangled mess. And his fingernails were getting longer. His face was changing, his nose more pert, his eyes larger, his eyebrows more arching. The fat in his face was actually redistributing, changing his appearance, making him look more feminine!

But that wasn’t the most surprising thing. The real shocker was that his penis had shrunk even more—it was only about three inches—and he had…TITS!

Little balls of fat that weren’t fat, but actual boobs! And his nipples were bigger, and distended.

“Sam!” she whispered.

He tried to cover himself up with the remaining sheet. “Go ‘way.” His high pitched voice revealed a deep misery.

“What happened?”

“Don’t know,” he turned his face away. Turned his whole body away.

Emboldened by her concern for another human being, and she did know Sam as a person, at least once upon a time, Julie reached out and grabbed his shoulder.

His shoulder was no bigger than her own. It was a feminine sized shoulder. What was surprising was that when Sam tried to resist she was stronger than him!

She pulled him over and he made a protesting whine. “Stop!”

She stared at his boobs. They weren’t huge, but they looked like they would be. They looked half developed, and they were going to be biguns.

And his cock! It was the size of a Marks-A-Lot, but half as long.

“Sam! What happened?”

“Nothing,” he whimpered, totally embarrassed by his size, his female form.

Then Julie had an epiphany. “It’s those drugs you take!”

“No!” he whined.

“What did you take?”

He tried to fend her off, but she was adamant, and he finally admitted, “It’s called Estrogenitalia.”

“You stay here!” she commanded, and she ran for the computer.

She typed in Estrogenitalia and a split second she had a million results. Some of the entries talked about ‘Estrogen italia’ Then she came across what she wanted.

Estrogenitalia ~ street drug used by female body builders. Increases mass, builds musculature. While it is harmless for women, men who take the drug have almost immediate changes including large breasts, rounded hips, loss of  height and weight and extreme shrinkage of the genitals. This is an extremely powerful drug, requiring only ten doses. Ingestion of the full ten doses and the male has only a fifty per cent chance of returning to his original form.

Julie stared at the entry for a long minute. She read and reread it, and read it again.

Sam had turned himself into a girl. OMG! And she started to snicker. Big, bad Sam. The muscle man. Now a girl.

And she thought of his bullying ways. Well, this was going to be good for him. Now he was going to learn what it was like for the shoe to be on the other foot. Or, in this case, for the high heel to be on the other foot.

She turned off the computer and walked slowly back to the bedroom.

Sam had retrieved the blanket from the floor and wrapped himself on the bed again. He looked at her from within the bundle.

“How much Estrogenitalia did you take?”

“I’ve taken five of the pills. Are they bad? Should I throw the rest away?”

Biting her lip and stifling her laughter, Julie said, “No, it is dangerous to stop halfway. You’ll have to take all ten pills.”

“But what’s happening to me?”

“You’re just going through some changes. Do you take the pills in the morning?”

“Yes.”

“Have you taken one today?”

“No.”

Julie looked at the clock, “I’ll go get one for you.”

She found the pills in the bathroom. She brought one back to Sam.

He popped it into his mouth. Gulp.

“Okay, Sam, you better just go to sleep and rest. Your body is going to have to go through some major changes before it grows big and strong again.”

“Oh, okay,” he lay down, then, before she could leave the room, he said, “Thank you, Julie.”

She turned and kept herself form busting out in laughter. “It’s okay, Sam.”

He closed his eyes and she left.

Julie was back in charge of her house. She made meals, shopped, walked around carefree and happy. She watched the big screen TV and tuned into as much of the Kardashians as she wanted.

Each day for the next four days she woke Sam up in the morning and gave him a pill.

He took the pill and thanked her, and went back to sleep.

And each day he was smaller, more slender, and…bigger boobed. Really bigger boobed.

His hair grew longer, almost down to his waist by day ten. His fingernails were long hooks.

And his penis. Oh, Lord, his once mighty staff was a minuscule inch. One inch. Heck, Julie knew girls with bigger clitorises than that!

Finally, the tenth day came, the last pill, and Sam slept afterwards. This was his last sleep, according to the internet. He would wake up on the eleventh day and be fully changed.  A woman in all but his one inch dick.

Julie couldn’t wait. She remembered the times Sam had bullied her, yelled at her, hung her from the wall and fucked her. Oh, boy, was he going to get his!

On the eleventh day Sam yawned, opened his eyes and stared around the room. It was gloomy, and he was feeling a bit lazy, but he knew—Julie had told him—that it was time to get up.

Now no longer dazed by sleep and drug and changing body, he threw the covers off and sat up. And looked down. And shrieked.

Laying in bed he knew things were happening, but he had been so out of it he hadn’t cared. Now he wasn’t out of it, and all the care came crashing in on him. He wasn’t a man with a couple of small globes of fat on his chest, he was a woman with monster boobs! He wasn’t a muscular guy with big biceps, he was a slender woman with a round ass. He wasn’t a cut, shapely stud, he was a woman with hair down to his…her…ass!

He grabbed the sheet off the bed and wrapped himself, hoping to hide his own shape from himself, and staggered out into the hallway.

“Julie?” his voice was soprano and shocked him.

“In the kitchen, Sam.”

He stumbled into the kitchen, wearing the sheet like a toga. Julie was doing dishes. She turned off the water and looked at him. She nodded. “Not bad.”

“Not bad?” his voice was so damned girlish, “I’m a girl!”

“A pretty good looking one, too.”

Julie walked up to him. She was eight inches taller than him, probably 40 pounds heavier. She lifted his hair and said, “Needs a trim.”

“But….but…”

She looked at his hands. “And we definitely have to fix those nails.

“But…look at me!”

Julie nodded. “Well, shall we take some measurements? Find out just how far gone you are? Or should I say how progressed you are?”

“Are you laughing? This isn’t funny!”

“I’m not laughing, I’m just smiling, and I think it’s cute. Sam Brown, big strong manly man, now a little girl.”

She had started out smiling, now she was grinning. It was obvious that she was enjoying Sam’s predicament.

“But I need to change back!”

“So sorry. No can do.”

“What do you?”

“After five pills your chances of reverting dwindle. Oh, you might revert, and you might revert a little, but for the time being you are not Sam, you are Samantha.”

“But you said I should finish the ten pills!”

“I lied.”

Sam’s face was a study in shock and betrayal. He couldn’t believe his girlfriend would do this to him. They had plans! They had talked about getting married!

“How could you do that?” His face was ashen, and so cute and feminine.

“How could you hang me from a wall and stick your dick up my ass?”

“You’re still holding that against me?”

“A dick up the ass is hard to get over, especially since I didn’t want it.”

“I’m going to the hospital.”

“Sure. Do that.”

“What?” he asked, suspicious that she would go along with that so easily.

“Go to the hospital and explain that you were once a man. After your psychiatric evaluation give me a call.”

She was right. Sam didn’t even have to think to know that.

“But what will I do?”

“Whatever I say.”

He stared at her. “I can’t trust you! You’ve already betrayed me!”

“No worse than your betrayal of me, and who else do you have? Maybe you could go home to dear, old Mom. I’m sure she’d like to have a new daughter.”

“Julie…” his face was begging, his body was caving, his mind was going down for the eighth time.

“Now then, first things first, we have to clean you up. A little Nair, a trim for those gorgeous locks, polish those nails…”

“Julie!” he actually stamped his foot. His voice was like a little pixie’s, “You have to stop this and really help me.”

“Oh, I am. I can’t make you back into a man, so I’ll help you be a girl. Isn’t that nice of me? Thank you, Julie. You’re welcome, Sam.”

She was openly gloating now, get every last ounce of payback. And she had just started.

All Sam could do was stand there and take it.

The high heel truly was on the other foot.


PART TWO

Sam was maybe a quarter inch under five foot tall, and Julie mused whether that would make him an official midget. Or dwarf. “I honestly don’t know the difference,” she admitted. She was 8 inches taller than him.

Sam was 98 pounds, and Julie laughed about him being a big, strong man who had followed a program and managed to turn into a 98 pound weakling. “Shall we go to the beach and look for somebody to kick sand in your face?”

Sam didn’t think that was funny.

At any rate, she was 140, so that meant she was 42 pounds heavier than him. And, to be perfectly honest, a lot of her weight was good, solid muscle.

His measurements were 36 X 24 X 38. Except for the overly large melons on his chest he would have had the perfect shape. She was even a little jealous. His measurements were better than hers!

“You’ve got beautiful hair, Sam.” She placed him on a patio chair and wielded a comb and scissors.

“Please, stop telling me how beautiful I am!”

Snip, snip. “Sorry, no can do.”

She cut his hair into a vee that reached halfway down his back. She brushed it out, examined it and said, “It’s curlers for you, m’boy.”

“You’re not going to curl my hair!”

“Yes, I am.”

He stood up, a mighty pixie with a high voice. “No!”

She sat down, grabbed his arm and pulled him onto her lap.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Sam howled. Not so much in pain as in humiliation. “You can’t do this to me!”

“Oh,” SMACK! “I’m sorry.” SMACK! “I didn’t know that.” SMACK!

Now she was focusing and concentrating her strikes, and the pain started up.

“Stop that! Stop that!” Sam cried, little tears running down his soft, round face.

“Like you stopped when I asked you to take the handcuffs off?”

“Yes! No! Stop!”

His ass, so soft and girly, was turning red, so Julie slowed down and said, “Are we going to love our little curls?”

“NO!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Yes!” he sobbed. Tear were now splashing on the brick patio underneath him.

“Excellent.” She let him go and stood up. “Have a seat.”

He stood and rubbed his ass. “You’re a bully!”

“Oh, I thought it was okay to manhandle people when you’re stronger than them.”

She walked into the house, got out the curlers and came back.

Sam, of course, was not waiting.

Julie smiled. “Oh, Sam, come out, come out wherever you are!”

He didn’t.

She knew he wasn’t in the back of the house because she had been back there. That meant he was either around the side of the house or in the garage.

She walked into the house and locked the door from the kitchen to the garage. Then she locked the front door, went out and checked the side yard, and, finally, she went into the garage.

Sam was by the washing machine. He had found a pair of her panties and had put them on. He was holding her shorts and he looked at her.

She grinned at him. “Go ahead.”

“You better not stop me.”

“Oh, I know better than that. Big people with muscles shouldn’t pick on little people without muscles. You told me that, so it’s got to be true.”

He pulled on her shorts. They didn’t fit well, he had to bunch the material and then the belt didn’t have enough notches. He looked into the washing machine and picked out a tee shirt. One of hers.

“You realize that you’re stealing my belongings?”

“I need them.”

“Oh, so it’s okay to steal if you need something. One more pearl of wisdom from Samantha.”

“Don’t call me that!”

He had the tee shirt on, and it looked a wee bit large. Like eight sizes too large. It hung over the shorts, which concealed the bunching of material at the waist, and the neck was a vee, so a mighty expanse of tit was displayed.

“Nice. I can see your erect nipples through the material.”

He muttered something which sounded suspiciously like ‘fuck you.’

He went to the kitchen door and tried the knob. “Hey! You locked it!”

“I did?”

Sam snarled at her, which was quite adorable with his girly face. He walked through the garage and tried to get past her, but she stepped in front of him and pushed him back.

“Get out of my way!”

“You’re a thief. I don’t want a thief in my house. Think of all the things you could steal: make up, bras, high heels…”

“I don’t want any of that! I just want to get into my house!”

“Our house, honey,” she dripped of sarcasm. “Where I was forced to hide because you were a bully.”

Same kept trying to get past, but Julie just kept pushing him back.

“Stop this!” He was crying again. Tears of helplessness.

Julie hit the button and the big door started rising.

“Hey!” Sam didn’t want anybody seeing him.

Julie pushed him again and now he was outside, standing in the driveway in his silly get up.

She stepped in and pressed the button. The garage door started going down.

“Hey! Stop it! Stop it!”

Julie ran out the back door, through the house and unlocked the kitchen door. Then she ran through the garage and locked the back door. Sam was still yelling in his high pitched voice, and she ran to the sliding doors and locked them. Now Sam was locked out.

“Let me in!” He rang the doorbell again and again.

Julie got her ear buds and put them in her ears. She turned up her cell phone and listened soft, sweet music.

Sam stomped around the house and tried the back door. It was locked, of course. He slammed his hand against it until Julie thought it might break, but it didn’t.

Then Sam went to the side yard and came back with a brick. He stood in front of the door and held his hand back to throw.

Julie stepped into view and lifted her fist.

Sam paused. It was his window he was going to break, and he didn’t want to replace it. Further, the look on Julie’s face, she was going to use that fist on him if he broke the window.

He put the brick down.

“Julie!” He moved up to the sliding glass. “Please. Let me in.”

Julie took out her earbuds and said, “You have been rude. You’re still trying to be a bully. You have to ask me to forgive you, let me put the curlers in your hair, and…you need a spanking.”

Sam’s mouth, with it’s pretty, red lips, opened. “No!” He breathed. “Please, no!”

“You’re a girl and you have to act like a girl, and that means you have to look and dress like a girl. So you either apologize, take your spanking, and let me teach you how to curl your hair, or you can stay outside for the rest of your life.

Sam closed his mouth. He was blinking the tears away. He turned and went to one of the lounge chairs and sat down.

Julie sat on the couch and picked up a fashion magazine.

Time passed.

Sam only lasted an hour. He was stuck, it was getting cold outside, and…he knew of no other way.

He was a girl. Maybe not in his heart, but he was going to have to make the best of his situation.

And Julie was willing to help him.

He finally stood up and came to the window. He tapped on it and Julie looked up at him.

His face red, not wanting to say what he was going to say, Sam said, “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”

Julie cocked her head slightly and pursed her lips. “And what else?”

“You can put curlers in my hair.”

Julie waited.

It almost killed him to say it, but Sam managed. “Can you give me a spanking?”

Julie smiled, came and unlocked the door.

To his credit Sam didn’t try to burst into the house or push her or hit her or anything. “Set up a chair in the dining room and let’s put the curlers in.

Fifteen minutes later Sam’s long locks were in rows of rolls on his head.

“This is going to be so beautiful, Sam. You should be glad. You could have turned into an ugly woman. But you’re so beautiful you make me jealous.”

While the curlers did their work Julie fixed dinner.

Sam was uncomfortable in his shorts and tee shirt, and after a while he asked, “Do you have some clothes I can wear?”

“Of course I do. Just let me finish peeling these potatoes.”

Five minutes later they were in Julie’s room.

“My stuff won’t fit you, but it will do you until we can go shopping. Here’s a bra.”

Sam took it, and was actually glad. His boobs were very heavy and he was having to keep his arms crossed for support. He figure out how to put the bra on, then Julie helped him snap the back.

The bra was small for his boobs. It barely fit around his chest, but his boobs overflowed the cups.

Julie just smiled as Sam looked at himself in the mirror.

“Here’s some panties.”

Sam pulled up the panties.

“Wonderful. Your cock is so small now it hardly makes a bump.”

This didn’t make Sam feel too good, but what was he going to do?

“Now, I don’t have a regular dress that will fit you, but I have a short dress or you could wear one of your sweat shirts. That would be long enough to conceal you.”

Sam tried on the short dress. Julie wore it for a mini skirt, but it reached down to his knees. It was quite a sloppy fit however, and Sam had to look for a sweat shirt that fit. Unfortunately his sweat shirts were long enough to be a dress, but the neck was too big. It made the sweat shirt hang to the side and was very uncomfortable.

“This isn’t going to work.” Everything Sam said it sounded like he was going to cry.

“I might have one…” Julie looked in the back of a drawer. She pulled out a pink sweatshirt with the logo ‘Pink’ on it.

