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CHAPTER 1:

There was a new craze going around in underground clubs all over the place. Something sort of like an illegal fight club this new sensation involved mixed wrestling. While there was certainly nothing inherently illegal about a spirited battle of the sexes on a wrestling mat, it was the strange and kinky twist that made this fad beyond the realm of legality.

The matches always featured a man wearing nothing but shorts, and a woman wearing sports bra or bikini top and a strap on dildo on the lower part of her body. The object was deceptively simple; to get the other person naked and to stick you cock, real or prosthetic, into the opponent for a suitable length of time. For a man that meant until he climaxed, and for the female warrior there was usually a clock or a timer of some kind, the duration of which was set by local house rules.

If the man won he got some kind of cash prize, again usually varying from location to location, and the satisfaction of shooting his cum into his defeated rival. If the woman won she got the cash and something far more precious to her. She got to be a man again.


CHAPTER 2:

As crazy as it sounds that was actually the way these clubs operated. There were never any "real" women involved in the matches. Everyone knew that and that was kind of the point of the thing. It was a test of manhood with huge stakes on the line. If a man was victorious he could take his winnings and go home happy, but if he lost he would immediately be given a pill that would turn him into a woman and he would be forced to replace the newly liberated wrestler on the roster of female talent. The only way to get your body back was by winning a match as a female.

Now obviously if you knew where to get the pills that these clubs used for this gimmick than presumably you could lose a match, leave the building as a woman, and then take the pill that turned you back to a man, but those pills weren't easy to find, and the people who ran these clubs tended to make sure of that.

The clubs were usually located in a fairly nondescript warehouse kind of building, often in a not so good part of town. The "arena" might be fairly elaborate with an official wrestling mat, robes, or even a cage around the whole thing, or it might be a more casual affair. Seating was provided, usually in folding chairs or on benches, or a mixture of the two, and on busy nights at the more popular clubs it was often standing room only. Spectators paid to get in at the door and often times wagers were placed on the outcome.

With so much at stake the matches tended to be quite intense, as you can imagine. The thought of being defeated by a girl was bad enough, but knowing that if you did you would have to become one yourself until you could "win" your manhood back made the whole thing have almost a life and death quality to it. Nobody was faking anything and nothing was staged. It didn't need to be. You were fighting for your very cock.

When my friend Gary told me about the club he knew I went with him out of curiosity. It seemed kind of hard to believe that such a thing was true, or that such a place existed, but it was pretty much exactly as he had described it. I soon became caught up in the excitement of the crowd. It appeared that the girls didn't win all that often, but when they did the losing male was forced to take the pill in the center of the ring and turn into a woman right in front of the crowd, who generally weren't too kind or polite about things.

First came the humiliation of being fucked in the ass in front of an audience, and then the ultimate disgrace of literally being emasculated publicly. It was something that a man would want to avoid at all costs.

So why then was I sitting in my shorts, waiting for my turn to be called into the ring? A very good question. I guess I got kind of hooked on the thing and found myself attending matches regularly. Being a young, cocky, self-confident male, I couldn't imagine a scenario where I would ever be defeated by a girl, let alone a girl who had been such a wimp as a man to have lost in the first place. I didn't think about the consequences of losing because it didn't seem possible.

I had certainly seen by this time that the pill seemed to make most of the losers into fairly pretty girls, or at least not unattractive. Some of them actually turned out quite stunning. I was naturally hoping that I would be paired up with one of the hotter female contestants, but I was going to get my dick wet in any case so the looks thing wasn't that important to me.

It was a very exhibitionist thing to do, and obviously appealed to my "macho" side as it would demonstrate my male strength and superiority. There was something appealingly savage about the idea of wrestling a woman to the ground and sticking my dick in her. Obviously it was consensual, as everyone knew the rules and the risks, but it was a very interesting idea to combine the physical sport of wrestling, which was rather intimate in nature anyway, with a sex show payoff at the end.

Gary and many of my other friends were there to root me on, so that added to the thrill a bit. This was something I could probably brag about for a very long time. I was willing to put my balls on the line to prove my masculinity beyond the shadow of a doubt. For a young man that can be a pretty important thing to do, especially in front of those you knew.

"And now we present Andy Bracken vs. Sherry Winston!" the announcer called out as I took my place in one corner of the ring.

Opposite me was a fairly cute girl with nice tits who was shorter than me, and lighter, but seemed to have fairly well-developed thighs, something that worried me a tiny bit. I had absolutely no wrestling experience at all, but I was athletic, and in good shape, and I knew enough about the sport to know that a powerful lower body was an asset. Strong arms were good for pining somebody in place, but staying on your feet, or being able to push out of a hold seemed like the key to winning or losing, based on all of the previous matches I had watched.

The referee went over the rules again quickly, of which there weren't too many, and then a bell rung and we came out to face each other. There was no point in going straight for the kill, because you had to have your opponent naked first to count as a victory, so I tried to concentrate on getting the top off of Sherry.

That was easier said than done, because the girl was quick, and in no mood to have her top pulled off so my first couple of lunges resulted in me missing badly and landing on the mat. Each time I fell Sherry pounced on top of me and tried to pull my pants off. It's a weird thing to want to stop a woman from taking off your shorts, but under the circumstances I had no desire to see it happen. The really victorious men kept their pants on the whole time until they were in position to whip out their cock and finish off the vanquished. Plenty of men lost their shorts before ultimately winning, but it was kind of lesser win in the eyes of the audience.

My concerns about Sherry's lower body strength were proving to be founded as I repeatedly tried to get a grip on her, or force her to the mat, only to have her bounce right back up again before I could get her damn bikini off. I often wondered why some girls chose the skimpy bathing suit top over the more substantial sports bra but as I tried to get my hands on it I realized that the lack of material made it harder to grab. I did succeed in getting one of her boobs to pop out for a while, but once she had the chance she quickly stuffed it back in and resumed the match.

I also hadn't counted on how distracting those tits would be, or how incredibly hot it felt to be locked in some of those holds, or how tiring the match would get so quickly. I was actually getting a little nervous since I hadn't even gotten her topless yet when I was able to trip her up and forced her down on the mat, face first. This gave me the chance I had been waiting for to unfasten her bikini from the back but before I could do it she had used her legs to flip me over so that I was on my back and as she got off of me I realized that she was taking my shorts along with her.

Now I was sweating bullets. Not only had I failed to get her naked, she had done it to me, and that meant that from now on she would be looking for her chance to stick that damn dildo up my butt. I knew I had to be on the defensive, but on the other hand, I had to be aggressive enough to pull off her top.

Sherry looked tired, but she didn't look as tired as I felt. My asshole was the only thing standing between her and her chance to have her manhood restored and there was a real look of fire in her eyes as we began to circle each other.

We had some fierce contact as we both fought desperately and when I finally got her topless I felt like I was getting a second wind. But now that they were free those tits were even more distracting than before. They were actually my downfall.

At one point I had her pinned on her back, straddling her torso, with her arms pressed against the mat helplessly. I probably could have gotten into position to get my dick inside her, but her tits looked so inviting that I started to suck on her nipples. Any kind of kissing to touching like that was generally considered a sign of your domination, and many men verbally assaulted their opponent as well. That was something I had been in no position to do up until now.

"Squirm all you like baby, I'm going to fuck you now and there's nothing you can do about it," I bragged.

Apparently there was something she could do and she did it in a flash. Just when I thought she had run out of strength and surrendered to the inevitable she rolled out from under me and shoved my head to the mat, pinning both of my arms behind my back in the process. As the crowd roared with laughter and cheers I saw my life flash before my eyes and felt a very strange sensation as Sherry drove her dildo into my anus and held me in position as she fucked me up the ass in front of all of my friends and a crowd of strangers.

Tears came to my eyes, both from the discomfort of the anal violation, and from the shame of the humiliation I was suffering.

"Are you crying like a little girl?" Sherry taunted. "That's okay, sweetie, you're going to be one in just a moment."

The bell sounded and the match was over, but I knew it was only the beginning of the nightmare for me.


CHAPTER 3:

We were taken to stand in the center of the ring where the referee held up Sherry's arm in victory while I stood sullenly, with my eyes riveted to the floor. She was handed her money and the pill that would turn her back into a man, and exited the arena to thunderous applause. Then the referee took another pill out of his picket and stuck it in my mouth.

There was no point trying to spit it out or pretending like I had swallowed it. The pill started working almost instantly and there were some pretty scary looking dudes who stood off to the side, and guarded the door. I wouldn't get very far if I tried to make a run for it.

I suppose I was also too much in shock and too tired to even think about running at that point. It was like being led before a firing squad, except that there you at least had the mercy of a quick death. I had to deal with the ramifications of something far worse.

As I felt my body beginning to change and saw my cock shrivel up and ultimately vanish completely I was filled with the darkest gloom of my life. The crowd was letting me have it, and rightfully so I figured. I couldn't tell what my friends were doing but I could guess that they were enjoying the spectacle as much, if not more than anyone.

I was rechristened "Candy" Bracken, and that would be the name I would wrestle under until I had defeated some hapless man and become liberated like Sherry had done. I simply had to find a pill somewhere to get me out of this. I had no desire to ever set foot in this place again, let alone get in that ring, but if I couldn't come up with a solution on my own that was my only choice.

"Shake your tits baby!" someone called from the crowd.

"Does your ass hurt?" called another.

"Want to suck my cock, honey? You won't even have to wrestle for it," said a third.

I tried to tune these voices out as I walked sadly back to the dressing area, but it was hard not to hear some of the heckling. Sherry, who was back to being Jerry Winston now, was just finishing up getting dressed as I slumped on a bench.

"Tough luck baby, but at least you ended up a real looker. If you got to be a girl you might as well be a cute one, although I don't know if that body is built for wrestling. You might want to hit the gym before you get back in the ring," said Jerry, actually sounding more like he was offering advice rather than just gloating.

I tugged on my now ill-fitting clothes and realized to my shock that my t-shirt was quite tight and with no bra revealed my nipples clearly. Oh well...just more shame. I wished that there was a backdoor I could sneak out but I would have to exit through the main hall, where no doubt my friends would be waiting to give me all kinds of hell.

At first no one really said anything until we were all outside of the building. Then my pal Roger broke the silence.

"Cheer up dude, at least you look kind of pretty. Some of the chicks in there aren't too attractive. At least you got lucky with that," he pointed out.

Then everybody laughed and started the torture. It was jocular but pointed. Oddly enough I think the fact that I appeared to be female sort of threw them off guard and blunted their commentary. It was harder to make fun of me as a "sissy" and a "pussy" when I wasn't in my male body, and I also noticed that all of them couldn't keep their eyes off of my shirt.

Even though they knew who I was, and they were ribbing me for it, the sight of some nipples pressing against a thin shirt got the better of them. Not that I didn't understand completely. It was Sherry's damn nipples that caused me to lose focus and ultimately lose the match.

"So what was it like getting fucked in the ass?" asked another one of my friends, a guy named Samuel.

"Fuck that, what's it like having those nice titties?" Gary inquired. "You got to let us look at them."

"You already saw them," I reminded him, in my pouty new female voice.

"Yeah, but not up close," Roger pointed out.

"Fuck you!" I shot back angrily.

