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PART ONE

“Women simply don’t have the size and weight and musculature.”

Everybody at the table stared at him.

“Look, I’m not trying to start a fight, I’m not dissing women, it’s just a fact.”

The guys at the table, there were four of them plus Rod, nodded, and kept their mouths shut. They knew he was right, but they also knew that if they were to go along with Rod their wives would start getting pissy.

One of the ladies, she was wearing a jacket but looked strong, snorted. “Nonsense.”

The girls at the table all smiled. This was Roxanne Childers, and she had a rep as a man hater.

“Not nonsense. This is proven in labs. This is why women don’t become Navy SEALs. Look, I’m not trying to offend, it’s just a scientific fact.”

“Better take it easy, Rod,” Chuck Givens whispered.

Rod looked at Chuck. “You guys all feel the same, but you’re married.”

Now some of the guys frowned and gave him the evil eye.

Roxanne: “You wouldn’t want to put that to the test, would you?”

“Are you talking a physical test?”

“Yep.”

“There’s no need. We’re talking science.”

One of the guys, Rod was never sure who, make a ‘cluck, cluck’ sound.

Rod spun around and a few of the girls laughed.

They were all friends, many worked at the same places, and they were gathered for a Friday beer night. Listen to a little music, dance a little, drink lots of beer.

Rod had drunk a bit of beer, but that wasn’t it. He was just sincere in his beliefs.

“Rod,” said Roxanne. “We’re about the same size. I’m tall for a girl and you’re short for a guy…”

Rod bristled.

“…so why don’t we set up a contest.”

Now the guys were egging him on, and the girls were saying things like ‘Shut up or put up.’

Rod sighed. “Okay, what kind of contest do you have in mind?”

“Mixed Martial Arts.”

Rod blinked. He was pretty good at Karate. He didn’t know much about Roxanne, she was new to town, but she obviously didn’t know about him.

“I don’t think so.”

“Why?”

“Well, I’m not only a guy, with a different muscular set up than you, but I’ve also got some karate experience.”

“All the better,” she said. “I’ve got a little experience, too. So let’s train for six months. When July Fourth rolls around, that’s about six months away, we have a fight.”

Now the girls were hooting, and some of the guys were grinning, too.

Rod studied Roxanne. She was his height, but it looked like she might actually outweigh him. He was slender, good musculature, but she looked like she might have done some weightlifting or something.

“Come on, Rod!” the girls hooted.

The guys were laughing, and Rod’s face turned red when he heard a couple of them say he was going to lose.

“Nah. I don’t think so.”

Roxanne had a very complacent look on her face when she said, “Then I win the argument.”

He shook his head.”

“Okay, you think you have an advantage, right?”

“I do.”

“Then let’s give you a handicap.”

“What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously.

“I take a lot of pills, and some of those are hormones to adjust my weight and—“

“You take steroids?”

“A few,” she admitted. Then, “And you can take some estrogen.”

Rod had no idea what estrogen was. “What’s that?”

“It’s just something that will level the playing ground.”

Rod noticed that a few of the women were snickering now. And Roxanne had a grin on her face.

And, Rod was just about fed up. He was besmirched, made fun of, challenged, and… “You’re on.”

“Rod, are you sure you want to do this?” Chuck asked.

“Of course I am,” Rod was irritated. “No chick is going to treat me like that!”

“But Rod—“

“It’s a done deal, Chuck. All you can do now is help me train.”

Chuck shook his head slowly. “Man, you don’t know what you’re doing.”

“I’m standing up for men everywhere. I’ve had enough of this BS about women’s rights and equality of the sexes and all that crap.”

“Yeah, but stand up tomorrow. You’ve had a lot to drink and—“

“Tomorrow it will be the same thing.”

Roxanne was whispering to a couple of the girls, and she suddenly held up a hand.

“Okay. July Fourth, the big grudge match. Rod v Roxanne, and to juice up the stakes, Leslie here has said she’ll put a piece in the newspaper. We’ll fight for men against women, and proceeds will go to the Children’s Hospital.”

Rod was fine with that.

At that point, though it wouldn’t be settled for six months, the argument was over. But that didn’t mean conjecture was done.

The women crowded around Roxanne and whispered.

The men surrounded Rod and slapped his back and laughed.

For the men it was all a hoot.

Suddenly Roxanne raised her hand again. “One other thing…”

“What?” asked Rod. Somebody had just shoved a cold beer in his hand and he was about to take a hefty sip.

“If I’m going to have a match with you, you have to dress like a woman. You have to wear the same kind of trunks, a bra, and you need to grow your hair long so we can braid it.”

Now the guys were really laughing. This was getting unserious!

Rod laughed. “I’m so confident that I’m going to kick your butt that I’ll do it. But if I win…?”

“Yeah?”

“You’ll be my bitch for a month.”

Rod was drunk. He had overstepped. Everybody went quiet.

Roxanne stared at him. “And if I win you’ll be mine.”

Rod grinned a lop sided grin.

Roxanne swaggered through the small group of friends and stood in front of him. Up close she was a knock out. Blonde hair blue eyes, and under the bomber’s jacket she was wearing she had a physique. She had large breasts, but she also had thick limbs and a solid midsection.

“Well?”

She offered her hand.

Rod gripped it, and was surprised at the amount of strength her hand had. “You’re on.”

Awkwardness averted, everybody cheered.