“It’s too big for me, but…she held it out to Sam.

“I can’t wear that!”

“Why not? It’s clean. The neck isn’t too big. I think it should go down at least to your mid thigh. It’ll be quite pretty, and even fashionable.

“But…pink?”

Julie chuckled. “Honey, right now you are the embodiment of pink. Just try it on. You’ll see.

Acting like the sweat shirt had been washed in poison oak, Sam put the garment on. It hung correctly around his neck, his boobs thrust out very sexily, and it did reach mid thigh.

But it had the word ‘Pink’ on it. Big, round letters.

“But it’s not me!” he cried.

“Well, take it or leave it. Julie shrugged and walked back to the living room.

Sam followed her, feeling like a freak in his pink sweat shirt.

“Looks like your curls are ready.” Julie began taking the curls out, Sam’s hair flowed down his back, curler after curler, and it really was quite stunning. He had soft waves and it looked like a beautiful, glowing waterfall.

He looked at himself in the big mirror in the foyer, and here he felt a change.

He was good looking. And though he felt like an alien, he had to admit that this was the kind of girl that would have set his heart to pounding. Back when he was a guy. Of course.

“Beautiful, Sam. I tell ya, real punishment would have been for me to leave you like you were, a sloppy guy who picks his nose.”

“I don’t pick my nose!”

“Figuratively,” Julie snickered. “Okay, let’s do your nails.”

“My nails?”

“Yup.”

He didn’t want his nails to be fixed up. He just wanted to cut them off and go on about his business.

“Sit down at the dining table and I’ll do you up purty.”

“Julie? Do we have to?”

Julie faced him and put a stern expression on her face. “Sam? Did you realize that I haven’t given you the spanking that you asked for, and which you so sorely deserve?”

Sam’s face turned white. “Well, uh…I thought…”

“I know what you thought. You thought you were going to get out of it. But let me tell you, if you don’t please me in every way possible then I will tan your hide until you can’t sit down for a month. The only reason I am not blistering your backside right now is because I think that people should get along. I don’t like hurting people. But if you deserve it…” she warned. “Now, you have abused me, and I am forgiving, and I am willing to help you. So sit down on the chair and suck your thumb until I get back.”

Sam didn’t suck his thumb, but he did sit down and wait. And he was a very chastened person. The truth was that he wasn’t entirely dumb, and he did understand what Julie was saying.

Julie came back, excused herself for a moment and went to put the hamburgers on, then returned and sat down opposite him. “Give me your feet.”

“What?”

“Toes. Tootsies. Gimme, gimme.”

Sam put his feet up and Julie quickly trimmed and shaped and painted them red. He stared at his toes. He had had big toes, manly toes, long enough to pick up marbles. Now he had cute, petite toes with little red nails on the end of them.

“Oops, got to flip the burgers.”

She was back in a minute and she trimmed and shaped his fingers.

“Okay. Time for a break. Let’s eat.”

They sat in the kitchen and Sam was a very subdued young lady. He stared at Julie’s hands, and realized she was going to paint his finger nails so they looked like hers. He compared his fingernails and his toenails. His toenails were sexy, if they had been on somebody else. And he tried to imagine what it was going to look like when his fingers were like that.

When Julie put their hamburgers and fries on the table, however, he blurted. “That’s not enough!”

“You’re less than half your former weight. You have to eat less than half of what you used to.”

“But I’ll starve on that!”

“You’ve got more than I do?”

Sam looked at her plate, his plate, her plate. She was right. She had a smaller portion than him.

“You’re a girl now, Sam. Get used to it. You’re going to have to watch your weight.”

“Why?”

“You don’t want to pig out and be a pig. You might have to catch yourself a man.”

“But…but I thought we…a man?”

“I told you to leave a few months ago. I still want you to leave. And that mans that you’re going to have to conduct yourself as a woman, and that means you might need to find yourself a sugar daddy.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“Way of the world, Sam. And, by the way, I’m going to start calling you Samantha. Unless you have some other female name you want to go by.”

“I don’t want to be called Samantha.”

“Sorry, dude. But you look more like a Samantha than a Sam.”

Sam looked down at his hamburger and started eating.

After dinner she colored his nails a beautiful red color, to match his toes.

“Okay, a little make up and we’re done.”

“Oh, please! Not that!”

Julie studied Sam. Samantha. He was overloaded, which was okay, but he would be easier to manipulate if she backed off a little. But she did need to get something in return.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll back off, except for lipstick, if you agree to go with me to the mall tomorrow.”

“Why the mall? Why lipstick?”

“You need to get used to having gorgeous lips. They are the piece de resistance of make up. An ugly girl with pretty lips is a pretty girl. And, as for the mall…you need to buy clothes.”

“I do? Oh. Yes…” he looked entirely miserable.

“So, the mall tomorrow at ten, which we have to do anyway, or full make up right now. Pick your poison.”

Sam thought that either choice was poison, but he nodded and said, “The Mall.”

And that was it for Sam’s first full day as a girl.

The next day dawned, and Sam got ready for the mall. He wore the same bra and sweatshirt and panties, but he also wore garters and nylons. Which, he had to admit, were sort of cool. He always admired girls with sleek legs, and now he was a girl with sleek legs.

Julie insisted on a touch of make up. She said his skin was so beautiful he didn’t really need much, so she painted his lips red and she cleansed his skin, put on primer, went to the foundation, blushed him, and worked on his eyes.

“And this is a little?” he asked? He felt like he was out of his body.

“Nope. This is the whole shebang.”

“But you said it was going to be just a little!”

“I lied.”

He glared at her.

“Oh, knock it off. You’re having fun. And what’s the alternative? I could have just paddled your ass and done it anyway.”

Well, that was true.

Finally, ten o’clock, they hopped into her car and headed for the mall. She drove because he couldn’t. He had high heels and they were not conducive to driving.

They arrived at the mall and walked in. Julie was click, click, clicking, and Sam was sort of slushing along, scraping his heels across lines of mortar, and sounding clumsy.

“Come on, Samantha, pick up your feet.”

He tried, and every once in a while he did hear a click.

His face was bright red.

“We should have put more make up on you,” Julie observed. “Hide that big red face of yours.”

Sam just groaned.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Sam looked around. It was Jenny Peterson. She hugged and air kissed with Julie, then looked at Sam. “And who’s this gorgeous creature.”

“It’s my boyfriend, Sam. You can call her Samantha, though.”

Sam turned eighteen shades of red. He was literally crimson.

“Samantha! I love it. And when did you decide to transition?”

Sam couldn’t speak, and the girls laughed as his mouth moved and nothing came out.

“He’s…pardon me, she’s still in the middle of it.”

“Well, that’s wonderful. Let me know if you need to know anything girly, Samantha.”

The girls hooted, linked arms and walked down the mall. Sam followed along like a lost puppy.

“Hey! Julie!” It was Wanda Samson. Another friend of his girlfriend.

More hugging and kissing.

“I’m just taking Samantha out to get some things. She’s newly transitioned and hasn’t a thing to wear.”

“Oh, poor dear. And she’s so pretty, too.”

Nineteen shades of red. More purple than an eggplant.

They walked on, the three girls moving like the front line of a football team. Sam following along.

“Hey, girls!” It was Betty Yardling. Again with the hugs and air kisses.

“You remember my boyfriend? Sam? Well he’s now my girlfriend.”

Everybody tittered and Sam started to faint. The girls recognized the signs and held him up. They moved him down the mall and Sam whispered to Julie. “What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want.”

“But all these women? How did they know we’d be here?”

“Because I announced it on Facebutt last night.

Sam was incapable of further speech. He was overloaded, and now Julie didn’t care.

They wandered into shops, picking up and losing friends of Julie and her friends. All of them gushed over Samantha.

He had his ears pierced, courtesy of Wanda, and he walked out of the jewelry store sporting three rings dangling in a line from his earlobes.

Jenny bought him a pair of shoes. Even taller heels, and he had to wear them out of the store. He could hardly walk, but the girls kept him from falling down and moved him along.

Underwear. Victoria’s secret, and not only did his girlfriend’s friends buy him everything from garters to shapers, all the girls working in the store, and some of the customers, came over and complimented him on how feminine he was, and how brave he was to come out.

Now it was a big party. Probably a hundred ladies hovering around him. He was holding a half a dozen huge bags filled with female goodies.

And he was constantly being dragged into changing booths, being made to model clothes, having to stand the shame and mortification of them seeing him nude, touching his body, even pinching his big nipples.

“Got to keep them erect if you want the boys to notice you, Samantha,” said one woman with a big giggle.

And, at one point Julie took him into a changing booth and produced a pair of hand cuffs.

“What are those for?” his heart pounding with fear.

She didn’t answer. She just grabbed his hands and cuffed him, and she was stronger than him so there was nothing he could do. Then she and Jenny lifted him up and hooked the handcuffs from a coat hook.

The coat hook was regular height for a lady of regular height to hang her coat. But it was high for Samantha, and her toes barely reached the ground. She could struggle, but she couldn’t jump up and get loose from the hook.

Then Julie and Jenny went out and let the other ladies in by twos and threes.

Samantha sobbed, ruining his make up, as they groped his buns, pulled down his panties and laughed and marveled at his teeny peeny. Some of the ladies felt his tits, and a couple of them insisted on loosening his bra and sucking on his nipples.

His cock, of course, was hard.

But there was nothing he could do about it.

Finally, after an hour, Sam was helped down and the cuffs taken off.

His eyes flowing with tears, he was taken out of the changing room to find all the women who had played with him waiting.

“Sam, these ladies all paid a dollar to play with you. This money is for you. Welcome to being a woman.”

Sam stood with his hands full of money and cried. The women all smiled and clapped.

Then, after a short visit to a make up booth to repair his face, Sam was taken home.

He was a broken man. His pride was gone. His manly manner was a forgotten memory. He sat in the kitchen and cried. Ruined his make up all over again.

Julie let him cry, then she poured him a bourbon and Coke and sat down opposite him.

“Drink up, Samantha. We still have things to discuss.”

Sam snuffled and sipped, and the booze helped him come down from his emotional peak.

“Samantha, you have a choice.”

He looked at Julie, his mascara streaking his face.

“What choice?”

“You now have clothes, and a couple of hundred bucks. You’re not very good at make up and things, but you’ll get better. You can leave the house, strike out on your own. Do what you want to do…”

“But this is half my house?”

“True, and there is your choice. I doubt if you’ll be able to keep your present job. Oh, you could threaten and bully and keep it, but the guys you work with…that’s going to be tough on a trans man.”

Sam frowned. That was true. The guys he worked with were tough as nails. They would make short work of him in a dress.

“So if you want to stay here then you have to have a job that pays your half of the rent. I can get you a job at my company. I just talked to Elizabeth Cook, she was one of the girls at the mall today, and she said they needed a mail boy. Except they have a problem. The government is demanding businesses hire a certain percentage of colored, trans, gay, whatever, or they’ll take away tax credits. So if you want to become the mail person she’ll okay it.”

“I…I…”

Julie held up her hand to forestall him. It’s a choice, so think about it. But there’s another part to your choices.”

“What’s that?”

“You want to live in this house you’ll have to do extra chores. You’re a girl now, and you have to do the things a girl does.”

Sam was having trouble breathing.

“And that leads us to the grand finale.”

Sam watching his girlfriend, his one time girlfriend, and waited.

“The thing that started this off, your brutal bullyism. That’s over, and you have to find out what that really feels like.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about a choo choo up the poo poo.”

“You want me to fuck you up the ass?” His eyes widened in incredulity.

“No, Sam. I want to fuck you up the ass.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“I didn’t want you to fuck me up the ass.”

“But that’s different.”

“It’s only different because our roles are reversed. Now, you can either walk back to the bedroom and I’ll use my strap on on you. Or, you can run out of the house and never come back. Or, I can cuff your wrists and hang you on the wall and fuck you like a piece of meat. Your choice.”

To Sam none of the choices was good. He did realize that he needed a job, and that he was going to have to live as a woman. Wiping the tears off his face he stood up and walked back towards the bedroom.

Julie followed him.

“Just hop up on the bed and assume the doggy position.”

He did, and she took out a strap on and buckled it around her hips. A nice, big cock sprouted from her groin. She moved forward.

Sam was scared, but there was nothing else he could do.

Julie took out some lube and began greasing him up. “You know, Sam, anal sex really is fun. Lots of people do it, and I’m surprised you haven’t done it before. I guess it’s part of that manly man machismo BS you have.”

Sam didn’t say a thing. He felt her fingers reaming his asshole and he grunted at the feeling of his nerves waking up.

She put a finger in him, and he jerked and gasped.

“That’s it, baby. Learn to love it. Isn’t that what you said to me back when you were the bully?”

“But this isn’t right!” he tried.

“Oh, come on, bitch. I’ll just play with you a while, and get you hot, and then you’ll love it.”

Sam recognized his own words, and he gulped down a sob.

Julie greased up her shaft. She ran a handful of lube up and down on it till it was slick and ready to go.

She wiped her hand on his butt.

She put the tip of the dildo to his bunghole.

“Any last words, baby? Before you become an official woman?”

“I just think—“

Julie thrust her hips forward and Samantha gasped and fell forward. Julie stayed with him then. Plowing into his butt mercilessly.

“Oh!” Sam yelled, then the pleasure took him.

END


I Feminized an MMA Fighter!

If she beat him in a fight

she got to feminize him!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Women simply don’t have the size and weight and musculature.”

Everybody at the table stared at him.

“Look, I’m not trying to start a fight, I’m not dissing women, it’s just a fact.”

The guys at the table, there were four of them plus Rod, nodded, and kept their mouths shut. They knew he was right, but they also knew that if they were to go along with Rod their wives would start getting pissy.

One of the ladies, she was wearing a jacket but looked strong, snorted. “Nonsense.”

The girls at the table all smiled. This was Roxanne Childers, and she had a rep as a man hater.

“Not nonsense. This is proven in labs. This is why women don’t become Navy SEALs. Look, I’m not trying to offend, it’s just a scientific fact.”

“Better take it easy, Rod,” Chuck Givens whispered.

Rod looked at Chuck. “You guys all feel the same, but you’re married.”

Now some of the guys frowned and gave him the evil eye.

Roxanne: “You wouldn’t want to put that to the test, would you?”

“Are you talking a physical test?”

“Yep.”

“There’s no need. We’re talking science.”

One of the guys, Rod was never sure who, make a ‘cluck, cluck’ sound.

Rod spun around and a few of the girls laughed.

They were all friends, many worked at the same places, and they were gathered for a Friday beer night. Listen to a little music, dance a little, drink lots of beer.

Rod had drunk a bit of beer, but that wasn’t it. He was just sincere in his beliefs.

“Rod,” said Roxanne. “We’re about the same size. I’m tall for a girl and you’re short for a guy…”

Rod bristled.

“…so why don’t we set up a contest.”

Now the guys were egging him on, and the girls were saying things like ‘Shut up or put up.’

Rod sighed. “Okay, what kind of contest do you have in mind?”

“Mixed Martial Arts.”

Rod blinked. He was pretty good at Karate. He didn’t know much about Roxanne, she was new to town, but she obviously didn’t know about him.

“I don’t think so.”

“Why?”

“Well, I’m not only a guy, with a different muscular set up than you, but I’ve also got some karate experience.”

“All the better,” she said. “I’ve got a little experience, too. So let’s train for six months. When July Fourth rolls around, that’s about six months away, we have a fight.”

Now the girls were hooting, and some of the guys were grinning, too.