"Any time you want, baby," said Samuel with a grin. "You've got a sweet little ass...and it's all broken in now."

Somehow I held my tears back until I got all the way home. That's when the pain and the reality really began to sink in. I was stuck in this fucking worthless female body until I could win a match, or find a pill, neither of which would happen soon enough for my taste. The wrestling only took place on weekends, and you had to put your name on the list to get a bout, and as for finding the illicit drug on the street, I was totally clueless.

I would obviously have to call in sick at work, but even that wouldn't be totally easy because no one would recognize my voice now. I'd have to pretend that I was my own girlfriend or something. Hopefully it would work. Tomorrow I would have to do something to figure out where that pill could be acquired. I was determined to get it, even if I had to break into the club and try to steal one. But just to be on the safe side I decided to put my name on the list for the next available slot. If the worst happened, and I was stuck this way for an entire week, I'd at least have the chance to win back my cock. I just had to fight better and smarter, the way Sherry had done. It wasn't easy to beat a bigger and stronger opponent, but I knew it could be done at any rate. I was the living proof of that.

I really needed a shower badly after that grueling workout so I dragged myself into the bathroom and stripped out of my clothes. That was when the next shock kicked in. Staring at me in the mirror was a rather pretty girl, with a somewhat curvy figure. I could see now that my pals weren't just teasing me. Shit, they probably weren't even kidding about wanting to fuck me. I'd want to fuck me if I didn't know who I was.

It was under the warm jets of water that I started to finally relax a little bit. This was a problem, but a problem that could be solved. The main thing was to not panic. And boy that water felt good on my soft skin. Just rubbing soap on my breasts was suddenly kind of an erotic experience. I started to touch myself all over, and thought I was getting aroused, although it was more difficult to tell with no cock to jump up and get hard.

The last thing in the world I wanted to do at that moment was get turned on so I jumped out of the shower and toweled off quickly. I found some sweat pants with a drawstring that I could keep on my body without falling off and an old sweatshirt that was kind of stretched out that covered me up top. It wasn't terribly glamorous but it kept me from being naked. It was the best I could come up with on the spur of the moment.

I took a sleeping pill, because I knew I would never get to sleep without it, and lay in my bed sadly replaying the whole match in my head until I finally passed out. It was the most welcome sleep I had ever known in my life.


CHAPTER 4:

My day started with some phone calls. I called in sick at work and then I called the promoters of the wrestling match and begged them to sell me a pill or at least tell me where I could buy one. I wasn't rich but I was willing to pawn anything I owned to raise the cash, but they weren't interested in selling. In the end I settled for having my name put on the list.

"Now that's Candy with a C, right?" the evil cocksucker said on the other end of the phone.

They knew damn well how to spell Candy. They had just given me that name last night. I could hear the snickering in their voice as they assured me that I'd get a shot "real soon" at a rematch.

Then I called some friends that I knew had some experience acquiring illegal drugs, and pretended like I was calling on behalf of Andy Bracken, but once they heard the drug I was looking for they obviously knew it was me and that I had gotten stuck in a female body somehow. That seemed to provide a lot of amusement and assurances that they would keep their eyes open but no one claimed to have any idea where to score the stupid thing.

I looked on the Internet but I couldn't find any clues there either. It appeared that these wrestling clubs either bought up the local supply, or made some kind of exclusive deal for the product, or used their muscle to intimidate anyone who threatened their business operation. This is of course one of the dangers of getting involved in underground activity. You're often not dealing with the nicest people in the world.

I kept getting calls from my various friends asking how I was doing, and what my plans were, and offering to take me out for a bite to eat or a drink or something. It was so fucking transparent that it would have made me laugh if it hadn't made me so angry. Gary was the coolest, and he didn't seem to be angling for a date, but I was in no condition for socializing with anyone at the moment.

Ultimately I ended up spending the day in my apartment, eating crackers and watching TV. I never set foot outside and kept the drapes shut so that no one could see in, not that they would be likely to anyway.

Humiliation is a difficult thing to bear. It eats at you. It saps your life force. I had been brought down by my ego and now I was paying the price in a big way. Unless I could find those pills in a hurry my job was in jeopardy. I had vacation time, but you were supposed to put in for that in advance. Just missing an entire week of work was not going to fly. That just made me feel all the more desperate and depressed.

By the middle of the week I was running out of food and knew that I had to go to the store. Even though it was a fairly warm day I pulled on as many t-shirts as I could get to cover up my tits and then put a sweater on top of that. I found an older pair of jeans that had shrunk in the wash and managed to fasten a belt tight enough to keep them up. I put sunglasses on and wore a baseball cap, not that anyone would be able to recognize me the way I was, but I was taking no chances. If someone had happened to be at the arena that night they might remember me, as ridiculous a thought as that was.

I made my purchases as quickly as I could and stopped to get a large pizza on the way home. I could live on that for a few days if I had to. I kept getting phone calls and text messages and emails from my buddies but I got to the point where I just ignored them. The fucking perverts actually wanted to bone me, there was no doubt in my mind about that. I thought the worst part of it with my friends would be having to listen to them make fun of me, but this was a thousand times worse. What in the world made them think that just because I was now in a temporary female body that I would suddenly be interested in sex with men, or sex with anyone for that matter. Sex was the last thing on my mind.

Which of course it really wasn't. When you suddenly find yourself completely transformed into another gender it's pretty hard not to be a little curious about your new body. I touched myself sometimes, without even thinking about it usually. It was all so strange and mysterious and I figured there was nothing wrong with masturbating. I would have been jacking off as a man anyway, so I was just doing the same thing with the equipment I had handy.

It felt good to play with my pussy. There's no point pretending or lying about it. I'm sure real girls do it all the time. Why wouldn't they? Getting a little sexual relief seemed to help me relax, which was something I desperately needed to do. I felt so caged up in that damn apartment all alone.

When the call finally came telling me that I was on the schedule for Saturday night I nearly wept with joy. Finally I would have my chance to end this charade. Of course I had to win my match, but having learned a few things from my first bout I felt better prepared to handle myself in the ring a second time. That is, until I saw who I was matched against.


CHAPTER 5:

Aaron Jimenez was a beast of a man. He was a regular competitor, and had never been defeated. His body looked like it was made of iron and his muscles bulged all over. Standing across the ring from him, my pathetic little dildo sticking out in front of me, I felt my heart sink.

I had foolishly not prepared well for this event to begin with and had neither a sports bra nor a bikini. I had just taken a tank top and cut it off at the bottom but I soon realized that it would probably be pretty easy to dispose of, one way or the other. I just couldn't bring myself to actually go out and shop for anything, and by the time I realized that I needed something it was too late to order it online.

Aaron was strong but he was also big and quick on his feet. I knew that he also liked to toy with his opponent so that was pretty much my only hope. If I could get him to be overconfident enough I might just have a chance to sneak in a lucky move and stick my dildo up his butt.

As much as I desperately wanted to win this match the idea of ass fucking another man brought me no pleasure at all. It seemed so creepy and gross, but it was what I had to do to literally survive, not that I had much of a chance of beating him anyway.

We circled around each other for a bit and then he very neatly slammed me to the mat and straddled my stomach. He leaned across me with one arm over my head, holding both of my arms down while he stuck his free hand under my shirt and started to grope my tits. He could easily have ripped my shirt off right then and there but he was in no hurry.

"Nice titties, baby. Big and round, the way a woman should be. I'll bet you like that, don't you honey?"

I clenched my teeth and fought with all of my strength to throw him off but I was powerless. After satisfying his amusement with my boobs he simply got up and we started to circle again. Suddenly he managed to get behind me while we were both still standing and he stuck his arms under my armpits and literally tore my shirt in two. I clutched at the front, trying to cover myself back up but he simply grabbed the back of the shirt and pulled it off of me, tossing the ruined item off to one side as the audience erupted with cheers.

I kept trying to conserve my strength for one big push at the end that might save me, but that just resulted in me being tossed around the mat like a rag doll. When he had me pinned on my back again instead of grabbing my tits he pulled his rather huge cock out and started to slap me in the face with it.

"Go ahead and suck it baby, you know you want to," he chuckled.

"No, no, no!" I growled as I tried to keep turning my face away from his dick.

That proved to be as futile as everything else I had tried so I figured it was better to keep my mouth shut so that he wouldn't be tempted to shove his cock into it. I knew I shouldn't be wasting my energy when he had such a strong grip on me but I couldn't help but struggle. After a while he got up again and just stood there, waving his cock around.

"Come on, honey, why fight it? I've got a nice big cock for you. You know I'm going to fuck you eventually so why not save your strength and come and get it while you can enjoy it?" he said before stuffing his prick back into his shorts and getting ready to attack again.

When he got me on my knees in a chokehold I thought he was going to pivot around behind me and finish me off, but instead he just stuck a hand between my legs and started to finger my pussy.

"You're so wet, baby, you can't hide that. Don't you want to give up and stop all this fooling around?"

"No," I hissed angrily.

"A little wildcat, huh?" Aaron said with a laugh. "I like a girl with spirit. Let's see how you get out of this one."

Keeping an arm around my neck he wedged me up so that I was lying on my back on top of him. One of my arms was stuck under my own body and the other was kind of flailing desperately but finding nothing to really grab or push. I had felt his big cock rubbing up against me all night long but now I realized that he had used the time toying with my gash to get himself hard. I could feel it pressing up against my butt crack and knew that the game was over for me.

Still I struggled the best I could until he maneuvered himself enough that he could shove his cock into my pussy. I'm sure the crowd was going nuts but I didn't really notice. My struggling soon stopped and I was completely mesmerized by what my body was experiencing. I knew I was defeated. He was bigger and stronger and he proved it with every move in that ring. I couldn't be blamed for that. I did the best I could.

Then I felt myself starting to respond to his thrusts, now that I wasn't resisting him anymore. My useless rubber dick was just bouncing away as Aaron's very real and very hard phallus fucked me hard and fast.

"That feels good, doesn't it baby?" Aaron said softly in my ear.

"No...I don't know...maybe...oh, God...oh...oh...oh!"

"I like you girl. I think maybe we could have some fun later without all these bullshit to distract us. I know you want to suck my cock. I could see it in your eyes."

I had no reply. I just whimpered and took it like a good girl. What else could I do? I had been turned on almost from the beginning of the match. Every time I felt his hard body restraining me, or his big cock rubbing up against some part of my bare flesh I got a tingle. When he tore my shirt off I thought I was going to have an orgasm. Maybe I did. He was right that I was pretty wet.

I have no idea how long he banged me. Since I wasn't fighting anymore I just let myself go and marveled at the way my body was behaving. He had released the hold from my neck, which might have given me a chance to escape, but I wasn't going anywhere and he knew it. He clamped his powerful hands down on my titties and squeezed them as he began to ejaculate inside me.

Then it was finally over and I stood in the center of the ring as the loser for the second straight time. Aaron got his money, and a well-deserved round of applause, and I picked up my worthless shirt and slunk back to the dressing area.

"Nice try, honey. Better luck next time," said Aaron as I fumbled around for my stack of t-shirts. "You got plans for tonight?"

I just looked at him blankly and shook my head.

"Why not come back to my place?" he suggested. "We can grab something to eat on the way, maybe a nice bottle of wine, and then pick up where we left off. My bed is a lot softer and more comfortable than that mat."