Rod studied Roxanne. She was his height, but it looked like she might actually outweigh him. He was slender, good musculature, but she looked like she might have done some weightlifting or something.

“Come on, Rod!” the girls hooted.

The guys were laughing, and Rod’s face turned red when he heard a couple of them say he was going to lose.

“Nah. I don’t think so.”

Roxanne had a very complacent look on her face when she said, “Then I win the argument.”

He shook his head.”

“Okay, you think you have an advantage, right?”

“I do.”

“Then let’s give you a handicap.”

“What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously.

“I take a lot of pills, and some of those are hormones to adjust my weight and—“

“You take steroids?”

“A few,” she admitted. Then, “And you can take some estrogen.”

Rod had no idea what estrogen was. “What’s that?”

“It’s just something that will level the playing ground.”

Rod noticed that a few of the women were snickering now. And Roxanne had a grin on her face.

And, Rod was just about fed up. He was besmirched, made fun of, challenged, and… “You’re on.”

“Rod, are you sure you want to do this?” Chuck asked.

“Of course I am,” Rod was irritated. “No chick is going to treat me like that!”

“But Rod—“

“It’s a done deal, Chuck. All you can do now is help me train.”

Chuck shook his head slowly. “Man, you don’t know what you’re doing.”

“I’m standing up for men everywhere. I’ve had enough of this BS about women’s rights and equality of the sexes and all that crap.”

“Yeah, but stand up tomorrow. You’ve had a lot to drink and—“

“Tomorrow it will be the same thing.”

Roxanne was whispering to a couple of the girls, and she suddenly held up a hand.

“Okay. July Fourth, the big grudge match. Rod v Roxanne, and to juice up the stakes, Leslie here has said she’ll put a piece in the newspaper. We’ll fight for men against women, and proceeds will go to the Children’s Hospital.”

Rod was fine with that.

At that point, though it wouldn’t be settled for six months, the argument was over. But that didn’t mean conjecture was done.

The women crowded around Roxanne and whispered.

The men surrounded Rod and slapped his back and laughed.

For the men it was all a hoot.

Suddenly Roxanne raised her hand again. “One other thing…”

“What?” asked Rod. Somebody had just shoved a cold beer in his hand and he was about to take a hefty sip.

“If I’m going to have a match with you, you have to dress like a woman. You have to wear the same kind of trunks, a bra, and you need to grow your hair long so we can braid it.”

Now the guys were really laughing. This was getting unserious!

Rod laughed. “I’m so confident that I’m going to kick your butt that I’ll do it. But if I win…?”

“Yeah?”

“You’ll be my bitch for a month.”

Rod was drunk. He had overstepped. Everybody went quiet.

Roxanne stared at him. “And if I win you’ll be mine.”

Rod grinned a lop sided grin.

Roxanne swaggered through the small group of friends and stood in front of him. Up close she was a knock out. Blonde hair blue eyes, and under the bomber’s jacket she was wearing she had a physique. She had large breasts, but she also had thick limbs and a solid midsection.

“Well?”

She offered her hand.

Rod gripped it, and was surprised at the amount of strength her hand had. “You’re on.”

Awkwardness averted, everybody cheered.

More beer was poured, Rod and Roxanne actually grinned at each other, and people started trash talking.

Nobody noticed that Chuck and his wife, Susan, were in a corner in serious conversation.

Later that evening Rod and Roxanne had a chance to talk just between themselves.

“You know, I’m pretty good at MMA. I trained for a couple of years and I was approached to go pro, but I didn’t want to.”

Rod was not impressed. “I’ve been studying Karate for a while, can you take a good punch.”

“I can.”

They discussed gloves and footwear and what would be allowed. It was pretty straight forward and they came to agreement pretty fast.

Then Roxanne dropped a small bomb. “I take steroids, and I take testosterone pills. I know that will give me an advantage, but I don’t want to stop just because I have a fight with you.”

Rod raised a couple of fingers for two more beers. When they arrived he said, “That’s okay. What does testosterone do, anyway?”

“Well, it’s like estrogen for a girl. Makes you stronger, quicker.”

“Well, maybe I should take some of that  estrogen stuff.”

Roxanne got a funny look in her eyes, then nodded. “That might help.”

They finished their beers, shook hands, and then Roxanne surprised him. She gave him a hug and said, “I’ll enjoy having you for my bitch.”

Rod was awkward for a split second, then he got over it and hugged her back. “Me too, you.”

They laughed and separated.

Rod wandered through the bar. The band was an Eagles knock off, and it was pretty good. They played ‘Heartache Tonight.”

Somebody’s going to hurt somebody…

Rod listened appreciatively to the throbbing beat, and felt Chuck come up next to him.

“Okay, buddy. You’ve gone and done it.”

“I have?” Rod grinned.

“But fortunately, I can help.”

“You can?”

“Absolutely. You know Roxanne takes steroids and stuff.”

“Yeah, and testosterone.”

“Yeah. Well, I can get you the male equivalent of what she’s taking.”

“Steroids?”

“Nah. I’m talking the good stuff. I can get you the most potent estrogen around.”

“Yeah…what is this estrogen stuff?”

Chuck didn’t give a clue as to his underlying motivations. He just kept his voice level and said, “It give girls the edge on being girls. So if you take some then you’ll be equaling any advantage that testosterone gives her.”

Behind Chuck Susan smiled. She moved up and said, “Rod, you take the estrogen and we’re going to bet the farm. You’re going to have that big an advantage.”

Rod frowned, “It’s not cheating, is it?”

“Nah. You taking the estrogen stuff is the same as her taking the testosterone stuff. Even Steven.”

Rod nodded. That was a relief. He wasn’t a cheater, and he didn’t want to take unfair advantage. He had no idea what Chuck and Susan had just done to him.

It was January 14th when Rod and Roxanne made the bet. So it was just a hair over six months until they would have their fight. When Rod woke up the next day he thought about training. Unfortunately, he hadn’t trained for a while, so he was sort of lackadaisical.

He got up, ran a half mile, and was out of breath.

He did a few push ups and got bored, then he set up a punching station on a tree and  did a few blocks and punches.

And that was it.

He had no idea that Roxanne, on the other side of town, had already shifted her training for the big fight. She woke up early, ate a half a dozen eggs, drank a pitcher of orange juice, took all sorts of vitamins, and did a five mile run. Then she slapped the heavy bag around a little, she was going to be hitting a man, after all, and started her groundwork.

She had a heavy dummy that she threw around, punched, and practiced arm bars on.

Then, about the time Rod went in to have a beer, a couple of friends showed up to help her work out.

While Roxanne was practicing take downs with her friends, both of whom were big, strong males, Chuck showed up with a vial of little, pink pills.

“Here you go, buddy. This will do the trick.”

Rod thanked him and looked at the little pills. “Better living through chemistry, right?”

“You got that right.”

Rod tossed a pill down the gullet, washed it down, and decided to call it a day. He was still feeling a bit of the beer from the night previous, and he wanted to let the booze cycle out of his system before he started serious training.

The days passed, and before Rod knew it, it was the end of March. He only had three and a half months before the big fight, and he was still training pretty lackadaisically.

He jogged a couple of miles, worked out on the speed bag for fifteen minutes, did some push ups and sit ups, and worked on his karate forms. Every once in a while he had a friend show up and he would work on techniques. One of the friends was Chuck, who was nominating himself as Rod’s trainer.

“Hey, buddy! you’re doing great!” he encouraged, but he tended to get Rod to quit his work out sooner, and he didn’t demand any heavy work. He kept Rod off the heavy bag, and he kept the freestyle training light.

In spite of that, Rod was actually feeling pretty good. He wasn’t drinking, he was eating good, and while he was losing muscle mass he didn’t really see that. He moved fast enough, and he didn’t realize that if he started working out on the heavy bag he would suck.

And he was taking a pink pill every day.

“When do these pills work?” he asked.

Chuck replied, “We’ll give you a booster shot a month before the fight. Until then, just keep training.”

“I will, but I’ll tell ya, Chuck, I don’t feel like I’m improving much.”

“How so?”

“Well, I should be beefing up a little bit, getting a set of guns,” he flexed his biceps which were, admittedly, a little skinny. “Instead, I feel sort of flabby. Even my ass feels flabby.”

“That’s okay, man. You’ll feel flabby at first, then the fat turns to muscle. You’ll feel like you’re going through puberty, maybe even feel a bit emotional, but when the stuff hits you…Katie bar the door. You are going to be a fucking animal!”

Rod grinned. Chuck’s continual encouragement, despite the lack of gains, was giving him a false confidence.

April passed, then May.

Roxanne was tossing her male training partners around like they were straw men. She sprinted her five miles daily, lifted weights, and beat the ground dummy like it was a $2 mule.

Rod tried to up his training schedule, but he was feeling pretty weak. He was running three miles a day, but it was leaving him a little winded. He was able to do a lot of sit ups, and the number of push ups was rising. His karate was getting faster, sharper, but he still wasn’t using full power on the heavy bag.

But, heck, he wasn’t going to need a lot of power to knock Roxanne down.

Besides, he was taking two pink pills a day now. Man, that had to count for something. Chuck kept telling him that any day the pills would kick in. He could hardly wait.

June, and the weather turned hot, and the fight was around the corner. One month away. And Chuck showed up with a syringe.

“This’ll do it, buddy. Now, remember, it takes a month, but we’ve calibrated this stuff so come the day of the fight you’re going to be roaring. Unstoppable. You’ll knock that bitch down like she’s made out of feathers.”

Rod watched as Chuck squirted the slightly pink liquid into his arm. He flexed. Man, this was going to be great!

All that month he trained as hard as he could. It wasn’t as hard as he had trained the previous year, when he was going for his black belt, but it was hard enough. He thought.

The problem was that his chest started to swell. He called up Chuck.

“Hey, Chuck! My chest is swelling. Like really fast.”

“What part of your chest?”

“The pectorals.”

“No problem, Rod. That’s the stuff working. Your chest is going to swell. It might even look like you have a pair of boobs, but by the time the fight rolls around your muscles will get hard and…man! You’re going to kill her!”

Rod smiled. “I don’t want to kill her, just beat her a little bit.”

“So only kill her a little. Fine with me.”

Laughing, the friends hung up.

But the last week before the fight his chest didn’t suddenly turn to muscle. In fact, just the opposite. His chest turned to fat, and it actually looked like he had a pair of tits.

He was embarrassed. He worked out in private, and did tons of push ups and other exercises for his chest.

But it wasn’t just his chest. Now his ass was starting to swell. It got bigger and rounder. And it was like it was happening all at once!

Sure, he hadn’t been beefing up like he should, and he had a little bit of flab, but it was almost like that shot had robbed him of just about all of his male musculature!

And, it looked like his skin was actually changing! It was becoming finer, softer, and on the night before the fight he looked at his face and actually started to worry.

It was oval, like the fat had redistributed or something. And his hair was thick and full. He hadn’t cut it so they could braid it, but…it was a lot of hair!

And he didn’t need to shave as often!

Weird.

On the day of the fight Chuck and Susan showed up to take him to the fairgrounds.

Tickets had been selling like hotcakes, and there promised to be a huge crowd there.

Rod walked through a back entrance and was directed to the changing rooms. He saw Roxanne from a distance and nodded.

Roxanne looked surprised, but she gave a wave.

Susan handed him the uniform he was supposed to wear, and he looked at it in distaste. It was tight shorts, and a halter top with thick cups. It was blue, but it looked a little girly.

Still, he had agreed, so he stepped into the shorts and they slid up his legs. And he discovered something.

His peeny looked a little puny. In the beginning he had had lots of boners. But lately, not so much. But his attention had been on training, and he had been sort of ignoring what his body looked like. But now, he looked down at his cock and it seemed smaller.

Fuck. Well, nothing to do about it.

Susan spent some time pulling his hair back and twining it into a thick braid. It hung down his back and he put on the lightweight gloves that MMA fighters used.

Then he did a few jumping jacks and made sure he was warm.

But while he was doing the jumping jacks and noticed himself in the mirror.              His halter top was full, and his chest—hell, his boobs—bounced.

What the fuck?

He turned to Chuck. “Where’s this sudden blast of meat and muscle I’ve been hearing about.”

Chuck just gave him a sickly grin and muttered. “Don’t worry, buddy, you’re going to do fine.”

For a second Rod glared at his friend. He was suddenly coming to the conclusion that he had been the victim of poor training methods. He should never have let his friend train him. He should have stuck to his usual training methods.

But it was too late.

“Time!” somebody yelled from the door.

Rod pulled on his robe, turned away and headed for the walkway. As he went out the door Susan came running in. The last thing he heard was Chuck asking Susan if she had gotten the bets down.

“Yeah, baby. We’re going to be rich!”

That relaxed Rod a little bit. If they were betting on him then he still had a chance. Maybe being more slender was better. He was fighting a woman, and he had to be quick. He didn’t want to get in some slappy, powder puff, cat fight.

The crowd was huge! The fairgrounds were totally filled with men and women screaming at the top of their lungs.

It had been billed as the ultimate man v woman fight. The battle of the sexes for real.

Interestingly, men were clumped on one side of the stadium, and women on the other. Some enterprising entrepreneur had figured out that gimmick.

Also, Rod entered from one side of the stadium, the male side.

Roxanne entered from the other side, the female side.

They entered about the same time and the decibels went through the roof.

Cops were on duty to keep the surging crowd back.

And it was almost like each and every individual wanted to be the one fighting. People strained at the barricades and a couple of objects were thrown over the ring, arching over and into the crowd of the opposite sex.

Rod walked slowly, his robe covered his braided hair and the robe concealed his breasts.

He looked across the ring and saw Roxanne. She was bouncing, punching in cross directions. And she was large. Her body had beefed up. Even under her robe he could tell that she had muscles on her muscles.

Fuck. She had been training like he had wanted to.

Rod stepped up to the apron and slid through the ropes.

Roxanne, on her side, pushed down on the top rope and vaulted  over.

The women screamed a cheer out.

The fighters stood in their corners for a moment while the ring announcer roared out their bona fides.

“Fighting from the pink corner, weighing in at 150 pounds of mighty muscle, is Rocksssss-ANNNNE!”

Roxanne threw back her robe and bounced across the ring, jabbing and punching and looking very bad ass.

Now Rod could see her defined musculature. It was downright male. It was slabs of rippling beef that could knock down a moose. Her hair was pulled back like his and her face was hard planes of serious fighting ability.

The girl side of the ring burst into yells and screams. As an audience they looked ferocious themselves, ready to jump into the ring and bitch slap an elephant to its knees.

“Fighting from the blue corner, weighing in at 141 pounds of fighting ferocity, is RO-O-O-d-d-d!”

Rod threw off his robe and stepped out and gave a few punches.

Silence.

Deathly silence.

The kind of silence that happens when something has gone deathly wrong.

Then the girls started laughing, and pointing, and Rod turned 83 shades of scarlet red.

He was slender, not muscular, and he had boobs, and a long braid down his back.

His ass was fat and there was no bulge of a weenie in his tights.

The men didn’t even mutter; they just stared.

Roxane stared, and her mouth opened a bit before she shut it.

“Fighters to the center of the ring!”

The referee was a large black fellow, larger than both Roxanne and Rod put together. He glanced at Rod and seemed about to smirk, or even laugh outright.

Roxanne took advantage of the moment to whisper harshly, “Geez, Rod, what’d you do? I thought this was going to be a fight!”

Rod growled, and his voice cracked a bit. “You’ll get your fight!”

The ref, Big Jack, gave instructions, and tried not to look at Rod. He was having trouble not laughing. “Let's have a clean fight, obey my instructions and protect yourself at all times. Touch gloves if you want to, and go back to your corners.”

Roxanne offered her gloves and Rod bumped them, then he turned back to his corner.

Chuck was waiting. “Okay, dude, make it look good. Take it easy on her for a few rounds, then knock her block off.”

Rod was feeling pretty sour about his trainer right about then, but he nodded and turned.

DING!

Rod advanced slowly, he was quicker, and he shifted to the side.

Roxanne cut him off and jabbed.

It felt like a meat wagon had run into his nose and Rod’s fair skin started to bleed.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Roxanne through her mouth piece. “Come on, Rod, make this look good.”

Rod circled, tried a kick, she chopped down on his shin with a vicious slap that unbalanced him.

The punch came straight in and knocked his head back, and suddenly Rod was looking up at the lights.

Still, he wasn’t out of it. He stood up, the ref touched his gloves to his shirt, then signaled for the fight to continue.

Rod circled, and was wary. He didn’t want any more of those slobber knockers bouncing off his skull.

Roxanne circled too, and she put out jabs that seemed to just miss.

Rod got a little more confidence. He shuffled forward and jabbed her face. She moved back very slightly and there wasn’t much impact, but Rod followed up with a gut buster punch.

Roxanne just danced away, and Rod was confused. That should have knocked the wind out of her. That should have put the fight in his pocket.

She shuffled and poked his face.

Rod was dizzy. Man, she must have a horseshoe in her gloves!

Around and around they went, and after a minute the realization finally burst on Rod. Roxanne was carrying him. She was punching lightly, letting him hit her, and trying to make it look like a fight.

And the boos started. First the women. Being the more vicious of the species they wanted to see a knock out, and quick!

Then the men started booing. Rod had let them down.

Rod punched and danced, and during a clinch he saw Chuck and Susan hugging each other behind his corner. They must be winning a lot of money, and…and he realized…THEY HAD BET AGAINST HIM!

Oh fuck! Months of training, and it was all a ruse. It was betrayal. They had given him pills that did nothing (he still wasn’t aware of what estrogen did to the male body) and then throw him into the ring with this monster!

That gave Rod a bit of a surge. He jumped in and bopped Roxanne on the nose. She actually blinked. Then she had a lazy smile and looped one into his gut.

Rod found himself on his knees. He gasped for breath, grabbed a ring rope and got back to his feet.

The crowd was screaming for blood, booing his poor performance.

Roxanne waited, and when they came together she forced a clinch and whispered to him, “Sorry, Rod, but I’ve got to start fighting for real.”

His eyes opened, and as they broke he managed, just barely, to avoid a whistling punch. It grazed his chin and he was knocked back against the ropes.

Roxanne followed in and the crowd began to yell in appreciation. And it wasn’t just the women that were yelling, it was the men. They wanted to see Rod get a thrashing. He had disappointed them. He had let down the honor of men everywhere. They wanted to see him take a beating.

Roxanne obliged. She threw rights and left, and Rod protected his head with his light gloves.

Bam! Bam! She socked him, and he was backing up and being moved back and forth by the violence of her blows.

Rod huddled into himself and tried to withstand the onslaught.

She kicked him, a front thrust kick right to the midsection, and he oofed and flew back against the ropes. He would have gone through the ropes, but the crowd actually surged forward and, laughing, they pushed him back in.

Roxanne didn’t look happy. She had expected a fight, but this…this was slaughter. She didn’t like being thrust into the role of a bully.

Rod, gasping for breath, moved forward and pawed at her.

But Roxanne had had enough. She snapped his head back with a jab, then shifted her weight and came in with a box car of a punch to his right ear.

Good night, Rod.

Rod came to in his dressing room. A doctor was bending over him, his gloves were off, and the few people who had helped him train for the fight were gone.

“Oh, God!” Rod sobbed.

He was beaten, he was bruised, he was contused, he was confused.

“How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Two,” Rod whispered.

“Okay. You’ve been unconscious for a while. Not good. But your vision is stable. I suggest a stop in at the local hospital.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

The doctor nodded and put his medical supplies into his little bag.

“I was pretty bad out there.”

The doc smiled ruefully. “Pretty bad.”

“Doc?”

“Yeah?”

“What does estrogen do to a guy?”

The doctor explained about estrogen and turning into a girl, and Rod’s jaw dropped. Man he hadn’t just been betrayed, he had been, in imitation of the ring announcer, Be-e-e-TRA-A-A-A-yed.

Fucking Chuck. And he had done it for money. Filthy, rotten cash.

The doc left and Rod sat on his bench and looked at the bottle of pink pills he had shown the doctor.

Fuck.

“You okay?”

Rod looked up to see Roxanne in the doorway.

He tried a grin. It was weak. He said, “I’m okay. Good punch, by the way.”

Roxanne sauntered into the room. She was dressed now, and she was an impressive woman. She was feminine, and big. Filled up the room.

Rod realized that he wouldn’t have filled up a telephone booth.

“So what happened out there?”

He sighed, then explained about Chuck, the bet, the pills. “And the doc says I have to keep taking them for another couple of months. You can’t just stop a procedure in the middle, the body might have a bad reaction.”

“Man, you got fucked. I thought you would figure out the estrogen joke, but…I guess you didn’t.”

“No. I didn’t. I look like a woman, my body is totally feminine. I’ve even got tits!” he looked down at his chest, then back up to her. “I don’t even get boners any more. And it’ll be months before I can reverse what was done to me, and then the reversal will take time.”

“Well, you live and learn.”

She sat down on the bench and they looked at each other.

“And, I hate to say it, I don’t like to kick people when they’re down, but we had a bet. Unless you want me to call it off.”

Rod grimaced. “That’s okay. You beat me fair and square. You proved that women aren’t to be trifled with, that they can give as good as they get. I’ll…” his voice lowered, “…be your bitch.”

“You know, you’re quite the guy, Rod. I would hate to take one of your man punches, when you were a man. And you’ve got heart. You managed to keep fighting after I put the Roxanne Haymaker on you.”

Rod’s face twisted in sarcasm, “That little thing?”

Roxanne laughed and offered him her hand. “Come on, stud. It’s time you learned what it’s like being my bitch.”

She towed him out of the locker room, slapped his fat ass, and made jokes. By the time they reached her car Rod was actually having a small smile.

Not a big smile, everybody in town laughed at him and hated him, but a small smile.


PART TWO

Roxanne lived outside of town in a ranch style house. It had been built some years previous, but it was in good condition with modern plumbing.

“Nice,” said Rod. He was carrying his work out bag. Roxanne had said he wouldn’t need anything else.

“It’s not bad. I own it, and I love the hills and the trees behind the house. This will be your room.”

It was a small room, pink, with white furniture.

“I set it up for my niece, but she’s on the other side of the country now. Want a drink?”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

Rod set his bag down and followed Roxanne into the kitchen. She got down a bottle of Widow Jane, mixed it with Coke in a glass of ice, and handed him his glass.

“Thanks,” he said and sipped. God, it was like ambrosia.

“I always treat myself to a few days of drunken debauchery after a fight. Six months of training, and this stupid bottle is my prize.”

“I like your style.”

They went out to the back yard. There was a garden to one side, and across the lawn was a barn.

“You do real ranching here?”

“Oh, God, no. That’s my gym. Come on.”

They sashayed across the lawn and she opened the big front door.

It was state of the art. There was a mat with a ring. Good for boxing or jujitsu. There were a couple of heavy bags hanging from the ceiling next to the far wall. There was a rack that held weights. She had a box full of gloves, and they looked pretty darn worn.

Rod walked around, Roxanne at his side. He pushed the bag and nodded. Nice and heavy. “So you’re not married.”

She snorted. “Not any more. He was a rich dude, treated me nice in the divorce so I was able to get the house and the barn and all this stuff.”

“Can I ask why?”

Roxanne pursed her lips, then gave a mental shrug. “I used to be a girly girl, all the make up and stuff. Then I got interested in MMA. The more I trained, the stronger I got, the less he liked it.” She shrugged.

“He didn’t like a strong woman.”

“No. He did not. His current wife is a frail, little thing. 90 pounds and ‘yes, sir,’ ‘no, sir.’

Rod chuckled. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Ha!”

“So what are my duties, as your bitch.” He looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t know. Haven’t given it much thought. Maybe have you clean the house, lick my pussy, but we’ll have to dress you up first.”

He blinked at the pussy remark.

“You ever wear a chastity tube?”

He shook his head.

“You’ll like it. You’ll get so horny you can’t believe it, and then you’ll start to like it.”

Rod went totally silence. In just a few words she had overwhelmed him.

“You see, I should have told you something…”

“What?”

“My husband, I told you, the stronger I got the less he liked it. But me, the weaker men are the more I like it.”

Rod didn’t know what to think about that remark.

“Okay. Let’s drink up and enjoy the night. Tomorrow comes early, and I want you spiffy and all dressed up before I start training.”

With that she led him back to the house and poured more drinks.

Rod woke up and was surprised not to feel a hangover.

“Come on, handsome. Let’s make you beautiful.” Roxanne hit the light switch and Rod blinked.

He crawled out of bed and was aware that he was naked.

“I don’t remember going to sleep,” he said.

“I put you to bed. Do you remember what I did to your dick?”

“No.” He looked at her with alarm on his face.

She laughed. “Nothing. But, man, you were thinking.”

He gave a groan of a chuckle.

“Okay, since you’re already pretty girly looking these should fit you.” She went through the dresser in the room and pulled out underwear and tossed it to him.

Panties. A bra. A dress. He had his gym shoes under the bed. They were grody, but they’d do.

“Get dressed and come out to the kitchen. And don’t dilly dally, Sally.”

She disappeared down the hall and he looked at his underwear.

Damn. Well, he had lost, and this was the bet.

He pulled on the panties and snugged them up tight. His cock gave a lurch and it felt good.

He figured out the bra and cinched it up. It, too, felt good. And he needed the support. He was no longer denying his boobs. They were what they were and he had to deal with them.

The dress was pink, short and very tight.

He put on his shoes and walked into the kitchen.

Roxanne had the bacon and eggs crackling. “OJ in the fridge. Make some toast. And we have to do something about those shoes.”

Rod got out the juice and started the toast. “What’s wrong with these shoes?”

“They’re ugly, dirty, and a real WOAT.”

“WOAT?”

“Worst Of All Time.”

He chuckled. He was awake now.

They ate a meal. A belly filling meal. Then Roxanne said, “From here on out you’re going to be eating half rations.”

“Why?”

“Got to keep your girlish figure.”

“Hunh! I think I’d rather beef back up.”

“Look, I’m not gay, or anything like that, but since I’m the ox in this relationship I would like you to be the swan. Heck. You’re halfway there already.”

There wasn’t much Rod could say to that, so he ate and kept his mouth shut.

“Okay, honey,” he blinked at her endearment, “I’m going for my run. Pick a pair of heels, got to be at least three inches, out of my closet. I want you to clean the gym.”

“Clean the gym.”

“Yep. Find the locker with the cleaning supplies and make that place shine. Better do the dishes, first.”

Roxanne headed out. In the semi-darkness of the morning he saw she was already at a near sprint by the time she disappeared from the driveway.

Rod finished the dishes, then went back to Roxanne’s bedroom. It was large, spacious, and she had lots of clothes. He was surprised to find that she had, in addition to work out clothes, a healthy collection of sexy duds.

Being turned loose in a woman’s bedroom he would have liked to explore. He wanted to sniff the panties and fondle the bras, but he was supposed to find a pair of heels.

He did. He selected a pair of black heels that were three inches with a wide platform. He knew he was going to have trouble walking in heels, and he wide ‘spike’ would help.

He tossed his shoes into his room, put the heels on, and began the awkward dance of one who has never worn heels before.

The only thing that saved him was that he was a natural athlete. He teetered and tottered and made his way out to the barn. He found the cleaning closet and began sterilizing the place. he had worked in gyms enough to know there had to be a dedication to getting rid of germs. He used disinfectant and scrubbed the saddles of a couple of machines. Then he mixed up some mop water and cleaned the whole place. He was almost done when Roxanne strode through the door. She looked around, nodded in appreciation, then said, “What do you wear when you do Karate?”

“It’s called a gi.”

“I have one for jujitsu. Will that work?”

“Sure.”

She headed for the house and returned five minutes later with her gi on. It was shorter, and the material was thicker, than karate gis. But, what the heck.

“Okay. Show me your work out.”

Rod put aside his mop. “I’m a little too weak to really work you, but there are things we can do.”

Rod showed her how to do forms, and when he was unusually clumsy she told him to take his heels off. That was better and he worked her through basic exercises. Then they discussed the heavy bag.

“I noticed you didn’t punch like you ever worked on a heavy bag.”

“Oh, I like the heavy bag, but Chuck kept me off that. I guess he didn’t want me to know how weak I was getting.”

They went over how he used the bag, and she showed how she used the bag, and they were surprised to find they had totally different ways to move the same amount of weight.

She circled the body, came up from the feet, around the hips and shoulders, and put her body weight into it.

He showed her how to plant her weight and launch it, more or less on a straight line, and use her whole body weight.

Break time, and they sucked gatorade and chatted.

“Is it bad being my bitch?”

“Not so far,” he said carefully.

“Well, give it time,” she laughed.

At that point two fellows walked through the big door.

“Hey, Rox, you did well. This the guy you beat up?”

“It is. Rod, meet Jimmy and Tony. They’re my work out partners.”

Rod shook hands, and was dwarfed by the two men. Roxanne didn’t go looking for midgets to pump up her work outs. She wanted the real thing.

The men were polite, and Jimmy said, “I know you got hammered, but you actually had some good moves.”

“Not good enough,”Rod said ruefully.

“Well, you weren’t able to get enough weight behind your punches. You slipped a few of Roxie’s, though.”

Roxanne didn’t mention that she was taking it easy on Rod.

“Okay, shall we get started?” Tony put forth.

Rod was surprised to be included in the work out. He felt funny wearing women’s clothes, especially the underwear, but the men said nothing, so he just followed along.

First they did about a thousand kicks. Front kicks, side kicks, round kicks, spin kicks. Rod actually had a better regimen for kicking, so this was easy for him. He managed to make it through almost the whole kicking routine.

Then they spent an hour alternating between shadow boxing and bag work. Five minutes of shadow work, change. Five minutes of hitting bags. And so on.

By the end of the work out Rod was done for. He was hitting like he was throwing feathers, and he had to put up with the grins of the others as they watched him.

Then they sparred.

Not five minutes in and Rod knew that he was better than Jimmy or Tony, and could have been better than Roxanne.

He simply knew more, and if he had done his normal work out he probably would have won the fight.

But, no use crying over split milk.

After the work out they had a small barbecue, to celebrate her victory.

“He’s my bitch, boys, so order him to get whatever you want.”

They laughed, Rod shrugged and smiled, and he got his first real taste of what it was like being a maid. Or a waitress.

Go get our drinks. Go get the wood. Start the fire. Let it smolder. Go get the steaks. Get our drinks. Turn the steaks over. Go get our drinks. Let them smoke for a while. Get our drinks. Where’s the potatoes! Where’s our drinks?”

Yet Rod didn’t mind it. They were being boyishly obnoxious, he was the bitch, and that was the game.

Of course it was awkward working in high heels, but even that was okay.

When the meal was ready Rod was commanded to sit down and eat with them.

The quartet chewed the juicy steaks with gusto. By the time the meal was done they were all stuffed and feeling good.

“So what’s going to happen with you, Rod? After you finish being the bitch?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’d like to get my body back. You guys are an inspiration for training.” He shrugged.