"Okay," I said softly as I pulled on my baggy jeans and the rest of my "bag lady" attire.

I had nowhere else to go that mattered. No one that I wanted to talk to. No one that I wanted to be seen by. Aaron was a stud and he had defeated me fair and square. He was all man and I was obviously no man at all, and for the first time that didn't seem to bother me as much as it should have.


CHAPTER 6:

I don't believe that you can actually fuck a person into having an entirely different attitude or outlook on life. I doubt that having a man stick his dick in me suddenly made me gay or something. I think it was largely the fact that I had always admired male strength and physicality that made it so easy to yield to a man like Aaron, who seemed to be everything that I had wanted to be, but fallen quite short of.

As a spectator I had loved watching the matches, especially when a guy like Aaron was in the ring and totally dominating his opponent. It's what made me want to try it. I wanted to feel that alpha male surge of primal conquest. A psychologist would probably say that there's a homoerotic element to that, and maybe they're right.

I had no problem looking at naked, or partially naked muscle men strutting around the ring with their dicks hanging out. I respected the work they put in to get a body like that. I always meant to spend more time in the gym but never seemed to get around to it.

I had felt the erosion of my idea of manhood by being defeated the first time and being subjected to such a degrading display. Losing as a girl to a guy like Aaron only seemed to reinforce my worst fears that I was nothing like the man I thought I was, or thought I wanted to be. In the weird state of mind I now found myself in I figured that if I couldn't defeat him I could at least be his bitch.

Aaron turned out to be surprisingly pleasant company. We ate some Chinese food and drank some wine and he didn't try to rub my defeat in my face or even discuss the match much at all, except to give me a couple of pointers that he thought might help me next time.

"Why don't you get out of those baggy clothes and make yourself comfortable. A beautiful babe like you needs a better wardrobe," he suggested.

I pulled off my clothes without comment or hesitation and sat on the couch next to him buck naked.

"That's much better, honey. You look so fine. Don't hide it behind that junk. You should show off your assets," he said as just before he kissed me.

Then he pulled his pants down and his semi-erect dick was on display again. My eyes went straight to it and stayed there.

"Why don't you get me hard, sweetie, then we can have some real fun," said Aaron, more as a statement than as a question or suggestion.

I put his cock in my hand and felt its warmth. As I began to stroke him it reminded me of all the times his prick rubbed up against me during the match, and how excited that had made me feel. The more I stroked the harder and hotter he got until he had a marvelous big erection.

"Now put it in your mouth girl. You're going to want to learn how to do this so you might as well get started right now," he said casually.

He was probably right, I thought. I probably would end up doing this eventually. Why not do it while I had such an impressive piece of man meat right in my hand? I bent over him and opened my mouth, giving the tip of his dick a lick or two before I wrapped my lips around him, maybe two inches or so deep. Then I pressed my tongue up against his shaft and started to bob my head up and down on his cock while I continued to stroke him with my hand. Sometimes I just stayed up around the tip and other times I bobbed a little lower and got a bigger helping of hard on down my throat.

There really wasn't all that much to it, I thought. There was no way I was ever going to go balls deep on this guy, but he seemed to be enjoying what I was doing just fine. It wasn't bad at all, really, it was actually pretty stimulating. Aaron reached over and stuck his hands between my legs, just as he had done in the ring, and I felt my pussy being probed and poked once more.

"Nice and wet again," Aaron commented contentedly. "That's when I knew you were made for this baby. You were fighting and crying and trying to push me away but all the time you were secretly getting turned on. That's so fucking hot."

God, he was right. I couldn't deny it. I knew from the start that I had almost no chance. Why did I fight him so hard? Why did I waste all that energy? He could tell that I was horny and just prolonged the thing to get me even more worked up. Then I quit fighting. Even when he slipped up and released his grip on me for a second I never even thought about trying to break free. His cock was inside me, filling me, pounding me, making me lose my senses.

When Aaron stuck a finger up my ass I was suddenly reminded of my first defeat and the shame I had felt feeling that girl banging me from behind with her toy prick. Surprisingly that didn't bother me now. I was bigger and stronger than that girl but I lost to her anyway. What did that say about me? I probably got what I deserved. And I hadn't just lost to Aaron, I had been totally dominated by him, which didn't seem to bother me at the moment either.

"That's so good baby...you suck cock like you've been doing it your whole life...maybe you have, for all I know," Aaron said as he put his hand on my head. "You shouldn't worry about losing in the ring. You never really had a chance. Your body wasn't built for taking down big men, it was built for going down on them, just like you're doing now. Why get that pretty body all beat up for nothing when you could be using it to have a good time?"

That made a lot of sense to me. It was pretty rough in that ring. I had the bruises to show for it. I might even get seriously injured sometime. Was it really worth it just to get my cock back? The world was full of cocks already, like the one I was sucking on. If I wasn't good at wrestling it didn't mean that I couldn't be good at other things...like giving head, for example.

Aaron didn't finish in my mouth and instead had me sit on his lap, facing him, with my legs kind of hunched up like a frog. I put my arms around his neck and lowered myself down onto his waiting member and let out a little moan as I realized how much deeper he was going into me than he had been able to do in the position we were in on the mat.

"Fuck, you're so big," I moaned as I began to use my frog legs to work my body up and down on his shaft.

"Big and hard, just the way you girlies like it," he said proudly.

"Oh, I do like it. It feels so good in my wet little pussy."

"And it feels good to be all up inside you, baby. You're nice and tight."

"Oh, God...I shouldn't be feeling this way," I whined.

"Of course you should. A hard man in a soft woman. A little girl riding a big dick. It's the most natural thing in the world. Just let yourself enjoy it. Don't fight it. Why in the world would you want to fight something that feels as good as this?" he said.

He was right. Why would I want to fight it? I suppose there was some part of my brain trying to resist at that moment, but it was so deeply buried that it never made its way to the surface. I think I just felt too good to realize how bad I was really feeling.

When he got ready to finish he had me hop off and get on the floor in front of the couch between his legs. Then he started to slap me in the face with his cock, which was fully erect this time, unlike in our match, and when he started to cum he grabbed my head and shoved his throbbing prick into my mouth.

"Oh yeah, baby, taste that cum. That hot cream is all for you. Drink it all down like a good girl. You're going to have a lot of cum in your mouth from now on I bet!"

His cum was thick and warm and there was so much of it that I couldn't seem to swallow it fast enough so some of it sort of dribbled out of my mouth and ran down my chin. I think I was still trying to milk him after he had finished, but since he was holding my head there wasn't anything else to do really.

When he finally let go of me I just looked up at him with kind of wide eyes, cum still dripping from my face. I probably looked pretty damn stupid, but I didn't feel that way. I just wanted his praise.

"Did I do okay?" I asked hopefully.

"Fuck yeah, baby, you were born for this," Aaron said enthusiastically. "I think you're a real slam-masterpiece in the works. Now go get cleaned up in the bathroom over there and hop in bed. I'll be along shortly."


CHAPTER 7:

I did as I was told and found myself staring into the mirror again. The first time had been a shock, then throughout the week I started to get used to that reflection more and more. Now I enjoyed what I was looking at for the first time, even if I did have another man's cum on my face. It was a pretty face. Not beautiful, perhaps, but I could probably enhance my looks with some cosmetics if I figured out how to do it. And my tits were especially nice. Not huge, but round and full enough. It was a hot little body. Not great for wrestling, perhaps, but ideally suited for other sports...like sport fucking.

I waited for Aaron in his bed and when he finally arrived he wanted to take some pictures of me. I figured he probably had a pretty good collection of his conquests already but I didn't mind being another trophy on his mantel. He had me pose on my back with my legs wide and pressed back, and on my knees, reaching behind my butt to spread my pussy open, and a couple of other shots as well. Then we got under the covers and turned on the TV for a while.

We fucked again before we finally went to sleep and in the morning he had me make breakfast, which I would have done at home for myself anyway, so it was no big deal. I had followed him to his place in my car so I just drove myself home and tried to figure out what the hell was happening to my life.

Being back in my familiar surroundings, being reminded of my true identity kind of broke the spell I had been under. Being with Aaron last night everything seemed to indicate that I was in complete surrender, but slowly I started to come back to my senses. He had caught me at the perfect time. I was completely vulnerable and he took advantage of it, not that I really blamed him for that. Everything he said seemed so accurate and true. Everything I did and felt seemed to just confirm it. But that was kind of like a dream, and now I had to face reality.

The reality was that I had another week of being female ahead of me. A week at least, since there was no guarantee there would be a spot for me available. I needed to do something about my job, and I needed to do something about my wardrobe. It was too damn hot to go around with half a dozen shirts on all the time, and I definitely needed a better top to wrestle in.

I didn't go too overboard with my purchases, but they sure started to add up in a hurry. The thing of it was I had no idea exactly how long I was going to be stuck like this. It might just be another week, or two weeks, or a couple of months, or who knows? If I kept getting paired up with studs like Aaron it was going to be a very long time before I got my old body back.

It seemed like it might be a good idea to try and learn some basic wrestling moves and to being working out. Hopefully I'd get lucky and be matched up against some pussy soon enough, but I didn't mind putting in the work, even if it proved to be unnecessary. It gave me something to do and let me focus my mind on winning instead of just wallowing in my defeat and sinking even lower into that female trap.

On Monday morning I just put on some of my new female clothes and went straight to the office. No one recognized me at all, which wasn't surprising, and I asked to speak to my boss, Mr. Jenkins. After waiting a few minutes I was sent into his office.

"What can I do for you Miss Henderson?" my boss said politely.

I had used my mother's maiden name instead of my real last name. I didn't really want Julie, the receptionist, to have any hint that the girl standing before her was really Andy Bracken. I'd always had kind of a crush on her and couldn't bear the thought of being so totally debased in her eyes.

I proceeded to tell my whole story to Mr. Jenkins. Well, leaving out the pornographic parts that seemed somewhat irrelevant. Jenkins just looked at me hard for a long time, trying to figure out whether this was some sort of a prank, I guess, but I also got kind of creepy feeling that he was checking me out as a sex object as well.

"I've heard about those clubs," said Jenkins when he finally spoke. "Aren't they illegal?"

"Yes sir," I said softly. "I'm sure I've violated all kinds of company rules and I'm truly sorry about that. I didn't want to lie anymore and keep pretending that I was sick when I was completely ready to come to work, but hopefully you can see now why I was afraid to do so."

"Perfectly understandable under the circumstances," said Jenkins rather warmly. "I'm glad you came to me. I used to do a little boxing myself when I was younger. Nothing like the feeling of a little manly competition to get the juices flowing. I guess this is what your generation is doing now."

I was shocked at how well he was taking this, and at how compassionately he spoke to me. Then I thought about the way my friends had reacted right after I lost that first match. Because I was a pretty girl with a nice figure they were thrown off balance. Their natural instinct was to be nice to girls and try to butter them up. If I had just come in here and told Jenkins that I had skipped work for a week because I had been on some bender doing illegal drugs he would have kicked me out within two seconds. But seeing the repentant young woman sitting before him he was full of sympathy, probably mixed with lust.