“What about that Chuck guy?”

“You know, it would be nice to punch him one, but he’s a weakling, and I don’t want to be a bully. Besides, I was the one stupid enough to do what he said.”

They all agreed with that.

And the small party went on.

“Okay, handsome, it’s time to make you beautiful.”

Roxanne took his hand and lead him back to her bedroom. “Did you know that at one time I considered being a beautician?”

“Hunh! That’s a shift.”

“Yeah. It’s much more fun changing somebody’s face by punching them.” They both laughed at that.

“Sit here, and pay attention. I’m going to want you to do this every day after work outs, before you clean the house.”

She showed him how to cleanse his face. She discussed primer, and foundation, and showed him how to use brushes and sponges and such.

Rod was surprised by how intricate the procedures were. He had always thought women just slapped their face with shit and went out. He found that it was an actual science, and that he knew nothing.

As Roxanne explained things she used Rod’s face for a canvas. Shortly he was adorned with blush and eyeliner, lipstick and eyeshadow, and countless other potions and creams.

He looked at himself in the mirror, then he looked down at his lap.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“No, you were looking at your cock.”

He heaved a breath, then admitted, “I felt my cock twitch.

Roxanne smiled. “So Rod likes being all girly.”

“I didn’t say that.”

She reached into his lap and felt his penis. She frowned. “How big was it before Chuck got you hooked on estrogen?”

Maybe eight inches. It was big enough for me to have fun.”

She shook her head. “Now I want to give Chuck a punch in the face.”

“Nah,” he said. “He’s a joke.”

“Well, okay. But you’ve still got a while, and this house is a mess.”

It wasn’t that much of a mess, and Rod got out the vacuum, dusted, and felt weird. He was doing housewife things, and whenever he had to stretch up he became super aware of his heels, his dress riding up, the feel of his bra.

Roxanne worked on the computer while he cleaned the house. He noticed, in passing, that she was watching other women, and men, fight. And she was making notes on a pad about their fighting quirks.

Brings back hand back when she jabs.

Stutter step before she charges.

Bobs head slightly before a jab.

That was interesting, and Rod liked it. He should have been doing things like this.

The following day was the same routine in the morning. Work out. And he was allowed.

In the afternoon Roxanne told him to get in the car.

They drove downtown to Annie’s Hair Shack.

Roxanne led the way into the building. “Hey, bitches,” she crowed. “My friends needs a do over and some nails. Maybe a pedicure, too.”

The beauticians all booed her, but it was obvious it was all in fun.

A girl name of Shelly came over to Rod, then stopped. “Aren’t you the one…”

“He’s the one. He dented my gloves with his face.”

For a moment Shelly just stood there. Roxanne grinned and waited. Rod watched the woman.

Then Shelly sighed. “All right. But it was a lousy fight.” She began to work on Rod.

At one point Shelly made a cutting remark, and Rod was surprised when Roxanne went to bat for him.

“He was fucked over by his trainer.”

The girls down the row, and their clients, were listening.

Roxanne explained about the estrogen, and how Chuck and Susan had bet against him. When she was done the attitude in the beauty saloon had changed. The girls were sympathetic to Rod. They were also grumbling about Chuck.

“I know his wife, Susan. I never knew they were those kind of people.”

“Hey, it was Rod’s fault, he was the dummy.”

And that was correct, but now he was no longer the hated dummy.

And if the attitude in the beauty salon was changed, that wasn’t the only thing. Rod’s toenails turned bright red. His fingernails turned red.

“Don’t make those nails too long,” Roxanne warned. “He’s my bitch for the week, and I want him to be able to work.”

Rod was experiencing strange emotions. Now the girls were treating him like he was one of them. They whispered little asides to him, they touched him in passing, and it was actually endearing.

In fact, Rod liked it.

He was a loner. He had never been married. And now…they were treating him almost like he was family.

An hour later he walked out of Annie’s Hair Shack a changed man. He was softer, more thoughtful, and he liked the way Roxanne was holding his hand.

She grinned at him, saw him altering, and they drove back to the house.

The next day was a work out, and it was a tough one. Rod was getting accustomed to being the weak sister, but he was also rising to the challenge. These were the kind of work outs he liked, the kind he would have driven himself to if not for Chuck. He might still have to take the rest of the pink pills, and then follow the doctor’s instructions, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t give it his all.

At the end of the work out he was sweating copiously, and the guys were starting to appreciate his talents a bit more.

It wasn’t just muscle, it was the do or die attitude he cultivated. Without Chuck to dampen him he started moving faster, getting punches in, and sometimes he managed to get his weight behind it.

After the work out he cleaned the house. Today was an outside day, and he cut the lawn, trimmed the bushes, and cleaned the outside of the windows.

He was aware, as he did these things, that Roxanne was checking him out. She was staring at him with a thoughtful look on her face.

Finally, dinner, and he headed for his bedroom to change. He stripped and hopped into the shower. When he got out, lathered and rinsed and smelling clean, Roxanne was waiting. She was sitting on his bed, feet up on the edge, just waiting.

Rod was naked, just a towel.

“Come here, Rod.”

Rod knew something was up, and he stepped to the side of the bed and stood in front of her.

Roxanne put her feet down and scooted over towards him. She pulled the towel and dropped it on the floor. She studied his minuscule meat.

“Damn,” she said. “Eight inches?”

“Thereabouts.”

She was breathing a little heavily, and she reached forward and took his dong in her hand.

It might be small, but it was very sensitive. Maybe more sensitive. He groaned, and was turned on. He knew how strong she was. He had been thrown to the mat by her, punched by her, and he knew she was strong enough to rip his dick off.

Instead, she was soft, gentle, and she stroked it as if her hand was made of feathers.

Rod stiffened. Well, his body stiffened.

His cock stiffened a little.

Roxane moved her head forward and took it in her mouth. She could easily deep throat it, and Rod’s knees grew weak as she pressed her mouth around it.

She drew her head back, but held on to his nuts.

“I’d kill that fucking Chuck.”

Then she stood up and left the room.

Rod almost collapsed from the throbbing in his groin. That was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to him in his life. Her mouth was so soft. She had been wearing pink lipstick and he imagined he could still feel it sliding over his dong.

Now shivering, he got dressed. And the clothes he wore turned him on even more. His panties excited his near hairless legs, and he stopped and shaved his legs. His bra held his boobs, and he felt the nipples and groaned. He slipped on a dress, then nylons. He freshened his make up and went out to dinner.

It was a changed mood. It was, in a sense, awkward. But it was a good awkward.

Roxanne seemed not embarrassed at all, and they discussed this and that, mostly training, then Rod blurted, “My dick wasn’t supposed to shrink.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No. Chuck said it wouldn’t shrink unless I took testosterone blockers.”

“Then there must be some blockers in your pills. Why don’t you take them down and have the doctor analyze them? Maybe he can give you better pills?”

Rod nodded. Then he said, “For a girl who beat the crap out of me…you’re pretty nice.”

She reached across the table and chucked his chin. “I love a weak man.”

Then they both laughed.

Amazingly, though he had been used and abused, Rod didn’t feel like a weak man around Roxanne.

He felt like a strong woman.

Rod got a change of pills, and it helped. Work out after work out, he felt himself getting stronger. And his dick started to recover. Not fast, but it was recovering. He started getting hard ons. Not big ones, but…hard ons.

Roxanne, of course, noticed.

“So, Rod has got his dickie back.”

She had gotten in the habit of coming into Rod’s room and playing with his penis after he showered.

Rod groaned.

She put her mouth on it, sucked, and Rod reached his hands up and cupped his breasts. Then he stopped.

Roxanne took her mouth off him and said, “Do that. Feel yourself. I want to watch you.”

Slightly embarrassed, but also horny as hell, Rod did what she asked. He cupped his breasts and rubbed his palm over his nipples. He groaned, and she smiled and began to suck on him again.

At dinner, a little later, she confessed, “I used to love to suck on my husband’s dick. I never wanted him to cum, I just enjoyed the look of anguish on his face.”

“Anguish?”

“When he realized I wasn’t sucking on him to get him to cum.”

“You keep sucking on me and I’m going to cum.”

Roxanne frowned. Then: “I’m going to get you a chastity tube.”

Rod said, “You know, if my dick grows back, then my body will grow back, and I’ll be able to kick your ass.”

Roxanne stared at him, then sighed. “We should talk about that.”

“About what?”

“You’ve been here a couple of months.”

“Uh…yeah.”

“You were supposed to be my bitch for a month.”

“I know,” he looked guilty.

“So why didn’t you up and leave before this?”

“Well, I was having a good time.”

“You enjoy being a girl.”

“No. No!” He looked panicked. “I just enjoy the work outs, and you’re fun to be around.”

She leaned forward and gazed intently at him. “You enjoy being a girl.”

He said nothing, but his face was red as red could be.

“You enjoy the make up, the way the girls treat you at Annie’s. You like wearing a bra and having breasts.”

He sounded like he was choking. I like karate…I’m a fighter and…and…”

“You’re a fighter all right. And now you’re fighting to stay a woman.”

He went silent.

“You can keep staying here. You can work out, and be a woman. But we’re going to have to get something straight between us.”

“What?”

“Come on.” She took his hand and lead him down the hall to her bedroom. “Get on the bed.”

She bent to her dresser and took out a strap on.

He stared, his eyes wide.

“I don’t think…”

“Shush. You’re my girly man, and this is the price you’re going to pay.”

He said nothing and watched as she buckled the harness and clicked a dildo onto it.

She faced him. Walked towards the bed. She stopped and they stared at each other.

“This is going to feel good. And I’m going to want you to keep taking the pills. I want you to be a woman, but I also want you to have a dick. But right now, you don’t have a dick, and I do.”

“I’m afraid,” he blurted.

“I know you are. But I also know you’re brave. You speak up when you feel it’s right. You’re kind enough not to go beat the living shit out of that scum bucket Chuck. You’re a good work out partner. Heck, I’m looking forward to when you get strong enough…I know you’re going to be a tough partner, and you’ll make sure I get the best work out possible. Now lay back and spread your legs.

Rod lay back and moved his legs apart.

Roxanne moved in and pushed his dress back up over his mid section. She pulled his panties down, then she simply ripped them apart. It was a good show of strength. She tossed the pieces aside and grinned at him.

“I’ll be a lot more gentle with you.”

Rod could hardly breath. He was faint. He felt her strong hands pushing his legs further apart.

“Please,” he said. “Please.” He didn’t know what he was asking for.

Roxanne reached for the side of the bed and found a jar of lube. She unscrewed the wide cap and dipped her fingers in.

Rod gasped. Her fingers were so damned strong, yet she applied the goop so gently. He felt like her fingers were little tire irons, and his flesh had never felt so vulnerable.

“That’s it, honey. I promise, you’re going to like this. Every man does, but few are man enough to give into it.”

Rod was shivering. Partly from the fingers in his butt, partly from his fear.

Yet, she was right. There was something here that he desperately wanted.

She pushed a finger into him and he jerked. She wiggled it around and grinned.

It felt like somebody had just poured lightening pleasure into his butt hole. He moaned and his head tilted back.

She took her time, using two fingers, then three.

He could tell when she increased the number of fingers in him, and it was okay. In fact, the more fingers the greater the pleasure.

His legs wee spread wide now, and she was holding his little cock and stroking it.

“Okay,” he whimpered. “Okay!”

She pushed her plastic peter into him and he arched his back and exhaled a mighty “Ahhhh!”

“Told you,” she said in a low voice, and she began to push in and pull out.

He felt the hard plastic opening him up, forcing his passage to expand. It hurt, but in a good way.

Rod started to make gurgling sounds. He couldn’t think for the expansion of his channel. All he could feel was his hole stretching, and expanding, and accommodating.

“Oh, yes! Yes!” he finally admitted.

Roxanne pulled on his dick, palpated his balls, then leaned forward and sucked on his nipples.

Rod arched his back and held her head.

She moved further forward, driving her penis all the way in, and she asked, “Is this what you want?”

“Yes!” he sobbed. “Yes.”

She smiled and continued fucking him.


EPILOGUE

Chuck parked his truck in front of the grocery store. He sauntered in to pick up some beer and ciggies. He was standing in line, when suddenly the person in front of him, a good looking girl, turned around and faced him.

“Hello, Chuck.” Cool tones. “I see you’re driving a new truck.”

For a second Chuck was blank, then he realized who he was talking to.

“Rod? Is that…” Holy fuck! you turned into a sissy!”

Chuck was quite surprised when the girl next to Chuck spun around and punched him in the mouth.

Of course he didn’t realize how surprised he was until he woke up some time later.

END


Run Like a Girl!

Feminization makes a runner into a better man!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can help you win.”

Jesse looked up at the woman standing between him and the sun. She was a dark silhouette and he shaded his eyes and tried to make her out.

Obligingly, she moved to the side, blocked the sunlight so he could see her face.

She was slender, but with moderate boobs. Her ass was not round. She was sexy, in a way, but she was also stringy muscles.

He knew by the way she held herself that she was a runner.

“And who are you?”

“Somebody who knows how to give you the edge.”

Jesse soughed. “I need more than an edge.”

“I can give you more than an edge.”

Jesse had just finished running the Crestwood 100. Over the course of a day he had run 21,610 cumulative feet up to Mt. Baden-Powell at 9,210 ft. Then he had run 26,700 cumulative feet down to Johnson’s Field in Pasadena. Ninety miles of rugged trail, only ten miles of comparatively smooth Angeles Crest, and two miles of pavement.

He was a noodle. His muscles felt like over stretched strings, strings near to breaking. His feet, surprisingly enough, didn’t hurt. Too much. He was dehydrated, starved, whittled down, and felt like a bag of thin bones.

Jesse smiled ruefully.

“I don’t know if you noticed, but I didn’t end up finishing in the top.” he figured that would end it.

Funny thing, he knew all the trainers, and he had never seen this one before. She was awfully good looking for a trainer. The trainers he knew were ex runners themselves, suffering the effects of too much sun, of pushing themselves so hard their faces turned into raisins.

“Mind if I sit?”

“It’s a free log.”

They were sitting on the edge of the finishing area, which was rimmed by thick logs. He was holding a big bottle of Gatorade and sipping slowly. He didn’t really like Gatorade, but they did replenish electrolytes, and, baby, did he need electrolytes.

She sat next to him and watched a runner straggle over the finish line. He was wobbly, beat to crap, but he had finished.

He glanced at her. She was wearing a vest over a tee shirt. She middling tits but great nipples. They stuck up under tee and he thought maybe she knew it.

“You finished in 25 hours.”

“Barely.”

She chuckled. “You’re modest. That’s good, but we need to talk reality.”

He watched her. She had a pert nose, full lips, and really pale, blue eyes. She really was quite beautiful.

“So talk.”

She turned to him. “I’ve been watching you.”

“Lady, if this is a pick up…” He really didn’t want a groupie.

She grinned. “And I’ve been watching every other runner. For a year. You were the best.”

He snorted. “Twenty-five hours is adequate. It is not a winning time. By a lot.”

“Would you like to win the Badwater?”

“I wouldn’t mind winning the lottery, either.”

She pivoted on the log, sat on it cross-legged. “You’ve got the most potential and the best chance.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“I want to back you. I’ll train you. The Badwater is in six months. That’s enough time for my methods to show results.”

He didn’t believe her, he was thinking she was crazy and he was waiting for one of the runners to come up and yell ‘Gotcha!’ But he was also intrigued.

“This was 100 miles. The Badwater is 135. The Badwater is  from Death Valley to Mt. Whitney. The lowest point to the highest point in the United States. Below sea level to 15,000 feet. It is so hot it melts shoes.”

“I know all that. I also know you’ve actually qualified. You’re one of 100 very special people.”

“I may have qualified, but I don’t have a large support crew, and I barely scraped together the 1600 bucks entry fee.”

“I’ll back you. I have investors. We’ll sponsor you, we’ll see to your expenses. The provision being, of course, that you turn yourself totally over to us. I am your trainer, you will do what I say, and we’re talking 24 hours a day for the next six months.

He was now wired. Like he had just won a lottery. But it was surreal and he was having trouble believing it.

“What’s the joke. Who put you up to this?”

“Nobody. It’s your lucky day. If you have the guts.”

“I do nothing but run for six months. Train. You pay all the bills. What’s in it for you?”

“Satisfaction. Proven theories. A kick in the pants.”

“Doesn’t seem like much.”

“Then just consider me a fanatic. A crazy person, and if you don’t take advantage of this opportunity you will be officially stupid.”

He smiled ruefully. “Lady, I don’t know if you know it, but anybody who runs an ultra marathon is crazier than a bed bug in an air mattress.

“So what do you say? Want to give it a whirl?”

He started to say no, but yes came out of his mouth. Surprised the heck out of him.

She smiled. “Excellent. When you feel strong enough to change we can get started.”

“Now?”

“Six months isn’t long.”

“Wait a minute…”

“What?”

“What…I should have asked, what are your training methods?”

Now she grinned, showing sparkly, white teeth. “The latest in sports medicine, kinesiology, all that stuff…and sex.”

He blinked.

She laughed, stood up and walked away.

It was a few hours before he was changed into street clothes and strong enough to move around. At that, he walked like an old man. A crippled, old man. He was a snail, a turtle, a sloth.

He had friends who had been part of his crew, and he talked to them, taking breaks between putting on his pants, buttoning shirt, or having them pull his socks on. He simply couldn’t bend over.

He thanked them, they hugged him, and were surprised when he said he had a trainer.

A trainer for a contest that had no prize money was somewhat unusual.

But after several hours he said his last good byes, waved to his friends and competitors and stepped into a Tesla.

It was cool in the Tesla, the AC worked just fine, and he sat back and just sagged in place.

“You know,” he said as his new backer drove the sleek car through bumpy curves, “I don’t know your name.”

“Leslie.” She had a no nonsense look on her face as she turned the wheel and worked the brakes.

“Oh. Thank you.” And he slept.

He was beaten. His muscles were all severely damaged from the demands of the most grueling foot race in history. He snored and she drove, and he was bleary and uncomprehending when she stopped and helped him out of the car.

She wasn’t a tall person, but she was wiry strong, and she helped him through a modern house, and into a bedroom in the back.

He wavered as she filled a bath tube and add epsom salts.

He blinked and stared at here in wonder as she undressed him and helped him into the tub.

And, he couldn’t help himself, tired or not, he got a boner from all the attention of the pretty Miss Leslie.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered when her arm brushed against his stiff cock.

“Not yet, you’re not.” She laughed and sat down to watch him.

The tub was large, and he started to slid down. She kept his face above water. It was awkward, he was getting water all over the place, and she finally took her clothes, folded them neatly, and slipped in behind him.

He was half asleep, dazed, but aware. He watched with open mouth, but no complaint. He was so out of it he wouldn’t have complained if an elephant shit on his head.

He felt her soft flesh sliding down his back. Not big tits, but okay. But those nipples were world class, stiff, scoring his back as she entered the water. Then he felt her pussy pressing against his lower back as she put her legs outside of his body.

He had the quick image of turning around and burying his weenie in her, but he was too crippled up to do more than think about it.

He put his head back, was aware that he was resting on her shoulder, that their heads were close, side by side, and slept.

He woke up in bed and didn’t know how he got there. The sheets were clean and fresh smelling. The drapes were closed and he could see  sunlight seeping through the edges.

Normally, he would throw the blanket back, leap from bed, and start exercising.

Today he just lay there and extended his senses.

It was a nice house. He remembered that.

He could hear a mutter of sound from far away. Not outside. Sounded like music.

After a while he moved his legs, and almost cried.

He was so incredibly weak and wasted. But he had known that it would be like this. He had run enough ultramarathons to know what condition he would be in.

He struggled to sit up and put his legs over the side of the bed. He looked around and didn’t see his big, over-sized gym bag.

He stood up and wavered for a second, then stumped across the room to a dresser. He opened a drawer and frowned. Women’s underwear. Panties on the left, bras on the right. Damn. They had put him in some girl’s room.

There was a bathroom to the side, and he staggered into it and took a large, fluffy towel from a rack. He draped it around himself and began hobbling towards the door.

The house was very modern. Now that he could take the time, and had the mental facilities, he appreciated the vibrant earth colors, the way the track lighting made everything comfortable and happy.

He stood in the living room, looked at the leather couch with the slanted, wide arms. Excellent for sitting back and watching TV. The drapes were closed by the big, picture window. Probably to keep the AC in the house. The carpet was light brown and thick.

He heard the sound of music from a short hallway to the right and headed for it.

The short hallway was the back way into a large kitchen. On the other end of the kitchen was a large doorway to a dining area. There was also a door shoe horned into a corner that led out to a back area. Or front area. Having entered the house during dark of night and being out of it he wasn’t sure how this house was situated.

Leslie was sitting at a table, chatting on a cell phone. A small boombox on the counter had classic rock seeping out of it. The smell of bacon permeated, and his mouth watered. After running through the desert for 24 hours he was feeling like his belly button was scraping his backbone.

“He’s awake. Talk to you later.”

Leslie smiled as she tapped the phone closed. She stood up and indicated the table she had been sitting at. “Sit. I’ve got your yogurt and mushroom salad ready.”

His mouth dropped a little.

She laughed. “And you believed me.”

As he took his weak steps to the table she stepped to the stove. “Don’t worry. I’m not that crazy. You’ll be eating regular food, though in moderated portions and GMO free and cage free and hormone free and all that stuff. Well, relatively hormone free.”

He sat, feeling like he had taken a thousand pounds off his poor feet.

The kitchen was nice and clean. Very bright with the sun coming through the tinted windows. The latest appliances were sharp and shiny and the refrigerator was a big, double door commercial affair.

“Relatively hormone free?” he asked.

She smiled and eyed him. “We’ll be giving you massive transfusions of estrogen to build up your stamina.”

Now his jaw dropped again, and his eyes opened wide.

She laughed merrily. God, you are so easy!”

He was blinking and trying to keep up, but he wasn’t that mentally recovered yet.

She placed a plate in front of him. Bacon, perfectly done, crisp with the fat bubbles dripping. Eggs. Pancakes, and the butter and syrup were at hand.

“There is a God,” he muttered, gripping silverware like a samurai might grab a sword.

She placed a big glass of orange juice in front of him and sat down on the other side of the table.

He ate. He made himself eat slowly. He didn’t want to sick up because of too much food too fast.

“We’ll be adjusting your diet once you’ve got your strength back. And once we’ve measured your body.”

He nodded, chewed, swallowed, and didn’t care that he was making sounds like a pig rutting. “The first meal after an ultramarathon…” his appreciation was obvious.

“Couldn’t find your underwear?”

“Uh, no.” He didn’t mention the fact that his underclothes had been taken out of his bag and disappeared.

“It’s in the drawers.”

“The only underwear I saw was female.”

“It’s specially designed. You’ve got female fabrics and some design, but everything has been adjusted for the male body.”

“Why?”

“You’ll find that female fabrics treat your body better than male fabrics.”

He nodded.

“I know, you think it’s kinky. But it’ll get worse.”

He stopped, fork halfway to his mouth, and stared.

“No, I’m not joking now. Let me explain something about my methods. What are the differences between male times and female times on the ultramarathon.

Jesse began mental juggling. “I think Herron did it in 13 hours, and guys…I think we’re about twelve hours.”

“Close enough,” she said. “Now, what are the differences between male and female bodies? Size and weight and all that?”

“Lord, I don’t know that. I know that smaller runners have better times.”

“We’ll go over specifics later, but you can figure 40 pounds and 6 inches between male and female.”

“Okay,” He drew out the word, not sure where this was going.

“So with a 30% difference in such factors, why is there only one hour difference between male and female times? And the figures I am using come from runners of your caliber. Not the best, not the worst, and there are no outliers. That’s almost a ten per cent different. From 30% to 10%. Why?”

He actually stopped eating. His mind was suddenly filled with concepts of male bodies vs female bodies. Male times vs female times. fat content, training regimens, eating habits.

“Well, that’s…logically, it doesn’t make any sense. But I’d have to go over a lot of…” he stopped. It was obvious she had already gone over a lot of things.

“I’m your competition.”

“What?”

“I’m a runner. Done a few ultras, more than my share of regular marathons, and I’ll be training you, and then running against you. You don’t mind that I’ll be implementing my theories at the same time as I train…as I run alongside you.”

“Men and women don’t compete. They have separate classes.”

“We’ll train together. Sometimes, once you’ve started adapting to my methods, I’ll have to cheat. You do have certain advantages in body structure. But once the real race starts you’ll be on your own.”

“Man. You’ve got me confused now.”

It’s simple. I’m going to train you to run like a woman. If you can get rid of 20% of that 30% difference you should be able to win your ultramarathon.”

“And running like a woman involves wearing kinky underwear.”

She smiled. “That…and more.”

“Oh, Lord,” he muttered, starting to eat again. “I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.

He was being sarcastic, she wasn’t.

After breakfast it was time for another soak in the bath tub. Feeling stronger, Jesse managed to get in the tub without help. He was surprised when Leslie stripped off her clothes and stepped in.

it was a big tub, more of a hot tub, and she slid in and relaxed. Then she noticed him staring at her.

“What?”

“I’m not used to naked women.”

“Ha. Well, you’ll get used to it. We’re going to be doing a lot of things together, and I’m not about to change my habits because you’re a freak.”

“Isn’t a freak supposed to be the weird one?”

“I resemble that,” she said, miming Curly Joe Howard. “But when you think about it, freak’s are the so called ‘normal’ ones. They get flustered and embarrassed and act all weird. And, by the way, you are allowed to look, not touch.”

“Okay.”

She rode right over his acknowledgement. “I, however, can and will touch as much as I want.”

“What?”

She moved over to his side, sat next to him, and grabbed his penis with one hand.

“AH!” he jerked at here touch.

“Calm down. It’s part of my method.”

“Jacking me off is?”

“Jacking you is. There’s no ‘off’ involved.

“There isn’t?”

She laughed. “You sound hurt.” She stroked him slowly, running her thumb over the head of his penis every once in a while. Fondling his balls every once in a while.

“I’m sure you’ve heard that boxers aren’t supposed to have sex before a match?”

“Uh…”

“Same goes for ultramarathons. BUT…we need to stimulate you, keep you on the edge. Get you into the excitation phase and keep you there.”

“Why? That…” He was going to say it was frustrating, then thought about saying it was silly, and finally settled for nothing.

She just said, “I will be doing this to you regularly. The clothes you wear will keep you excited. And I will show you exercises to help you keep your energy, transmute, save it. Sound looney?”

“I wasn’t going to say that.”

“But you were thinking it, eh? And that’s another problem with men.”

“What?”

“You hold things in.”

“Like sexual energy.”

“Holding sexual energy is fine, but holding your tongue, not complaining when you’re upset, that’s stupid. If this is going to work then you’re going to have to unlock your tongue and say what you think.”

“What if you don’t like what I think?”

“Tough bananas for me. And I’ll unlock my tongue and give you a piece of my mind.”

“That sounds like a dangerous arrangement.” He was having trouble framing his thoughts. Her hand was so educated on his manhood.

“Yep. We can yell at each other all we want. As long as we stick to the program.”

He pursed his lips and thought.

“Let’s practice, okay?”

“Practice what?”

“Practice insulting each other.”

“I’d rather not.”

“Okay, I’ll go first. You’re a stupid shithead.”

He blinked.

“Your turn.”

“What?”

“Say something nasty to me.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You sure have a small cock.”

He sighed heavily.

“So I’m going to have to get down and dirty, eh?”

“I think I’m done soaking.”

“Nope. You know you need to soak for three days. You’ve got to recover, get rid of the soreness, and this is the best way. You really fucked up when you passed that girl at 67 miles.”

Running an ultra marathon is a grind, but small incidents are there forever. He remembered the short-haired girl. Her name was Joan and passing her had provided a deep feeling of satisfaction.

“She was in the way.”

“That’s a fucking lie.”

He looked at her. Their faces were close. Two inches between lips, and he was struck by how incredibly kissable hers were.

“I had 33 miles to go. I didn’t want to wait and slow myself through a short downhill before passing on the flat.”

“So you ran around her, slanting your foot on a slab of rock when your muscles and ligaments and every other part of you was tired and waiting to fail.”

“I made it.”

“You were stupid.”

He faced away from her, focused on the way her hand was wrapped around his cock. It felt so good.

“Stupid, stupid, stupid!”

“All right!” he snapped, turning back to her.

“There we go. An honest statement. In this case an honest acknowledgment.”

“I chose to pass her and that was a right decision.”

“Sure. But it was a risk you didn’t have to take.”

He said nothing. He glared at her.

She wasn’t bothered by his emotion, or the near hate he was projecting through his eyes. “Okay. We’ll work on honestly expressing ourselves later. Why don’t you sleep and recover.”

She let go of his cock, climbed out of the tub and rolled up a towel. She lifted his head and placed it behind him. “Put your head back.”

He did, and wasn’t surprised to find out that he was tired.

She got back in the tub, this time facing him. Then she placed a foot under his package. I won’t let you slide. Close your eyes and go to sleep.”

He looked down through the water at her foot. Yes, she could support him, at least stop him from sliding. But his cock was fully erect and not feeling like sleeping.

He looked at her reproachfully. “You’ve got me too erect to sleep.”

“Oh, poor boy. Try.” Then she closed her eyes and leaned her own head back.

He wanted to say something, to chastise her, but…she was done talking. So he focused on relaxing, and breathing, and tried to ignore the foot pressed against his perineum.

“Wake up.”

His eyes snapped open.

“Time to get dressed. No exercise, but we need to walk you, make sure your muscles remember what they’re supposed to do.”

She helped him out of the tub. He didn’t really need help, but she gave it.

She dried him off, even took a hair drier to his hair.  She was standing next to him, her boobs very noticeable as they brushed against him, and fluffing his hair. “You’re going to look pretty in a couple of months.”

“What?”

“No haircuts until after race day.”

“Why?”

“Hair is an insulator. We need your head to stay cool under the sun. Also, I’ll shave your body, that’s a given, you need to be comfortable in your running togs, but your hair will grow so long I could style it.”

He frowned.

She reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of panties. She put his hand on her shoulder and held them so he could step into them.

He put one foot into the panties, then the other. She pulled the panties up until they were snug. She ignored his growing cock.

Jesse blinked.

“See?” she giggled. “They are comfortable.”

The crotch rode tight, but his cock was comfortably packaged, in spite of being half erect.

“You can put your dick up or down. The fabric is a bit stretchy, but will keep you up or down as you prefer. Which do you prefer?”

“Down.” His voice sounded a bit strangled.

She reached into his panties and pushed his cock down. “Okay?”

“Ow,” he blurted, but he nodded. His cock, courtesy of being handled, was getting harder.

“Don’t worry about erections. The panties will accommodate them.”

“Oh.”

She reached into the drawer and pulled out what looked like a bra.

“What’s that?”