"I think it might be best to take you out of the field while you're in this...condition," Mr. Jenkins said pleasantly. "It's the busy season so we could always use some help in the office. Just filing and answering phones, that kind of thing. It shouldn't be too hard to get the hang of. I'll just say that Andy is taking some time off to recover from a back injury or something so no one needs to know who you really are. You'll just be Miss Henderson, the new girl in the office."

"Oh, thank you so much Mr. Jenkins. You have no idea what a relief that is. I've been going through such a tough time lately that the thought of losing my job on top of everything else was almost too much to bear."

"Think nothing of it," he said as he came around from behind his desk and put a hand on my shoulder. "You've always been a good employee. I'm sure this will all get sorted out eventually. Now I know this must have been a very trying experience for you so why don't you just go home and rest up and when you come in tomorrow everything will be set up."

I was so happy I practically wanted to kiss the man. I ended up shaking his hand instead and noticed that he held it just a tiny bit longer than was probably appropriate but I didn't mind in the least. If he had told me to get under the desk and suck him off to save my job I probably would have done it. That might still be in the works, for all I knew, but at the moment I had one giant weight lifted from my shoulders.

I suddenly realized that I was going to need a few more items of clothing if I was going to be working in the office as a woman. I would need some appropriate office attire. I went home first and did a little research on what sort of things I should probably look for and then hit the shops again, this time feeling much better about it, knowing that I would still have a paycheck coming in to cover these unexpected expenses.

This being female business did seem to have some definite advantages, especially when it came to dealing with men. At least the average man, at any rate. Around an aggressive alpha male like Aaron I was afraid that I would go weak in the knees again, but that had brought its own rewards with it.

So for a while I was going to be Candy Henderson who worked in an office and worked out in her spare time. That didn't seem so terrible to me. It was only temporary. I had a plan of action and all I had to do was stick to it and try not to lose my mind completely along the way. I suppose that last bit was the part I was most worried about.


CHAPTER 8:

It was a pretty small office so there weren't too many "introductions" to make and Julie was especially helpful in getting me set up at a desk and explaining my new duties to me. I didn't have much clerical experience but I figured that I could learn pretty quick. Nothing they were asking me to do seemed too difficult.

At lunch all the girls went out together and invited me to join them. That scared the hell out of me but I didn't want to come across as snobby or unfriendly so I went along. They were very chatty and it was kind of fascinating to see them in this mode. I knew all of them, of course, but they wanted to know about me so I had to do some quick thinking to answer their questions. It seemed to go pretty well. Nobody was really all that interested in my life story, they were just making polite conversation. Then things got a little spicier.

"Oh my God, did you see Hector with his shirt off the other day? Talk about ripped," said one of the girls in a hushed sort of giggle.

"No kidding," echoed another.

I knew the Hector they were talking about, and he did have a pretty nice body. It was just kind of a shock to find out that the girls in the office talked about the male employees that way. I wondered if they ever talked about me.

The others did most of the talking, which was fine with me, but since they were on the subject of men they did ask if I had a steady boyfriend.

"There's a guy I see sometimes, but it's nothing serious," I said, thinking of Aaron.

"Is he cute?" asked Julie.

"He's gorgeous," I replied, feeling a little weird to be praising another man in front of a woman I lusted after.

"Sounds like it might get serious pretty quick," another girl teased.

"Oh, I don't know," I said a little bashfully, possibly blushing in the process.

It was time to get back to work so I was sort of saved by the bell. I really didn't want to get dragged into a conversation about my boyfriends or my sex life or anything like that. I felt like I had kind of dodged a bullet there, so I would have to be very careful about what I said in the future.

Hopefully the female future would be a short one and I could stop this ridiculous masquerade. I had a match scheduled for this weekend and felt a bit more prepared, although you can only learn so much in a week. At least I had a top that would be harder to remove and that might buy me some time to try out some of the techniques I had been studying.

Mr. Jenkins had actually asked for the address to the place. He said he wanted to come along and provide "moral support" during my next bout. I had no idea if he was actually out there, and it seemed kind of weird to be performing like this in front of my boss, but it was far better for him to be a willing participant in what I was doing rather than holding it against me.

When I got in the ring and saw my opponent my heart sank to my feet again. His name was Michael Cunningham, and while I had never seen him wrestle before, he was a pretty impressive specimen of manhood, much like Aaron was. He did seem kind of cocky, flexing his muscles and even blowing a kiss at me before we started. Hopefully I could use that to my advantage. I had to be smart and I had to be quick and I had to conserve my strength for the key moments when I would get my window of opportunity.

All of that didn't matter. Within minutes he had me held up in the air with my legs wrapped back over his shoulders. I was afraid he was going to pile drive me to the mat straight down on my head but instead he just held me there while he licked my pussy. I tried to use my arms to help me break free but it wasn't getting me anywhere.

Suddenly I had a stroke of genius. My arms weren't doing me any good at releasing me from his grasp but they could grab his shorts. I let him lick me as long as he wanted and just as he was getting ready to dump me to the floor I reached behind and took his pants in both hands. As I went down to the mat his pants went with me. That caused him to lose his balance and he fell on his back.

With his legs momentarily just kind of sticking up in the air I was able to get his shorts all the way off and tossed them aside in a moment of triumph. I was actually winning! I think I got a little carried away because I jumped on his chest without really restraining his arms in any way. I tried to shove my dildo in his face and taunted him about it, which just gave him the chance to use his free hands to reach behind my back and unfasten my bikini top.

Instinctively I reached around behind my own back in an effort to fasten it back up but that gave him the chance to grab it from the front and yank it off of my body, causing my boobs to be fully exposed.

Next he folded me backwards like a pretzel while he squeezed my tits hard and tweaked my nipples to the delight of the onlookers. I was in a terrible position and getting kind of dizzy from having all the blood rush to my head again.

I suddenly thought about Mr. Jenkins and wondered if he was out there in the audience. What could he possibly be thinking seeing me like this? Was he shocked and appalled that he had been so lenient with me, or was he sitting there jerking himself off, dreaming of having my titties in his hands like Michael had them now?

It's a bad idea to let your mind wander in the middle of a wrestling match and pretty soon I was being tossed around again. It seemed like Michael was a little pissed off that I had gotten him naked so he was throwing me to the mat especially hard. The pounding was starting to take a toll on me and I didn't know how much more stamina I had.

The match was still even, as far as both of us being naked went, so I still had a chance to make a move that might catch him by surprise again. Unfortunately that opportunity never presented itself and I was the one trapped on the floor, face planted into the mat as Michael got on my back and grabbed my arms. Once he had both of my wrists locked in the grip of one of his hands he slid down so that he was straddling my butt. Then he used his other arm to lift me by the waist, keeping my legs pinned down with his own legs.

I was helpless, and he knew it, and there was nothing to do now but wait for the obvious defeat that I was about to suffer.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you little bitch," Michael snarled. "You thought you were so smart getting my pants off. You just made it easier for me to get my cock inside you."

"Please...please..." I moaned softly, not sure whether I was pleading for mercy or pleading for cock.

Cock is what I got. Big, hot, hard, manly, cock. Plunging into me from behind while I whimpered and squirmed. If Jenkins was there he was getting quite show. Everybody was. My moans were getting louder and louder as Michael humped me like a dog, and pretty soon I was even begging for it.

"Oh, yes...fuck me hard...fuck my little pussy," I cried, to the delight of all assembled.

There was really nothing better at these matches than to see the moment where a girl finally surrenders and starts to enjoy her humiliation, in spite of herself. Some girls fought it all the way, and others just seemed to accept their fate quietly, but when a girl gave in completely and acted like a total slut, the way I was doing now, it was precisely the ending everyone was hoping for.

"If I let your arms go will you try to run away?" Michael asked.

"No. I want you to fuck me," I replied in kind of an immature voice.

"Good girl."

Michael let me put my arms out on the mat and stopped restraining my legs. It was a complete act of domination on his part. He was demonstrating to everyone that he had tamed me and that I was willing to comply with whatever he wanted. Even so he grabbed my hair at one point and pulled it back hard. I was creaming like a mad thing and that seemed to just add to my sensory overload.

"Fuck, that feels so good," I said in a moan that caused the last word to drag out forever.

He blasted his load inside me and I just stayed on all fours as he pulled out and came around to stand in front of me, preparing the coup de grâce.

"Suck it bitch," he commanded.

I opened my mouth readily and let him put his wet dick inside me. The match was over, I had lost, there was no need for this finale, but I didn't care. I had given up a long time ago and tasting his cock, which was sticky from both his cum and my own, seemed like an appropriate way to conclude things.

He got his money and I got an enormous ovation, probably the loudest I had ever heard in that place. People literally stood and cheered. When I lost before I just slunk away in shame, barely able to find the strength to move my legs, but it appeared that I was becoming something of a fan favorite. It had been a good show. I did try my best, and even got the advantage on him briefly. I actually managed to smile and wave to the crowd before heading back to the changing room.

When Michael offered to buy me a drink as consolation for losing I accepted happily. It looked like I was going to win by losing yet again.


CHAPTER 9:

"So how many bouts have you won so far?" I asked as we sat sipping our beers at a local watering hole.

"That was my fourth at that place, but I've wrestled at a few others, as well," Michael replied.

"And do you always take your vanquished foes out for a drink before you take them home and fuck them?" I asked teasingly.

"Not always. With some chicks fucking them once is more than enough. They're not all babes like you, honey."

"Thanks. I'm glad I made the cut," I said with a smile. "It makes losing a little easier to take."

"You shouldn't think of it as losing. The deck is really stacked against you pretty hard. You did the best you could. And that was a pretty slick move getting my pants off like that. I hadn't seen that one before. Now I'll have to keep my guard up."

"Why do you keep doing it?" I asked.

"It's fun. I make a few bucks, get my dick wet, maybe end up with a nice piece of ass like you. Why do you do it?"

"To get back to being who I was," I replied, somewhat surprised that he would even have to ask.

"Is that so important to you?"

"Well, yeah, of course."

"Don't you like being a girl?"

"That's kind of beside the point."

"If you say so."

I was a little thrown off by this line of conversation. I would have figured that a guy like Michael, of all people, would know how crucial it was to get my manhood back. I mean putting aside the logistical problems of an unexpected gender change, what man wouldn't crave having his cock and balls restored?

Of course looking at it from Michael's perspective it was probably hard for him to think of me as ever having been a man at all. I'd obviously been defeated by a girl somewhere along the line, and I had totally succumbed to his strength and welcomed his penetration of me, and now I had agreed to go back to his place and let him have his way with me again, without even having to talk about it or work up to it. He offered me a drink but we both knew he meant cock.

It was strange how easily I gave myself to this type of man. I meant it when I said that it made losing easier to take. After being disgraced in the ring the last thing in the world I should want to do was go out and get nailed by the guy who had just brought me down, but I knew he was going to make me feel good all over, and I started to think of it as a pretty great consolation prize.

Still, the idea that I would be indifferent about wanting to go back, or possibly even prefer things the way they were was awfully difficult to comprehend. I was certainly starting to get used to the ritual of getting dressed up for work, something that used to be not much trouble at all, and I actually kind of enjoyed the camaraderie of the girls at the office. People had tended to seem more pleasant to me in general, whether I was out shopping for groceries, or on the phone with a client, or whatever.