“It is for measuring your body.” She pointed to a little pocket that would hold some sort of electrical box, if the box was no bigger than a box of matches.

“That’s a bra!”

“Yep. In a manner of speaking. And it’s not. Watch your pro sports figures and you’ll see they train with them on all the time.”

His face was dour as she helped him into the garment.

It was stretchy, but tight, and it looked exactly like a big, sturdy bra.

She stood back and nodded. He was wearing a bra and his penis was pocking out his form fitting panties. “You look good.”

“Okay, shoes.” She handed him a pair of running shoes and a pair of socks.

Nothing compromising about that, so he put the socks and shoes on and stood up.

She smiled. “Now you look like a runner. come on.”

He followed her through the house. The salt baths were working because he could actually walk okay.

She led him to the drapes, stepped through them and opened the sliding door.

They were on a patio, beyond the patio was a desert. Beyond the desert was more desert.

Cactus, hard pack, tumbleweeds, a harsh wind that dried the lips instanter, and it felt like they were a million miles closer to the sun.

“Where are we?”

“Death Valley. The edge, really, but there’s not much difference. We need to get you sunglasses. They walked along the side of the patio, past boxes with desiccated shrubs, a table with a large umbrella—which was down because of the wind—and around a corner.

To the next corner, and into a garage.

Just two minutes in the heat and he was feeling it.

The garage was stocked. It was three cars wide, but only had two cars. The third garage had stacks of bottled water. Cartons with clothes in them, a work bench. Boxes of shoes. Running gear that he was familiar with, and running gear he wasn’t familiar with.

Which was odd because he thought he knew everything about running gear.

She handed him a pair of sunglasses and floppy bush hat and told him things he knew.

“Protect your eyes at all times. You can shoo away flies just by tilting your head. They don’t like the brim. Now then, hold still…”

She plugged a thin line into the bra thing and ran it to a battery, which was about the size of a match box. She put the battery into a little pocket on the bottom of the bra thing he was wearing.

She had been carrying her cell phone, and she called up an app, tapped it a couple of times, then smiled. “There you are.”

Her cell phone showed wavery lines crawling across the screen. It was just like the machines in a hospital, but so much smaller.

“Heart beat, blood pressure, everything a coach needs to know. Once we’ve got some readings we can make adjustments.”

“What kind of adjustments?”

“Training routine. Food. Rest. Everything. This is the latest technology. Want a Snickers bar?”

“It tells you I need a Snickers bar?”

“Yep. And you need one.”

“Does it have GMO, preservatives, food coloring and everything else?”

“Absolutely.”

“Can I have a Three Musketeers?”

“No!” She looked horrified. then she grinned. “The Three Musketeers are mine. Oh, hell.” She opened a refrigerator in a corner and tossed him a cold Three Musketeers. “They’re in here whenever you get the craving.”

He smiled.

They ate their candy bars, absorbed the sugar, and when they were done she handed him a mylar blanket. “Wrap this around you.”

“What for?”

“I’ll tell you as we walk. Come on, now.”

He opened the blanket. The material was thin and light. He had used them before, but for sleeping.

They walked out into the hot air and the blanket immediately turned into a sauna.

“Heysoos!” blurted Jesse. “This is worse than a sauna.”

“Excellent.”

They stepped off the path that led around the house and headed into the desert.

Running in the desert is an adventure in itself. Sometimes the ground is packed hard, showing cracks from some ancient rainstorm. Sometimes it is an up and down that taxes the thighs. Sometimes there are potholes and little mounds, boulders and rolling rocks, and, always, little spiky cactus that grip and rip.

They wound their way along a meandering path that looked like animals had made it and he asked, “So why the blanket?”

“We’re going to acclimate you to the desert. We’re going to get you so used to heat that air conditioning will feel like you’re in the arctic.”

He thought about that. The Badwater was pretty damned hot. He could use the blanket for nights, it was light and could help him through the adjustment from normal 70 degrees to 120 degrees.

He could feel sweat running off him inside the blanket. Two minutes and he was drenched. And the Badwater could get as high 135 degrees.

“Why aren’t you wearing one?”

“I will. Right now it’s all about you. I need to check my readings, and if you collapse I’m going to have to haul you back.”

“I already feel like—“

“We’re going back.”

“But I didn’t even finish what I was saying?”

“Your readings said it for you. Finish that bottle of water. We’ll get another one in the garage. Then we need to feed you, and then back into the tub.”

He was okay with that.

“It’s funny,” he said.

“What?”

“I just finished a 100 mile ultramarathon and I have no stamina.”

They had only walked for five minutes and he was done. He was now hurting, and knew he was feeling the start of heat stroke. He was that weakened.

As if he didn’t know it, Leslie lectured him. “Running an ultra marathon will cause actual, functional changes in the heart. You’ve got electrical changes in thee cardiac nerves, and you may even have damage to your heart tissue.”

He was now so weak he was struggling, and he said nothing.

She helped him onto the path around the house and back into the garage. He sat on a stool, shoulders slumped, and sipped water. She gave him another Three Musketeers bar.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry you just ran a race that only one in a million people can run?”

“Sorry I’m so weak.”

“You’re weak because I was getting base readings. That won’t happen again. Oh, I’ll run you into the earth. You’ll feel fatigue like you’ve never felt it, but once you’re recovered I won’t endanger you.”

He snorted a half a chuckle. “That’s like a mugger saying ‘I’ll only beat you up a little bit.’”

They were silent for a minute, ate their bars, then he asked the million dollar question. He looked at her: “Why me.”

She sat on her own stool, sipped her own water. “Mile 67.”

“When I passed Joan?”

“Yep.”

“But you said that was stupid!”

“It was. Incredibly stupid, but you showed me something.”

“What?”

“The fact that you don’t want anybody in front of you. You showed me your competitive spirit. You showed me that even when you’re beat to shit you won’t quit.”

Funny. H had never thought of himself in that way. He knew he was competitive, but…there was only one thing he could say to that statement.

“Toss me another Three Musketeers.”


PART TWO

After a week he began cross training. No running, not for another week, but he was okay for that big no-no after racing, static stretches.

She started him off easy with yoga. Simple poses that required little twisting or deep stretching. She also adapted some of the movements more for calisthenics.

“This is silly,” he said.

“That’s because you’ve never done yoga. The purpose of yoga is to enable the body to train the mind.”

He gave her a light gimlet eye.

“Hold a painful pose, feel the pain, go through the pain, and your mind will become more capable in going through pain. And what is an ultramarathon?”

“Pain,” he nodded dutifully.

“We’re not going to do the full Lotus Posture for a few weeks, so just sit Indian style.”

She sat in the full lotus and watched him.

He struggled to sit, made it, and slumped.

“Back straight.”

“Oh, God.”

“Would you slump during a race?”

He straightened his back.

“Is that all the stretch you’ve got in your hips?”

“And every bit hurts.”

She frowned. “We’re going to have to do something about that.”

He was facing a wall, and there was nothing on the wall. No pictures, no clock, nothing.

Except…a piece of paper with a single word printed in large font.

WIN!

He focused his gaze on the word and began practicing deep breathing.

For the next seven days he still soaked, but only a half hour every day. He began doing simple things, calisthenics like squats, but he only did half stretches.

He was allowed a lot of free time, and found Leslie had a room filled with lots of good books. Not surprisingly, there were a lot of books on feminism.

He worked his way through The Golden Notebook, The Bad Feminist, Women Who Run with Wolves, and, of course, The Handmaid’s Tale.

The Handmaid’s Tale was interesting, but…bizarre. He liked it for the sexuality, profanity, suicide, violence, and he wasn’t put off by the anti-Christianity. It also led to a shouting match between him and Leslie.

She was pro-choice, he was pro-life, and she got right in his face with her choice and he felt like he was going to have to fight for his life. She ended the argument by saying, “When you have a baby, when you even have to worry about a baby, then you can talk about what I should do with my body. Until then shut your fucking mouth.”

They were in the kitchen, dinner was finished and they had been discussing tights vs bare skin when, somehow, the discussion had segued into The Handmaid’s Tale.

He stared at her, was angry, was put off by her illogical last statement, that he couldn’t have an opinion unless he had the appropriate biology, and he suddenly blinked and it spurted out of him. In his mind it was logical. The thought that a woman might turn into a Lesbian because she was afraid of having sex with a man. He blurted: “You’re a Lesbian.”

Her eyes widened. She didn’t have that bit of ‘intuitional logic’—now there’s an oxymoron if ever there was one—so she couldn’t follow how he could have come up with that. Her mouth opened like she was going to blast him, then she just started laughing. And laughing and laughing. And hearing her laugh, he started laughing, too. Then they wee both roaring, laughing hysterically.

That was the first night she came into his room.

He had just gone to sleep. He had discovered a batch of Grace Mansfield books and read late, then fluffed his pillow and turned off the lights. Almost immediately the door opened and a shaft of light shot across the room then disappeared.

“What?”

“Shhh.”

She lifted the covers and slid in next to him.

Tell the truth, him being a man, with all the vivid imagination that entails, he had expected her to come to him. He dreamed of it. Not because he was in love, but because he was a man.

He moved to kiss her, but she pushed his face away and reached for his penis.

He was naked, but she was clothed. She snuggled against him and stroked him.

A man, he was helpless in her grip, but didn’t know it.             

He tried again to kiss her.

“Stop that, or I’ll squeeze too hard.”

A couple of minutes passed. He was breathing hard, feeling her hand stroke him. His cock was hard in her hands and the slither of her grip brought a shiver to his hip.

“What are you doing?” he gasped, wanting to cum.

“Building energy. Use your yoga, discipline yourself. Store that energy.”

Another couple of minutes passed. Every time he started to get close, to move his hips, she stopped and waited.

“This has to do with running,” he wasn’t sure if he was asking a questioning or confirming something in his mind.

She said: “Woman do this automatically. We’re on the inside. You’re on the outside. We have to internalize you in this manner so you can save up your energy.”

“Like a woman.”

“Yes.”

He was twitching and moaning, wanted to cum in the worst possible way, when she stopped.

“Oh, please!” he begged.

“Do not jack off.” She kissed his forehead and got out of the bed.

“Oh, fuck!”

The door opened and closed.

He lay there, his hard penis pushing up the sheets, and thought about jacking off.

He wasn’t supposed to.

He needed to.

What possessed him, he didn’t know, but he got up and headed for her room.

She lived upstairs and he walked through the house, up the stairs, with his boner sprouting out in front of him.

He walked down the hallway, then stopped at her room. He finally realized what he was doing. Though infected by his stiff status, he yet retained a slight function of mind. Then he heard her.

Behind the door the slight buzz of a vibrator could be heard.

He was frozen. He should leave, but he had to listen. He put his ear to the door and held his breath.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

He reached down and gripped his cock.

“Uh…uh…uh…”

She had changed her sound slightly, and her moanings were coming a little faster.

“Unh…unh…unh…”

He stroked himself to the time of her, to the tune of her, but he didn’t cum. Not yet. He wanted to cum with her.

“Yes…oh…yes…”

He held his balls, he stroked, he controlled his breathing so she wouldn’t hear it.

“FUCK!” she groaned and he could hear the bed bouncing, the rustle of sheets as she thrashed on the bed.

He was determined to spurt, but stopped.

He looked down at his cock. It was hard and beautiful in the darkness. It was dripping. But…the training…he had promised…

He would always wonder if he was becoming kinky then, or was somehow remaining true to the promise of the program.

Whatever, he took his hand off his cock and tip toed back down the hallway.

The next morning, at breakfast, him looking worn and her looking fresh, he said, “I heard you masturbate last night.”

“What were you doing outside my room?” She didn’t seem mad.

“After what you did to me…I was hoping.”

She snorted. Then said, “Good. Now translate that into storing energy.”

They silently for a minute. then, “Why do you get to jack off and I don’t?”

A slight grin appeared on her face. “Because I already store energy. I’m a woman. I internalize. You’re a dope that needs to learn.”

He said nothing. Focused on his slice of cantaloup.

He began to run.

A good runner doesn’t only run in one style. That would be like wearing out a groove on a record. He ‘cross runs.’

One day he will work on sprints.

Another day he will run mid length.

Another day he will do the distance.

A good runner doesn’t run a marathon every day. He paces himself for the long term.

And, Leslie’s training methods followed the same concept.

Light yoga almost every day. Different calisthenics on different days.

She alternated certain types of foods, and he could never figure out if she was providing sustenance on whim.

She said not, that she was feeding him according to his readings.

Whatever. She was a good cook and he had enough to eat, so he wasn’t bothered on that point.

He was bothered by the mylar blankets.

At first he ran short distances with the blanket wrapped around him. Very short. A few steps in that hellish material and he was sauna-ed out. A mile and he staggered back and fell in the tub.

But she was intent on making him ‘heat proof.’

One mile turned into two. She focused on his readings. He drank water…and learned to hold a pebble in his mouth.

“It’s an old Indian trick,” she explained.

He had heard of it, but had never bothered with it. He was surprised when it worked.

The yoga became harder. He could feel his muscles changing. He was surprised when he found a new expansiveness in his body.

The mylar made him more able to endure heat:  if it doesn’t kill you. it makes you stronger.

The nightly sex sessions gave him, after he became used to it, more energy. That was one of the bigger shockers of her program. He never figured on that.

She began running with him after a month. She wore tights, which she explained as giving a compression to her muscles that was necessary. He didn’t try to understand it because it didn’t apply to him. But then she was a lot further along in her own training, her own methods, than he was.

She was a good runner. She was like a rabbit, able to corner better than him. He actually had a hard time keeping up when they went through tight corners.

On the long runs they were pretty even.

Then his suit arrived.

He had a constant hard on, it seemed. And he should.

She came to him every night and stroked him. On one day, when he was especially tired, she sucked on him, and that had finally started the energy kicking in him.

So, big hard on sticking out, which she ignored during the day, she handed him a suit made of mylar.

He unfolded the thing. “It looks like a space suit, or a haz-mat suit.”

“It’ll keep all your cooties on the inside.”

“I thought only girls had cooties?”

“They do. You have the inferior ‘male cooties.’”

They chuckled at the byplay, and he stepped into the suit.

It was, for a thin bit of aluminum, pretty tough. Metal, you know.

And it was a new degree of hot.

He was up to three miles of running with the blanket wrapped around him. But it was awkward, and the blanket was inefficient. The heat seeped out, and he even opened the blanket every once in a while, ran with his naked body, his cock bouncing, feeling the heated air of the desert cool him off.

Leslie, of course, told him not to do that.

“You’re wasting heat! Let it build up! Learn to suffer!”

Easy for her to say.

So he wore the suit and followed her through the desert. He watched her buns, tight and sexy, shifting. She was bound, so he never caught much bounce from her tits, but he could see those fabulous nipples.

God, he hungered for her.

But he had to stay with the training program.

So he followed her, and his competitive nature began to assert.

He had been beaten down enough with the super heat training, but now he was staying with her, and he wanted to pass her.

She knew it. On the runs where they had some distance and a flat opened up she would glance back at him. Grinning. Daring him.

And he would try. Lord, he would try. But she would scamper in front of him, even laughing, and he began to feel a hunger inside. He needed to pass her.

She came into his room.

He had finished Girl Decoded and The Witches are Coming and Whipping girl. He had turned off the light and waited, his cock throbbing.

She slithered under the sheets. She grabbed him, and he lay, dumbed down, wanting only the feel of her hand stroking him.

“You did well today.”

“Thank you.”

“But you didn’t pass me.”

He frowned. He wanted to pass her so bad.

“What the hell is wrong with you? We’ve only got three months left. You should be passing me every day.”