At the gym where I was working out I did kind of resent the constant attention I seemed to be getting. I used to be able to go in there and just do my thing without anybody noticing or caring or bothering me, but these days I sort of felt like I was on display every time I went in there. I expected that in the ring, but it was disconcerting when it happened in normal life.

I didn't really worry too much about having sex with Michael tonight. I mean he had already fucked me once, and I had let him put his cock in my mouth when I didn't have to, so this just seemed like a continuation of what we had started in the ring. I knew that these big boys did things to my brain, but I had also seen how quickly I recovered later.

Although we were both probably going to work up a sweat again later Michael suggested a shower and I happily scampered on in with him. Now showers have always had some kind of sexual connotation to me. For one thing you're naked and touching yourself all over. And the jets of hot water can feel sort of like you're getting a message, especially if you have good water pressure or a fancy shower head. For me the shower now always reminded me of that first night as a female, when I was at such a low point. Touching my new body and feeling how sensitive and responsive it was had really picked up my spirits and sort of unlocked a different side of my brain in a way.

I was especially aroused now by showering with a hard-bodied man. What was that Aaron had said? Something about a hard man and a soft woman. Well, I was still soft now, but I was working on that. And even with a little more muscular development I didn't imagine that I was going to completely lose the silkiness of my skin, which felt so incredibly good rubbing up against Michael's body.

As soon as we were in the shower Michael got behind me and started to kiss my neck as he squeezed my boobs. My hand drifted down between my legs and I began to finger myself. Then I used my free hand to reach back and find his cock.

"Did you ever enjoy a shower this much as a man?" Michael whispered in my ear.

"Never," I replied.

"I'll bet that's true about a lot of things these days," he added.

He turned me around and we embraced tightly. Our lips met and our tongues explored each other's mouths.

"I'm going to make you feel really glad that you're a woman tonight," Michael announced between kisses.

"You're off to a hell of a start."

"Turn around and grab that water control tightly with both hands. Now arch your back and get your butt up in the air. Just like that. Good girl," he said as he put his hands on my hips and got ready to go into me.

I felt the tip of his cock sliding around the folds of my pussy and then sneaking up a tiny bit higher. Suddenly I realized what he was about to do and almost said something, but I decided to just let it happen. It wouldn't be the first time I had taken it up the ass, but it would certainly be the first time I had done it with a real cock. He poked it in a couple of inches and I kind of squirmed.

"Oh, baby, I don't know..." I said in a slightly worried voice.

"Just relax honey. I'll go slow. If you don't like it tell me to take it out," he said.

He did start slowly and wasn't giving me the whole length of his shaft by any means and I kind of felt myself loosening up the more he did it. It was different than being pussy fucked, but very exciting. I felt like my body was kind of sucking him in. I know Michael told me to hold on with both hands but I had to touch myself and started to rub all around the hood of my clit, letting my finger poke underneath it and then returning to surface.

I was surprised at how much arousal I was getting from this, but it did really turn me on. I could feel myself building up to an orgasm, but not quite getting there. I let him fuck me a little harder and a little deeper but I never came close to telling him to stop.

When he stopped on his own and pulled out of me we embraced again for some more kissing and then it was time to towel off and hop in bed. That was just the warm up, and it was a delightful one, but I knew that there was much more in store for me before we called it a night.


CHAPTER 10:

Michael was lying on his back as I stretched out across his lap and sucked his cock hungrily. Getting that little taste out in the ring had just made me yearn for the chance to really savor him, which I was doing now quite enthusiastically.

"Yeah honey, show me what a good slut you are. Suck that big cock," Michael said while glancing down at my handiwork.

Physically there had been a lot more kissing and hugging with Michael already than there had been with Aaron, but Michael also didn't hesitate to try and put me in my place, which I guess was sucking his big cock like the slut I was. I'm not sure that I totally deserved the slut moniker. This was only the second guy I'd ever fucked in my life and I had been rather selective about that, but in the world of the alpha male it's the sort of a word that can be taken both as an insult and a compliment. Sucking like a slut was actually good because it showed that I had the skill of an experienced woman, and the passion to do it freely.

I was very comfortable being the fuck puppet of a strong man, if that's how he wanted to use me. I have no idea how I would feel if some average dude tried to get all aggressive on me. I might get just as turned on or I might get offended. When I surrendered to Aaron and Michael in the ring I seemed to have surrendered to them outside of it as well. There was a very strong feeling of having been conquered and yielding to the victor. I had no idea how someone else might conquer me without the obvious physical competition. Probably couldn't be done, I thought.

"Now be honest," said Michael. "Do you really believe that you could be giving head like that if you didn't truly love it?"

"I do love it," I said wickedly, as I pulled his cock out of my mouth and looked him straight in the eyes.

"Of course you do. Because you really appreciate the kind of man who has a cock like this and knows how to use it on a horny little bitch. That's what makes you so awesome. You know what you want and you know what you like and you just go for it. You're not afraid of a real man."

"No I'm not."

Jesus, how did I let these guys get into my head so easily? And why were they all so anxious to see me stay female? With my lack of experience I seriously doubted that I was the best lay in the world, or something. Maybe it made them feel less gay, since they obviously knew that I was really a man. Perhaps convincing me to stay a woman would stroke their ego even more than beating me in the ring.

Or there was always the slight possibility that they were just right about me. They could tell that I was in total awe of their majestic bodies and commanding personalities. I had always assumed that I wanted to be a man like that, but maybe what I really wanted was to be with them instead. Was that such an odd stretch? If I couldn't impress those men with my masculinity it seemed as if I could impress them with my willing femininity.

I knew it was just the cock in my mouth making me think this way, but it was something to think about anyway. If I kept getting matched against totally unbeatable men I might not have any real choice in the matter. Time would pass and one day I would realize that I had been female for three months, six months, a year, whatever. I'd probably still be working in that office as Candy Henderson and hanging out more with my new female friends than with my old male ones. My closet and dresser drawers would start filling up with so much female stuff that I'd "temporarily" pack my old clothes away. I might not have to "choose" to remain female, it might just happen anyway, unless I could come up with a solution that I hadn't thought of yet or finally take some guy down on the mat.

After all the foreplay and ass fucking I was surprised at how long Michael was holding out but eventually he started to pump his load down my throat. I knew what to expect this time, and Michael wasn't pressing my head down, which made it easier to breath and swallow, so I got his cum down much easier and neater than I had with Aaron.

We made each other cum several times that night and I ended up sucking him off again in the morning before finally getting home around noon. I was still a little sleepy later in the afternoon so I took a little nap and had a pretty sensational dream.

In the dream I was sucking Michael in the ring, pretty much the way it happened in real life, except that he hadn't already cum in my pussy, and the crowd was much larger. At some point Aaron walked out into the ring and everybody cheered as he flexed his muscles and showed off his naked body before getting into position and fucking me from behind while I was still busily blowing Michael.

I was really working it at both ends and feeling totally wicked. I wondered why Aaron was there but then it seemed like it was sort of a big prearranged thing, like a surprise party where I was the only one who didn't know. It was a dream, it was just wacky.

When I woke up I thought that I would totally do that three-way thing with those guys, with or without an audience, but I doubted that such a scenario was likely to ever take place. That made me think of a whole new contest where two men would wrestle to see who got to fuck me and that made me smile. I kind of liked the idea of hot studs fighting to see who took me as the prize. Maybe I could start a whole new underground fad.


CHAPTER 11:

"That was pretty intense the other evening," said Mr. Jenkins as I picked up some folders that he wanted me to file away.

"Oh...so you were there," I said, a little uneasily.

"Absolutely. I can see how easily you might have been caught up in that whole thing. If I were a few years younger I think I might be tempted to give it a try myself."

"So you saw me."

"I was right there rooting for you all along. I think you did damn well, under the circumstances. That guy you were paired up with looked pretty strong and he definitely had a size advantage. That was a pretty tricky move you made getting his pants off, but I think he just wore you down eventually," said Jenkins, sounding like a father giving his son a consoling pep talk after he just missed the winning field goal or something.

"I did wonder if you were there. You really can't see the crowd too well because of the lights they have on the ring," I explained. "But you know, it seems kind of funny to know that you saw me...like that. I did some pretty nasty stuff out there."

"Oh, I'm sorry," said Mr. Jenkins apologetically. "I suppose this is rather inappropriate conversation for the workplace. I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable."

"It's not that at all. I don't mind that you watched me. It's just a funny idea that my boss has seen me naked and watched me getting fucked. Did it make you uncomfortable?"

"Not really," Jenkins replied rather carefully.

"What did it make you feel?" I asked.

"Now I think perhaps we are straying into some dangerous territory as far as workplace conversation goes. I'd be quite happy to share my thoughts and feelings about it over dinner sometime this week, if you're really interesting in hearing them," Jenkins suggested.

"Okay. Dinner sounds lovely," I told him.

"And we should probably keep this to ourselves at this point."

"Absolutely."

So I had a date with my boss. Not surprisingly that kind of freaked me out. Other than having a beer with Michael at a bar I hadn't done anything close to going out in public with a man in a social situation. I started obsessing about what to wear. I thought about getting my hair done. It was all so fucking stupid, but I couldn't help myself. We were just going to dinner to talk about some things that weren't suitable for the office.

But that didn't make any sense. We could have gone to lunch, or stepped outside for a break. Yet Jenkins had made it sound very much like a date kind of a thing. And of course the subject that was too hot for the office was all about me getting naked and fucked in public. It was hard to see how that conversation would not be pretty sexual in nature.

I had a rather nice dressy outfit that I had bought for no good reason whatsoever, other than the fact that I thought it was pretty, so I decided that this was as good a time as any to try it out. When Mr. Jenkins came to pick me up he seemed very impressed by my selection, which pleased me.

We were going to a pretty nice restaurant so I didn't feel overdressed at all, and it actually felt kind of fun to get gussied up for a change. I still wasn't totally hooked on the whole fashion thing, but I was starting to appreciate the array of options that I now had available, if I wanted them.

We chatted pleasantly for quite a while about office stuff, and nothing in particular before we finally got around to the main event.

"So what did you feel when you saw me in the ring?" I asked directly.

"I thought, now there's a real woman. Strong, proud, fearless, yet beautiful and a little vulnerable maybe. You weren't a pushover, but when you finally accepted that your opponent was too powerful for you it looked like you got turned on by it, instead of being appalled. That paints quite an appealing picture in the male mind," Jenkins explained honestly, and in a straight-forward fashion.

"Wow...thank you for that," I replied. "But it's funny to hear you refer to me as a real woman when you know who I really am."

"That's almost impossible to remember the way you look and sound and act now," Jenkins pointed out. "Obviously everyone in that building knew that you used to be a man, and that you were fighting to become one again, and yet I don't think there was a single male there who wasn't lusting after you desperately."

"Even you?"

"Well...yes, as long as we're being totally open and honest here."

"Did it excite you when he tore my top off and exposed my breasts?"

"Of course. I saw you every day in the office and like any man who's being totally truthful I wondered what you had under those clothes," he admitted.

"I hope my boobs didn't disappoint you," I joked.

"On the contrary. They were more beautiful than I had even imagined."

It was right about that moment that our waiter had suddenly put in an appearance to see if we needed anything and the look on his face was priceless. Mr. Jenkins and I both tried not to laugh and acted as casual as we could.

"You know, Mr. Jenkins, I think this conversation is getting too racy for even a restaurant," I said with a smile.

"Please, call me Hank. And I think you're probably right. Perhaps you'd like to go back to my place and continue this in real privacy?"

"All right."

Mr. Jenkins, or Hank now that we were on a first name basis, was a fairly handsome man in his early 40's. From his conversation about boxing in the past, and the way he suggested that if he were a little younger he might want to try the wrestling thing I had a feeling that he was sort of cut from that rugged cloth that I seemed to find so appealing. I had no idea what kind of shape he was in these days, but with him it wasn't the physical power that attracted me as much as the more practical power of being my employer. He was a confident, aggressive businessman who had taken a small company and built it into a growing and thriving enterprise. He had charisma.

I suppose I also felt sort of indebted to him for keeping my secret and allowing me to keep my job in the most comfortable and discrete way possible. I had suspected from the moment I first walked into his office as Candy Henderson that his motives might have been driven, at least somewhat, by his desire to fuck me. Based on our recent conversations nothing had caused me to change that supposition.

Honestly I had no idea why I was so interested in what Hank thought about my wrestling, or about me as a woman in general. I certainly wasn't trying to use my temporary sex appeal to get a promotion or a raise or anything like that. Having an affair with my boss might actually be career suicide if things went bad, or if there was too much discomfort once I had turned back to being a man myself. Still I felt drawn to him, and found myself wondering what sort of a lover he might be.

His home was quite lovely and we sat on the couch together after he gave me the grand tour of the place.

"Now where were we?" asked Hank once we were comfortably seated.

"I think we were talking about my boobs," I said with a smile.

"Ah, yes...how could I forget?" he chuckled.

"I must say that I'm pleasantly surprised that you came away with such a favorable impression after watching me go through that whole spectacle."

"It was a bit of a shock, but I saw a couple of other bouts before you came on so I had a pretty good idea of what the whole thing is about. And the atmosphere in there is certainly charged with sexual energy. All those naked sweaty bodies wrestling and groping and grabbing. And you stood out and everyone adored you. It was hard not to adore you. But there is one thing that's been on my mind quite a lot since then. When you were finally taken by that man it looked for all the world like you were really enjoying it. That wasn't faking, was it?"

"No, that wasn't faking," I admitted softly.

"Were you sexually attracted to men before you changed into a woman?" he asked.

"No. At least, not that I was aware of. That came as kind of a shock, really."

"But you are sexually attracted to men now?"

"Yes. The right kind of man."

"And what kind of man is that?"

"Why don't you take me to bed, Hank, and we can get into the details along the way."


CHAPTER 12:

I don't know whether it was the fact that I still had some manly traits or not, but I did seem to be less interested in chitchat and wooing than the average woman. It did seem to take a little longer to get really ramped up to speed physically, but once I had decided to fuck a guy I didn't need much preamble to get to the action. I suppose the fact that I was only female until I could find a way not to be played a part in that as well. I wasn't thinking long term. If sex sounded good at the moment I went for sex.

Once in Hank's bedroom he unfastened the top of my dress and pulled it down. He tossed his sports coat aside and we started kissing while we were still on our feet.

"You have the advantage of me," I said teasingly. "You've already seen me naked."

"That's true," he said with a smile. "I knew I wouldn't be disappointed so I guess it's only fair you get to see me before you decide whether you want to go too far."

With that he stripped off every bit of his clothing and stood before me in the nude, his eyes fixed on mine, maybe trying to read my thoughts. As someone who really admired fitness I was seriously impressed by how well he had kept his body in shape. He actually looked like he wouldn't be half bad on the mat, even at his age.

"Oh, Hank, you're quite the stud," I gushed as I ran my hands over his hard body. "I think you were the one who was hiding his assets under all of those clothes."

I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra before giving a little shake to make it fall from my body. Then I cupped my breasts in my hand and squeezed them together.

"Do they still look as good now that you can see them up close?" I asked.

"Even better," he said as he pulled me into his arms.

As I said before I had been drawn to Hank, probably mostly for his powerful aura, but now that I was feeling his strong arms around me I was more excited than ever. I guess I just really like fucking the men I would really like to be, or something. I don't know if there's a clinical name for that but bitch always seemed to pop into my head whenever I was around this type of man.

"I hope this doesn't mess up our work relationship. I really like my job," I said as I rested my head against his chest.

"Even the new one?"

"Especially the new one."

"I don't want you to worry about that. You don't have to do anything that you don't want to do. I won't hold it against you, I promise," he said reassuringly as he stroked my hair.

"Thank you, that makes me feel better. Now I know something that I think will make you feel better too," I said as I slid very slowly down to the floor and took his cock in my hand.

Sometimes I kind of gobbled cock in hungry slurps but this time I wanted to take it slower at the start. I let my tongue glide all over it and smothered the tip with kisses, occasionally letting it pop into my mouth, just a little, before going back to stroking and licking.

"I really like your cock, Hank," I commented as I looked up at him from my knees.

"Well I really like what you're doing to it Candy," he said in a very relaxed voice.

I always enjoyed hearing people call me Candy for some reason. It was a pretty dopey name, and I doubt if I would have chosen it for myself, but whenever someone said it I felt kind of happy. Candy was sweet and yummy and made you think of your childhood. It was something you gave people as a gift. It sounded perky and cute. I especially liked it when men said it, because it made me feel like a treat that they could unwrap and enjoy.

Hank cock wasn't as large as Aaron or Michael, which I initially thought would be a turn off, but I quickly found that I didn't care about that at all. I liked the way it looked and I liked the way it tasted and I found that I could more easily take it in my mouth.

"Oh, Candy...how could you possibly know how to do that so well?" Hank moaned softly.

I had no answer for that really. I knew what I liked to have done to me as a man, so I tried to do that for other men, I guess. And I'd watched a lot of porn in my life so I'd seen girls giving head a million times. I suppose more than anything it was the fact that I enjoyed doing it so much. It wasn't a chore or a favor, I really wanted to suck cock. That's probably what made guys seem to think that I was good at it. I didn't hold anything back. I wasn't afraid to gag or make weird sucking noises.

"You're driving me wild. I don't know how long I can hold out. Maybe we better switch to something else," Hank warned me.

"It's all right, darling. We all have all night. Go ahead and cum in my mouth whenever you want to. I'm dying to taste your cum," I told him sweetly.

I'm sure he was pretty close even before I spoke, but hearing those words seemed to tip him over the edge. I felt the buildup and heard the grunts and knew that he was about to give me his seed. It didn't really explode in my mouth this time, it sort of flowed from his prick, which let me continue to suck while swallowing in between. I thought it was just wonderful. He seemed pretty happy as well.

It's a strange thing to have your mouth full of your boss's cum, especially when you were a man such a short time ago and thought of yourself as totally straight as can be. Just as it's strange to see your boss standing in front of you naked when you've only known him as your employer. I honestly tried not to think of him that way, but it was impossible not to. Employer and employee were the roles we had been playing for years. Now we were, for tonight anyway, lovers. That's a big jump that takes a little getting used to.

Hank took me over to the bed and pulled my panties off. I still had my dress kind of bunched up at my waist but he just bunched it up even more and buried his head in my muff. I hadn't totally expected that but it was a delightful surprise. Hank seemed to like licking pussy as much as I liked sucking cock, and that was saying a lot.

"I'll bet the girls at the office would be shocked if they could see us now," I joked. "I bet my mom would, too. She still doesn't know that I'm a girl."

Hank was really superb at pussy play and had me going full speed in no time. I had been resting on my elbows to watch his head bopping around between my thighs, but as I felt myself starting to cum I lay flat on my back and pulled my legs back with me. He was especially good at working my clit. Getting me to the point where I almost wanted him to stop, and then instinctively pulling back and working something else for a time. Fingers and tongue all over me. When started to finger fuck my anus I was already in the middle of a pretty big orgasm and that was like tossing another log on the fire.

"You can fuck me in the ass if you want to, baby," I managed to articulate in a harsh groan.

"I'll keep that in mind," came a voice from somewhere below.

"Are you hard again, honey?" I asked while staring at the ceiling.

"Just about," came the reply.

"Then I think you should fuck me."

"I agree."

"How do you want me?" I asked.

"You know how I want you."

I did know so I gladly assumed the position.


CHAPTER 13:

I was pretty much in the same position I was in during the match that Hank had witnessed. My head was down on the mattress while my ass was sticking up, supported by my knees.

"Was you cock hard when you saw me like this in the ring?" I asked.

"Hard as a rock."

"Did it excite you to see that guy put his cock in me?"

"Yes, but it also made me jealous. I wanted to jump down there and shove that guy out of the way and fuck your brains out," said Hank in a different voice than I had heard so far.

"Are you going to fuck my brains out?"

Suddenly Hank was right on top of me, leaning over my back and pulling my arms behind me tightly with one hand while he pressed my head down into the mattress even more.

"This is how you really like it, isn't it? Feeling helpless and totally dominated by a man?"

"Yes," I gasped.

Then he flipped me over in a move worthy of the arena and I was on my back while Hank held both of my arms down and pinned my legs against his chest.

"Well I'm not going to fuck you like that...yet. Because I don't want to think of you as just a piece of meat, and I don't want you to think of yourself that way. You're very special, Candy. Magical even. When I choose to fuck you like a savage I want you secure in the knowledge that I really care about you. Anybody can conquer a woman's body if they know the right places to touch and the right buttons to push, but conquering a woman's heart is the real challenge."

As his cock slid into me my mouth literally fell open and I just stared at him with a look of confusion.

"Oh...I think you're scaring me," I whimpered.

"Don't be frightened darling. Why shouldn't you feel everything that a woman is supposed to feel?" he said as he continued to thrust inside me.

"So you really like me?"

"Very much."

"Even though you know everything about me?"

"All the more so because of it. I think you're very brave and I know you can handle whatever comes your way. You've proven that already," he said with a slight grunt.

"I don't know about that," I replied, still staring at him trying to figure out what game we were playing now.

"I do. Trust me."

"Oh, God...I think you're fucking my brain up big time...and it's just so beautiful," I said as tears began to form in my eyes.

He let my arms go and I threw them around his neck. We kissed so hard and deep while his cock was filling me exquisitely. I was afraid that I might be all stretched out or something from the huge rods I'd taken so far, but my pussy seemed to adapt to him perfectly. He felt snug and warm and oh, so welcome in my wet box.

"I can't fall in love with a man," I said very softly as we gazed into each other's eyes.

"We'll see about that," he replied calmly and confidently.

I knew I was in trouble but I couldn't help myself. The old barrier about being a temporary woman seemed to be very flimsy right now for some reason. I had been overwhelmed in the ring several times, but being overwhelmed in the bedroom was a new experience. It was wonderful and terrifying.

I was crying and purring and moaning and I dug my nails into the poor man's back so hard that I left red marks all over it by the time we had finished. And then I couldn't take my lips or my hands off of him. We rolled around like we were on the mat. I couldn't contain myself. Having him inside of me didn't seem like enough. I wanted him even deeper.