He was silent and she went down on him. She had a glorious mouth. Soft and hot and moist, and her tongue wrapped itself around the lip of his head and slapped the underside of his cock. She took a long slurp and he shivered uncontrollably.

“I’ve got a surprise for you.”

“What?” he asked, hoping for a fuck.

“Before I tell you what it is, I need to tell you that your yoga sucks.”

He groaned. Part sexual, and part knowing that his lotus position was not getting there.

“It’s in my hips. I just can’t stretch that far.”

“I know. You’re a man. You’ve got all sorts of inadequacies.”

“All right,” he said sourly, even though she was joking.

She ran a finger under his balls and touched his ass. To be precise, she massaged his anus.

“Fuck!” He jumped in surprised.

“Don’t move. I’m not going in tonight. I’m just acquainting you with your asshole. Do you know how important your asshole is?”

“I know that without it you’d be full of shit.”

She laughed, and it felt like she was poking her digit a half inch in.

“Your asshole is connected with your nervous system. If we can loosen up your asshole we can loosen up your nerves. If we can open up your nerves you’ll get more stretch. If you get more stretch you will run better.”

“I’ve always wondered,” he was breathing hard, trying to ignore his asshole even as it became all consuming, “Why the sideways muscles of the lotus position are necessary for the forward and back motion of the runner’s legs.”

“The tail bone is connected to the hip bone,” she answered. The hip bone is connected to the thigh bone.”

“Yeah, yeah. It’s all an interconnected mess.”

She massaged his balls as she rubbed his asshole and he had never felt anything so delicious in his life.

“I’m going to cum,” he blurted.

She gripped his cock and his body went through a series of jerks and twitches. He felt the semen struggling to. come up the shaft, but her hand wasn’t letting it go anywhere.

Heysoos! She hadn’t even been touching his cock, just his a-hole and rectum, and he had almost squirted.

When he had calmed down she laughed. “Lord, I didn’t know you were an asshole man.”

“What? I’m not—“

She put a finger to his lips and shushed him. “Not an asshole, just a person who gets off on his asshole.”

He grunted, tried to show his disgust for such an idea, but…he did like the way she had touched his asshole.

The sun was hot. The desert was silent. All animals had hidden under rocks. The only thing that moved were two humans. Silly humans.

One of the humans was female. The other was clothed in silver.

They rounded bounders, avoided cactus, adjusted gait for up or down, and came to a flat spot.

Leslie spurted, and grinned, and looked back. Mistake.

Jesse was pumping. His eyes were focused. He was beyond sweat and pain. There was only the space between him and Leslie. A space he had never been able to close.

Now it was closing. An inch at a time.

Leslie’s eyes narrowed. He was closer than she had thought, and she dug in. A hundred yards ahead the trail narrowed. Only room for one. If she could beat him to that…

But Jesse was not to be put off. He had adapted to the heat. It was his own. And now his hips were stretched. He lengthened his stride, matched her step for step, and finally he came nose to nose with her.

Twenty-five yards.

She gave it everything she had. She sailed, soared and sprinted…and he still pulled ahead. One inch, two inches, and, finally, he was ahead. The trail narrowed he led the way.

For a moment Leslie felt a flash of anger, then she let it go. Hell, this was what she wanted, right?

So why be angry?

And she knew, in her heart of hearts: because she was getting personally involved with him.

She had thought about this. She had girded herself, controlled her emotion, but…it was happening.

She fell in behind him as they angled through the desert on a big curve, then headed for home.

“This is a bra,” she said.”

“It is,” he said, staring at her.

“Put it on.”

“No electronic bio readers or whatever?”

“Plain old bra.”

He felt so damned awkward, but he put it on.

She handed him two breast forms.

“And what is this supposed to do?”

It was two months until race day, and she said, “You’ll find out in a couple of weeks.”

Running with tits was an experience and a half.

First, it was extra weight, and that was bad enough.

Second, it changed his body balance.

Third, he jiggled. Well, he didn’t jiggle so much as his fake boobs shifted in the cups.

He brought this up and she said. “Don’t worry”

“You’re making me wear this because I finally beat you, and you want revenge.”

“If I wanted revenge I’d let you cum.”

That weirdism shut him up.

So he ran with boobs, and in spite of the extra weight and awkwardness he was starting to seriously pull ahead.

Well, not actually pull ahead, but running was easier and easier in the heat, and it showed up on his bio monitor, which he still ran with, but which was hooked into his regular bra.

She made him wear high heels every couple of days. “It stretches your feet. She also made him wear bizarre shoes with a raised ball of the foot.

His feet and ankles and calves were really getting the stretch.

She sat on him when he was doing yoga, or pulled him. Or pushed him, or did whatever she could to get him in position, then she yelled at him if he broke that posture.

He felt like his back was going to break, or his legs twist out of their sockets. But when he ran he felt looser, stronger, almost like he was running on a cloud.

She entered his room without waiting for him to put his book away. She told herself it was because he needed more training. She knew it was because she couldn’t wait to be with him.

“Roll over and spread.”

He did so, and experienced nervous trepidation. She was opening up his hips…from the inside.

She had a small tool. He thought it might be some sort of dildo, but he didn’t object.

It felt too good to object.

She spent a half hour working it in him, and she had to stop and grip his weenie several times. He was on edge.

And he was building energy, storing it.

He felt like he was an exalted being.

One month, and she gave him ‘The Bra.’

The Bra had special cups. The cups were bladders that held water.

Now he understood. He walked with the bra and he jiggled. Like real tits.

“Can I do this?”

“Yes. Not only does the Badwater have a history of strange inventions, I called the officials and told them I was arranging a device for a runner to carry more water with him.”

He jumped up and down. Again his balance was off, but now it was off and jiggling back and forth.

“It’s going to be worse when I run.”

They sat down in the garage workshop and went over how he should run.

“I know you’re going to be wanting to drink the water right away,  to get rid of the weight, but you need to run to a point, then rid yourself of the weight gradually.”

“Do you know how much of an advantage I’m going to have.” Suddenly he blinked and jerked upright. “You’re going to sell these. There’s your profit.”

“Right. And books. And you’re probably going to be appearing on talk shows and telling everybody what it is like.”

“Holy fuck,” he brought his hands up and hefted the ‘water boobs.’ “The man who wore a bra. Nursing on the Badwater. This is an advertising wet dream.”

She nodded happily.

They ran. Now he wasn’t seriously ahead of her. He could sprint and push it, but the water slowed him down.

But, as he had acclimated to the extra heat, to wearing high heels and all the other little things she had him doing…he acclimated to the shifting burdens on his chest. And he began to seriously outdistance her. And she began to ride a quad to keep up with him.

RACE DAY

He stood on the starting line, at the bottom of Death Valley and looking up towards Mt. Whitney. He was wearing regular running gear, and he was actually a little cold. Death Valley and he wanted clothing. Or to run and build up some heat.

He was used to heat. He needed heat.

The other runners looked at him and snickered.

It was the bra.

That and the fact that he had female long hair which, in a moment of inspiration, Leslie had fashioned in a female cut.

“Let them think of you as weaker. When you pass them it’ll hurt more.”

And it was true. He wasn’t a world class runner in their eyes. He might be one in a million, but there are distinctions even in that classification.

They would see him as no threat, a joke when he barely kept up with the leaders, even fell behind a bit.

“One of the other leaders had asked him, half seriously and half jokingly, “Are you entering the female division?”

Another fellow had asked if he was transitioning, and it was obvious that he wondered if Jesse was going to pull a ‘compete in the woman’s division as a trans.’

He just smiled.

“Go!” And he set off.

He felt like a million dollars. He felt like he could run a cheetah into the ground, but he held himself back. Just barely within sight of the leaders.

Still, he was pulling away from the people that he usually grouped with.

Running the Badwater is a grueling experience for the runners, and a frantic experience for the support team. 135 miles, and the support team has to get to the ten mile check up posts and be ready. They had extra clothes, shoes, food, snacks, and lots of water. They had to drive cars quickly to get ahead, then scramble through the wilderness, then pack up and do it over and over. Runners would be running 24 hours plus, and the support teams had to keep up with them.

Jesse didn’t have a big support team. Just a couple of people who carried in back packs. They’d feed him, massage him, especially his legs, check his readings, and slap him on the ass.

“Got get ‘em!” Was what they said.

And he did.

Up and down, slowly climbing the difference between the lowest place on the American continent and the highest point on the lower forty eight states.

People spread out, dropped back, surged ahead.

The people in front of him didn’t surge so much as travel at a high rate of speed. They knew better than to waste themselves.

The people behind him, for all their surges and games, games which he had once played, fell further behind.

The third check out station. Thirty miles into the race. He was breathing easily. His legs felt good. His support crew put him on a blanket and rubbed him briskly. “How ya doing?”

“I’m good.”

They were women, and Leslie had filled them in on his training. They nodded and grinned and filled up his bra with fresh, cool water. A bit of protein and vitamins in the water.

Some of the leaders were taking a break, and he waited until almost all of them were up and running. Two were left, and he got up and hit the trail.

Around cactus. Watching for sharp rocks. The heat was seeping up his legs. It was well known that it is hotter closer to the ground, and he was running through 110 degree temp that was 130 for the foot above the ground. He blessed high heels, because his feet felt strong and powerful.

The two world class runners who had left the station after him passed him. They both gave him strange but appraising looks. Whether it was because he was still staying with the leaders, or because he was wearing a bra, he didn’t know.

He picked up his pace very slightly and stayed behind the second runner to pass him.

He dropped off a bit when they caught up to the leaders.

Fifty miles. He was tired. That was two marathons. But he was good tired. Not beat tired.

Yes, his body was breaking down. But it wasn’t breaking down like the other runners. They would wobble, slow to a fast walk, change their gait so they could rest their muscles.

He could pass them, but he knew better than that. He wondered how many percentage points he was better than them. Had he covered the 20% difference between a woman and a man? And how had that really translated in man to man?

Seventy miles. He wondered, as the heat sucked his soul, how Leslie was doing. She had qualified, and he hadn’t seen her since the start, when they had hugged and wished each other good luck.

He grinned and wouldn’t have been surprised if she suddenly zoomed past him and slapped his ass.

But she wouldn’t have wasted herself, and she had taught him not to waste himself, either.

He passed a runner vomiting on the side of the trail.

“Go,” said the vomiter. That was the spirit of the race. Past a certain point the runner realized that this wasn’t a race against one another, but a race to see who could survive.

Survive…and move the body from point A 135 miles to point B.

100 miles. He lay on the blanket. He could feel his legs now, but the heat wasn’t bothering him. After six months in the deep desert it was like he was part of the desert.

The girls filled his boobs with water. Fed him snacks carefully.

“I’m okay. I won’t throw up.”

“Okay.” But they were still careful.

When the lead runners started off he went with them.

He received some looks, but they were mindless, blank looks. Of all the runners only he was still self aware to any real degree.

He stayed with them. A long line of ten people chugging along, moving arms and legs and gasping for breath.

One fell back, clutching his stomach. He would run, he would complete, and he would still complete before the pack. And there was no shame. There was only dogged persistence and game determination.

Another one dropped back.

Eight people and Jesse. Fighting the heat, the soil underfoot, the air that grew thinner as they climbed.

At 120 miles, five more to go, there were only six. Jesse and five others. They lay on blankets. They ate. They couldn’t pee because they were dehydrated.

Jesse stood up and went to the starting line. He was suddenly the focus of stares.

“Go!” And the timekeeper clicked the electronic stop watch.

Jesse was hurting. But he was not hurting like he had for any other marathon or ultramarathon. Now he was only hurting a little. He wasn’t in danger of puking. His feet and legs were strong, and he began to pick up the pace.

For the first time in the history of the Badwater, in the mind of one man, it became a footrace.

Not a death march.

Not a grueling trek into hell.

A footrace in which he tried to reach the next station as if he was running the 440, and not a 135 mile killer.

Two of the runners got up and followed his example, but they weren’t able to catch him, and he disappeared into the brush and the cactus and the unrelenting heat.

A runner runs alone.

A runner runs with the limits of his mind and soul.

Ultimately, a runner races against himself.

Jesse was in another world. A strange land where critters ran and hid, his muscles strived to stay loose, and his mind…where was his mind?

On the next step. On the next breath.

He kept his vision focused on a distance. He would pick points and aim for them.

The next breath. The next pounding of the heart.

130 miles, and he was rested and gone before any other runners arrived.

He saw evidence of people. People staring and pointing. People waving. Then shouts of encouragement. People taking pictures. People stepping out and actually patting him on the back, wanting to touch the winner.

Now the miles passed as in a dream, his feet became light, and he saw the finish line.

A crowd. Trainers and support crew. His own support crew. Everybody cheering for him.

He crossed the finish line and stopped. His legs started to shake, but it was okay. People surrounded him. Photos and videos. He was held up and moved along, It was fifteen minutes before the next runner crossed the finish line.


EPILOGUE

The support crew drove them back home. Then hopped into their van and left.

They staggered into the house. Their bodies were nearly destroyed by the ultramarathon, but only ‘nearly.’

They stepped into the big tub and sat down to soak. They sat opposite each other and grinned.

Leslie had finished fourth. Better than she ever had before. But she was racing against women, and they all trained like women, so all she had expected to do was better her time. Which she had.

“You set a record,” she said, placing a foot against perineum to keep him from sliding. Tired or not, he had his usual big boner.

“I had people asking me about my training methods, my hair, the bra.”

“And?”

“I gave them your number and told them to call in three days.”

“They’ll probably start calling tomorrow.”

The phone started ringing in the other room. They looked at each other and laughed.

“Now, we have something to discuss.”

“Oh?” She knew what he was going to say. It was all over his face.

“It’s time for me to divest myself of this erection.”

She nodded, and with a straight face said, “So you’d like me to finish you off with my hand.”

He shook his head.

“Oh? You wanted to do it yourself?”

He shook his head again.

“Then what do you want?”

He slid around the tub and sat next to her.

She tilted her head and smiled like she didn’t know what he wanted.

“It’s pretty obvious that I’ve fallen in love with you.”

“It is? You have?” She acted surprised. It never would have fooled another woman, but he bought it.

A little red in the face, he blurted, “Do you think…I don’t know how you feel, but I was thinking of…of real sex.”

“Real sex? Like a penis and vagina sexual act.”

He nodded, and there was a desperation in his nod.

“You and me?”

He could hardly speak, and he nodded again.

She struggled to her feet, was careful not to slip.

“Well. Never in my life!”

She stood over him, hands on hips, then she lowered herself. She pushed his legs down and his cock stuck straight up. She sat on that and slithered down him.

“Oh!” he gasped.

She kissed him, and rode him, and the water sloshed back and forth in time to their movements.

He felt her pussy holding him, and he had never felt anything so good.

“We shouldn’t be wasting our energy,” she whispered into his ear.

“Huh,” his balls were full and he felt excitement gathering in his groin.

“We should probably just shake hands and part.”

He was caught, enraptured. He smothered her with kisses and tried to get more traction. She kept him down with her weight, though, and he struggled.

And the struggle made it all the more intense.

“Oh…I’m going to…”

“So soon?” she giggled.

“Oh…GOD!”

Finally, after the brutal training, the unbelievable race, he let loose inside her. Semen filled her hole and she held him, snuggled into him, enjoyed every last drop of him.

After a minute he gulped.

She said, “Is that all you’ve got?”

“No, he said. “Give em a chance. This is just one of the check points stations.”

“Well, as long as you understand that we’re in this for the ultramarathon.”

He kissed her tenderly, and said, “I do.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3GJ.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3GM.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc3GN.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!
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