Fortunately I knew from previous experience that no matter how deeply immersed in my female side I became on one of these "sleepovers" I would always go home and snap back to reality quickly enough. This was a different slant on what I had known so far, and definitely more romantic and emotional, but at the end of the day it was just another lay. Hank had seen me naked and fucking like a lunatic in the ring and so naturally he had the desire to stick it in me too, especially since he saw me all the time around the office. Hopefully this would satiate his lust and he'd soon forget about it and move on to something or someone else. Even if we did it again sometime, or had an office quickie, that didn't really mean anything. Men tend to enjoy fucking where there are no strings attached. I knew that as well as anyone. There was no reason to assume that Hank was any different.


CHAPTER 14:

"So when are you wrestling again?" asked Hank the next day when I came into his office for something.

We had spent the night together, but I had gone home pretty early to change and go to work in my own car. I suppose if I had thought about it I could have just brought my work clothes along and gone in with him, but someone might have seen us arriving together and that would raise questions and spark gossip.

"I was thinking of taking a little time off from wrestling to recover and work out some more," I told him truthfully.

"That sounds like a good idea," he said nonchalantly while looking over some papers he had in his hand.

"Was there anything else Mr. Jenkins?" I asked, trying to remain as professional as possible.

"Yes...show me your tits."

"Right here?" I asked, a little surprised by his boldness.

"Yes, right here would be fine."

"Should I lock the door?"

"No, just unbutton your blouse and pull your bra down."

"What if someone comes in?"

"Then I guess they'll see your tits, too."

I just grinned at the dirty old man and did as he instructed. Once my blouse was undone I pulled my bra down and let my boobs pop out for his enjoyment. He just leaned back in his chair and folded his arms behind his head. I squeezed my breasts and toyed with my nipples a little to give him a better demonstration.

"Would you like a blow job sir?" I asked, still sounding very professional.

"Not just at the moment. I have some work I need to deal with. I'll let you know if something clears up on my schedule. I think that will be all for now Miss Henderson."

"Very good sir," I said as I stuck my tits back into place and fastened my top.

When I got to the door I turned around and looked at him, still contently leaning back in his chair.

"You know I could have run out there crying and claimed that you did this to me. I could have gotten you in a lot of trouble," I pointed out.

"Yes, I suppose you could have. But I wanted to see your tits and you were happy to show them and why in the world would you want to cause me any trouble?" he asked.

"I can't think of a single reason," I replied as I went out and shut the door behind me.

When the weekend rolled around instead of wrestling I spent most of the time with Hank. We went to a ballgame and ran some errands together, went out to dinner a couple of times and made love in between. We seemed to like a lot of the same things and sometimes we just kind of sprawled out on the bed or the couch, usually with me resting my head on his shoulder or across his lap, and watched TV or checked out a movie. It was a really cozy relationship.

He offered to call my mom and tell her that there was some kind of an "accident" at work that had caused me to be in my unusual state before handing me the phone and letting me assure the confused woman that everything was all right and that my condition was probably only temporary. I had been deliberately avoiding contact with any of my family, or most of the people I knew, but I promised to come by for a visit soon so that she could see that things weren't as bad as they sounded.

I honestly had no idea what might be going through her head, or what she thought of my boss calling her on a Sunday night about her son having a mysterious gender change, but it was a relief to at least put that ball in play. I didn't want her thinking that I didn't want to talk to her or see her and I was running out of decent excuses to text or email her with.

"You act like you really want me to stay this way forever," I half teased after the phone conservation was done.

"Maybe I do," he replied.

"I think you're just trying to turn me into your naughty secretary."

"Maybe I am."

"Well, my clerical skills are definitely improving all the time. I'm sure I could handle the naughty part but I still don't know about the rest," I joked.

"Do you prefer having an office job?" he inquired.

"Well, I really liked my old job, but this has been a pretty fun challenge, and the girls in the office are really nice. It takes a lot longer to get ready for work but I think I look a lot nicer once I get there," I said with a smile. "Of course I have this total perv of a boss who keeps grabbing my ass every time I bend over and makes me flash him in his office."

"Sounds like harassment to me," said Hank.

"Oh, I just think of it as a perk of the job. You know...fringe benefits."

I had brought my work clothes along this time so on Monday morning we both went into the office together. I don't know if anyone saw us pull up, and nobody mentioned anything to me, but I wasn't that worried about it. There was no official office policy against dating other employees, and it happened sometimes. It usually made for some pretty juicy gossip, but it never seemed to really hurt anything.

Later that day Hank called me into his office and asked me to take a seat. I got a little nervous because he seemed kind of serious, but when he came over to the chair where I was sitting he got down on the floor and pulled my legs open before reaching under my skirt and taking my panties off.

"Can I help you find something, Mr. Jenkins?" I asked politely.

"No, I think I know my way by now," he replied as he stuck his head under my skirt and began to give me one of his marvelous tongue baths.

It was hard to keep my voice down because he was so damn good at eating me out, but I did the best I could and I think kept things to a dull roar. I ended up making this kind of sustained growling noise that was steady but not too loud.

When he was certain that I had gotten off he stood up and retrieved my panties from the floor. I waited for him to hand them to me but he just held them as he looked at me with a funny grin.

"I think I need those back," I pointed out.

"No, I don't think you do. You can come and get them at the end of the day. They'll be quite safe in here," he said as he walked over to his desk and tucked my underwear away in one of the drawers.

"But I'm so wet," I protested.

"I'll bet you are."

So I spent the rest day at work going commando. Naturally I had chosen to wear one of my shorter skirts so I spent the whole time trying not to bend over anything or cross my legs at the wrong time. I felt very self-conscious, but also very sexy.

When it was time to go home I needed to wait for Hank to be finished, since he had to drive me there, and by the time he finally called me in the place was pretty deserted.

"I suppose you want these back," he said as he sat in his chair and twirled my panties around his finger.

"If you don't mind," I said, putting my hand out to receive them.

"Did you keep them off all day?"

"Of course."

"How do I know you don't keep a spare handy, or didn't go out at lunch and buy another pair?" he inquired.

I lifted up my skirt and showed him by bare lower body. He came over to where I was standing and started to kiss me. I barely noticed that he was unfastening my skirt until I felt it falling to the floor.

"It seems a shame to waste a golden opportunity like this," he said.

"I totally agree," I replied as I walked to his desk and bent over it.

"No...I want to fuck you on your desk," he said firmly.

"But there might still be somebody out there," I reminded him.

"Let's risk it."


CHAPTER 15:

I suppose I was the one taking the biggest risk, since I was the one who was naked from the waist down, but if the man wanted to fuck me on my desk who was I to complain? It was his company.

Fortunately it seemed very empty and quiet as we strolled over to my little office space and I once again bent over and waited patiently for him to take me. Having been fucked in front of an audience I wasn't at all shy or afraid of being seen in the act, but this was so very different for some reason. Just a short time ago this place had been full of people and buzzing with activity. Now it was eerily silent, although I had a feeling that would change soon enough.

I was completely ready for his cock but Hank took his time, squeezing my butt cheeks, poking his fingers in my pussy and my asshole, even spanking me once or twice.

"If you value that top you better unbutton it or I'm liable to just rip it off your body," Hank warned.

I kind of liked the idea of him ripping it off, but it was a very nice blouse and I hated to see it destroyed when I hadn't gotten that much use out of it so I quickly undid all of the buttons and let it hang open.

"Pussy or ass?" he inquired as if asking which salad dressing I preferred.

"Surprise me," I said over my shoulder.

He did surprise me, in a way, by choosing to stick it in my pussy. We had done anal once already, and he knew that all of my holes were available for his pleasure whenever he wanted them, but I was kind of happy to feel his warmth in my box.

"Were you planning to wrestle this weekend?" he asked.

"No, I was thinking of doing some more training," I told him.

"That's fine. Better to be prepared. But if you're not doing anything this weekend maybe you'd like to go somewhere."

"That sounds lovely. Just give me enough warning about where we're going so that I know what to pack...oh shit!"

"What's wrong?"

"I just noticed that you had a call from Fred Baker. I was busy with two other calls and I made a note to tell you to call him back but it must have slipped under this pile of papers I just dislodged," I told him.

Smack! My bottom got a spanking, not just a quick slap. I had a feeling that there would be red mark there.

"If you want to be my personal secretary you're going to have to do better than that," he said sternly.

"Yes sir. It won't happen again," I swore solemnly.

"Good. Now pull your tits out and hang on tight because I'm going to give you a pretty serious fucking."

Which he did, just as promised. He started with his hands on my hips, but once my boobs were expose he bent over my back more and clutched them in his hands. Our polite conversation kind of came to an abrupt end and some really heavy breathing took over, punctuated by his grunts and my moans.

"So are you really training or are you just looking for an excuse to stay female a little longer?" he asked, returning us to the land of human speech for a moment.

"Both I suppose," I confessed rather easily.

"I'd like to think that I had some influence on that."

"You're very influential sir...and you're very good at fucking...oh, God I love having your cock inside me!"

"Good. I plan to put it there a lot," he sort of growled.

"Please do...please do...please do...uh...uh...uh...baby you fuck me so good!"

I had been supporting myself on my arms but as he really ramped it up I felt myself pushed flat on the desk and held there. My hands reached out for something to grab and managed to take hold of the far edge of the desk. It was sort of like being in a wrestling hold, except that I had no desire to break free. I just didn't want to fall off the desk completely.

I assumed that he was going to finish me off like this but he had other plans. I was flipped over and felt my butt landing on the top of the desk as he quickly reinserted his cock and continued to assault my pussy, only now from the front. I leaned back on my elbows and stared at him with a wild look of frenzied lust in my eyes.

"Are you a woman?" he asked out of the blue.

"What?" I stammered, completely thrown off by the question.

"It's a simple question. Are you a woman?" he repeated.

"You make me feel like a woman."

I was slammed down on my back with his hand on my chest, just below my throat. That move had also taken me totally by surprise and I think my eyes widened by a couple of inches.

"That's not what I asked. Are..you...a...woman?" he said once more in a deceptively calm tone of voice.

"Shit, do I have to choose right now? It's not fair when my tight little pussy is all stuffed with your great big cock," I said in my best pouty voice.

"No, you're right my darling, it's not," he said with a warm smile as he released me and pulled me upright.

"I want to be your woman now, and later, and this weekend, and who knows how long. Isn't that good enough?"

"Everything you do is good enough for me, my love. Now kiss me while I put my cum in that tight little pussy of yours and then we'll go out to dinner."

I threw my arms around his neck and held him tight while we kissed ever so passionately. He seemed to know me so well. Better than I knew myself sometimes, I think. He could push me hard but then he'd always pull back and surprise me. He was so right about wanting me to know that he really cared for me. I still got off on being dominated, but I was learning to appreciate the more tender aspects of romance as well.

But down deep inside I knew this was all an illusion. I was on a journey that I had never planned to take and found so many surprising twists and turns along the way, but like any journey I had to go home again sometime...didn't I?

I was confused and scared and falling harder for Hank each day. He was just there, so much a part of my life. In the office, over the weekends, sometimes on the nights in between. And he was always on my mind no matter where I was or what I was doing.

We had a wonderful weekend getaway but I came home knowing exactly what I had to do. I needed to get back in the ring as soon as a slot was available. This man was just too powerful for me in ways that I had never expected.

It was easy to feel good about being female when my body was being outrageously stimulated sexually. Who wouldn't enjoy that feeling? But Hank made me feel good about my femininity all the time, in a million little ways. The flowers I'd get at work sometimes from my "secret admirer" always set my heart ablaze and the girls in the office buzzing. Why the fuck should I care about flowers?

He could be so kind and gentle and full of love, or make me feel like the dirtiest little bitch in heat, desperate to please him at all costs. In short, he was too dangerous. My manhood was teetering on the brink of total disaster so I had to at least try and get it back. If I couldn't, then I couldn't blamed for it, but I couldn't imagine how I would ever find the strength to make the decision to embrace womanhood forever entirely on my own.


CHAPTER 16:

Hank was there, ostensibly to root me on, but I knew that he had no real desire to see me win at last. That was okay. I understood his motives completely and I was flattered by them. If I lost I would find comfort in his arms. And on the unlikely chance that I won he would have the opportunity to leave quietly before I had dressed and that would be all the farewell we would have as lovers. Clean and quick. It was better that way, I thought.

When I got into the ring and saw my opponent I actually got my hopes up a bit. He wasn't terribly tall, and while he did have pretty muscular arms, his lower body didn't seem especially well-developed, and that was always my key. I had been working hard and studying training films and for the first time I felt like I had a legitimate chance to win without needing a lucky break.

"And now for your entertainment we present Pat Malcolm vs. one of your favorites, Candy Bracken!"

I got a nice round of applause and waved to the audience, trying to see Hank, while sort of hoping that he wouldn't be there.

Pat was smaller in stature, but that didn't stop him from having a big mouth or a big ego. He started taunting me from the get go and kept it up pretty steadily.

"Come on baby, everybody knows how much you like getting fucked. Why don't you just lie down and spread your legs and save getting that pretty little body all bruised up?"

"Why don't you stop talking and start wrestling? Or are you afraid of getting your pretty little body all bruised up?" I shot back.

That seemed to enrage him and he lunged at me. I simply side-stepped him as he flew past me and landed against the ropes. When he charged again he came in high so I dropped low and flipped him rather neatly to the mat. I made a grab for his shorts and got them about half way off but he managed to recover and pulled them back up before bouncing to his feet again.

"Don't worry honey, you'll see my dick soon enough," he chuckled.

He did have a very strong upper body and used that to grab my arms every chance he got. At one point he was able to pull both of my tits out of my top, but when he tried to get it unfastened I neatly dove into a summersault and got away from him. I decided to just leave my boobs hanging out like that. I figured that they might distract him.

"Those titties look so good I just have to have a taste," he hissed.

"Come and get 'em baby."

He made another running charge at me and this time he anticipated my move and countered it as we both hit the mat pretty hard. He was now sitting on my stomach and wasted no time at all in pulling my bikini top all of the way off before attacking my tits with his hands. I made him think that I was trapped and let him slobber all over my nipples while I was quietly taking hold of his pants. With a quick jab of both knees I rolled him over on his back and got his shorts all the way off this time before he could get back on his feet.

Like a chess game sometimes you have to sacrifice a piece to set up your ultimate winning move, and I could sense that victory was in my grasp. Pat didn't seem terribly good on the stamina front and by this time I was in pretty darn good shape so I knew that I could wear him down.

He liked to lunge, and that always gave me an advantage, as long as he didn't figure out what I was going to try and do, but even if he did he rarely got me in a hold that I couldn't break out of fairly easily. His technique was sloppy, and like me, the first time, he underestimated his opponent.

Finally he fucked up big time and I had him on the mat, pinned there with his butt sticking up. All I had to do was swing around and stick my dildo in his asshole and hold it there until the bell sounded and I would be the winner. I knew he'd never free himself once I drilled him. I could just lock my arms around his torso and hold myself there indefinitely no matter how much he bucked or kicked.

But I didn't do that. I released my grip enough that he could free himself and a moment later I was lying flat on my back as he jumped between my legs and grabbed my thighs. He lifted me up by my legs like I was a sack of flour leaning against a bench. My head was flat on the floor, staring blankly at the ceiling as he held his pelvis several feet above me.

"Did the little girl just get too tired?" he sneered at me in a mocking voice that turned my stomach. "Well that's okay little girl. You're going to get a nice big dick in your cunt, which is what you always wanted anyway."

I was probably disappointing my fans, since I didn't move a muscle or make a sound the entire time the jerk was boning me, and I think there might have even been a few people booing at the end, but I didn't give a shit. I just wanted to get dressed and get the hell out of that place...forever.

"Hey babe, you want to hit the town tonight?" Pat offered as we were changing into our street clothes.

"No thanks. I've got a date waiting for me," I replied stiffly.

"Your loss sweetie...but then I guess you're used to losing. Go enjoy your loser boyfriend," he laughed as I picked up my things and went out into the main building.

Hank was there waiting for me by the door and I've never been happier to see anyone in my life. He put his arm around me and we started walking out to the car.

"Man, I really thought you had him there. I was surprised that he was able to break free so easily," said Hank compassionately.

"I let him," I replied.

"Why in the world did you do that?" he asked, sounding genuinely surprised.

"Honestly Hank...God men can be so dumb sometimes. I let him go so that he could beat me because I didn't want to turn back into a man. I don't ever want to turn back into a man. I want to be a woman. Your woman, dummy. Isn't that obvious by now?"

"I was hoping that's what was happening, but I didn't dare to even dream of it. I've got to say that I can't imagine ever being as happy seeing another man put his dick in you as I was tonight," said Hank as he took my hands in his and looked me straight in the eyes.

"I guess I'm just too much in love with you for my own good," I said without breaking his gaze.

"I think you'll find that my love for you is definitely in your best interests."


CHAPTER 17:

We made a little detour on our way back to the car. We were in a pretty dark and derelict row of old buildings and there were lots of little alleys and obscured corners. As soon as we found one I was shoved up against the wall face first. Hank started squeezing my butt through my sweatpants and then suddenly he ripped them wide open at the seam that ran up the crack of my ass. I heard his pants being fiddled with and a moment later I felt his cock plunging into my snatch. I wasn't wearing any panties so the hole in my pants gave him easy access but I'm sure he would have been able to dispose of my underwear with little trouble. The man obviously had very strong hands.

"Are you a woman?" he demanded as I took his heavy thrusts.

"Yes I'm a woman. Now and forever. Freely and with all my heart and soul and body."

"And you're my woman?"

"Of course I am darling," I said as tears began to stream down my cheeks. "I've always been your woman. I was just too stubborn to see it. But I see it now...God how I see it now...oh fuck...I love you so much Hank! Never make me regret this."

"I won't my darling. I'm going to do everything in my power to make you the happiest woman in the world," he replied, and I totally believed him.

I suppose our words didn't really mean all that much. People say all kinds of things when they're in love. He could end up breaking my heart or I could change my mind someday and go back into the ring, but it didn't feel like empty words to me. I had made my choice, and even if things didn't work out with Hank in the long run, I couldn't imagine ever going back now. I liked being the "real woman" that Hank had described. Strong, proud, fearless, yet beautiful and a little vulnerable maybe. I could be all of those things and so much more.

I don't think I did it because I feared that I would never measure up to my old ideas about what a real man should be like. I had just been so fortunate to have had the opportunity to find out what kind of a man Hank really was, and to be in a position to be able to accept all that he had to offer, and to give him everything that I could in return.

Being shoved against a dirty brick wall and being humped in an alley probably doesn't sound too romantic, but I knew that things would be quite different when we get back to his place. That was kind of the way things were between us. Sometimes we just needed to fuck hard and fast and sometimes we enjoyed a more leisurely experience. I felt terrible about having Hank see me getting stuffed by that moron Pat, but it had to be done. It was a sacrifice I was willing to make.

When Hank had given me the last drop of his jizz he very gallantly offered me his shirt to wrap around my waist and cover my bare ass but I declined. Everybody here had seen my ass plenty of times by now and I didn't give a shit what people thought if they saw it again. We weren't very far from the car, and it was dark anyway, so nobody was likely to see us, but I actually enjoyed strutting around with that huge gap in my bottoms. My man had marked his territory and my ass was off-limits to anyone else from now on. Of course I don't think I would have gone to work that way, as it wasn't very appropriate office attire, but Hank could rip my panties off anytime he wanted as far as I was concerned.


CHAPTER 18:

My mom kind of freaked out when I told her that my "temporary" problem was much more severe than originally anticipated and that I might have to stay this way forever, but she seemed pretty understanding and sympathetic. I obviously wasn't being totally honest with her since I didn't explain how I really got this way or the fact that I had deliberately made the choice to stay a woman, but why make things more difficult than they had to be? She had a daughter now instead of a son, although she wasn't too thrilled by the idea of calling my Candy.

There were some rumors about us going around the office over time, and it became much harder to conceal our burgeoning romance, so after a while we stopped trying to hide it. There may have been some people who thought I was just a shameless gold digger going after an older man's money or a better position in the company, but I tried not to let that bother me. Hank and I seemed to be falling more and more in love each day, and if people couldn't handle it that wasn't really my problem.

I kept working out because I liked to be fit, and not because I was planning my big comeback in the arena. Sometimes Hank and I worked out together, and that was always fun because we ended up pushing each other in a friendly but competitive way. We also proved to be pretty competitive at sports, like tennis and racquet ball, and I never deliberately lost to him, although he frequently got the better of me anyway despite the age difference.

We even did a little wrestling around the house, which was my house too now since I had moved in with him. I'll have to say that he might have done pretty well in the ring even now, and I could only imagine how much of a badass he probably would have been in his younger days.

Even though we were living together, and had all the time in the world to fool around home, we still snuck in some office high-jinks every now and then. It definitely made the work day all the more pleasant.

I had gone to that wrestling club initially to prove my manhood, to myself and to my friends, full of swagger and arrogance. I had thought that being a man's man was just about the most important thing in the world, until I discovered how much more I enjoyed being my man's woman.

The funny thing is that I didn't really see those guys, who I had wanted to impress so badly, very much anymore. I had new friends and was making more new friends along the way who seemed to like me the way I was just fine, without the need to prove anything.

Love turned out to be more powerful than physical strength, or mental domination, or anything else I could think of. Once I discovered that I was willing to literally go to the mat to hold onto it. That proved to be the best wrestling move I ever made.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Like a number of my stories this one was totally inspired by a type of pornographic video that I stumbled across recently. It's sort of a fetish, I suppose you would say, that involves mixed wrestling. Some of the ones I saw seemed pretty lame and very stagey, but a couple of them kind of captured my interest. When the wrestling looked fairly realistic and the girl finally succumbed at the end and embraced her defeat it was surprisingly sexy. I took that as the jumping off point and just invented the whole underground fight club thing, and threw in the transgender twist because...well...that's what I do!

I liked the idea of setting up a motif of dominance and submission, where the heroine finds erotic thrills in accepting her defeats by stronger men, only to come to the conclusion ultimately that there was more to being a woman than just being a horny loser. When she deliberately throws the match to be with the man she loves she knows that she doesn't need to have an excuse for being female anymore, she can just embrace it because she truly wants to and becomes a winner in the end.

I admit that I have enjoyed a little wrestling and spirited horseplay with partners over the years, but I don't think I'd ever really want to do it in front of an audience. And a bed is much softer than a wrestling mat which makes those hard takedowns a bit less bruising.
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