More beer was poured, Rod and Roxanne actually grinned at each other, and people started trash talking.

Nobody noticed that Chuck and his wife, Susan, were in a corner in serious conversation.

Later that evening Rod and Roxanne had a chance to talk just between themselves.

“You know, I’m pretty good at MMA. I trained for a couple of years and I was approached to go pro, but I didn’t want to.”

Rod was not impressed. “I’ve been studying Karate for a while, can you take a good punch.”

“I can.”

They discussed gloves and footwear and what would be allowed. It was pretty straight forward and they came to agreement pretty fast.

Then Roxanne dropped a small bomb. “I take steroids, and I take testosterone pills. I know that will give me an advantage, but I don’t want to stop just because I have a fight with you.”

Rod raised a couple of fingers for two more beers. When they arrived he said, “That’s okay. What does testosterone do, anyway?”

“Well, it’s like estrogen for a girl. Makes you stronger, quicker.”

“Well, maybe I should take some of that  estrogen stuff.”

Roxanne got a funny look in her eyes, then nodded. “That might help.”

They finished their beers, shook hands, and then Roxanne surprised him. She gave him a hug and said, “I’ll enjoy having you for my bitch.”

Rod was awkward for a split second, then he got over it and hugged her back. “Me too, you.”

They laughed and separated.

Rod wandered through the bar. The band was an Eagles knock off, and it was pretty good. They played ‘Heartache Tonight.”

Somebody’s going to hurt somebody…

Rod listened appreciatively to the throbbing beat, and felt Chuck come up next to him.

“Okay, buddy. You’ve gone and done it.”

“I have?” Rod grinned.

“But fortunately, I can help.”

“You can?”

“Absolutely. You know Roxanne takes steroids and stuff.”

“Yeah, and testosterone.”

“Yeah. Well, I can get you the male equivalent of what she’s taking.”

“Steroids?”

“Nah. I’m talking the good stuff. I can get you the most potent estrogen around.”

“Yeah…what is this estrogen stuff?”

Chuck didn’t give a clue as to his underlying motivations. He just kept his voice level and said, “It give girls the edge on being girls. So if you take some then you’ll be equaling any advantage that testosterone gives her.”

Behind Chuck Susan smiled. She moved up and said, “Rod, you take the estrogen and we’re going to bet the farm. You’re going to have that big an advantage.”

Rod frowned, “It’s not cheating, is it?”

“Nah. You taking the estrogen stuff is the same as her taking the testosterone stuff. Even Steven.”

Rod nodded. That was a relief. He wasn’t a cheater, and he didn’t want to take unfair advantage. He had no idea what Chuck and Susan had just done to him.

It was January 14th when Rod and Roxanne made the bet. So it was just a hair over six months until they would have their fight. When Rod woke up the next day he thought about training. Unfortunately, he hadn’t trained for a while, so he was sort of lackadaisical.

He got up, ran a half mile, and was out of breath.

He did a few push ups and got bored, then he set up a punching station on a tree and  did a few blocks and punches.

And that was it.

He had no idea that Roxanne, on the other side of town, had already shifted her training for the big fight. She woke up early, ate a half a dozen eggs, drank a pitcher of orange juice, took all sorts of vitamins, and did a five mile run. Then she slapped the heavy bag around a little, she was going to be hitting a man, after all, and started her groundwork.

She had a heavy dummy that she threw around, punched, and practiced arm bars on.

Then, about the time Rod went in to have a beer, a couple of friends showed up to help her work out.

While Roxanne was practicing take downs with her friends, both of whom were big, strong males, Chuck showed up with a vial of little, pink pills.

“Here you go, buddy. This will do the trick.”

Rod thanked him and looked at the little pills. “Better living through chemistry, right?”

“You got that right.”

Rod tossed a pill down the gullet, washed it down, and decided to call it a day. He was still feeling a bit of the beer from the night previous, and he wanted to let the booze cycle out of his system before he started serious training.

The days passed, and before Rod knew it, it was the end of March. He only had three and a half months before the big fight, and he was still training pretty lackadaisically.

He jogged a couple of miles, worked out on the speed bag for fifteen minutes, did some push ups and sit ups, and worked on his karate forms. Every once in a while he had a friend show up and he would work on techniques. One of the friends was Chuck, who was nominating himself as Rod’s trainer.

“Hey, buddy! you’re doing great!” he encouraged, but he tended to get Rod to quit his work out sooner, and he didn’t demand any heavy work. He kept Rod off the heavy bag, and he kept the freestyle training light.

In spite of that, Rod was actually feeling pretty good. He wasn’t drinking, he was eating good, and while he was losing muscle mass he didn’t really see that. He moved fast enough, and he didn’t realize that if he started working out on the heavy bag he would suck.

And he was taking a pink pill every day.

“When do these pills work?” he asked.

Chuck replied, “We’ll give you a booster shot a month before the fight. Until then, just keep training.”

“I will, but I’ll tell ya, Chuck, I don’t feel like I’m improving much.”

“How so?”

“Well, I should be beefing up a little bit, getting a set of guns,” he flexed his biceps which were, admittedly, a little skinny. “Instead, I feel sort of flabby. Even my ass feels flabby.”

“That’s okay, man. You’ll feel flabby at first, then the fat turns to muscle. You’ll feel like you’re going through puberty, maybe even feel a bit emotional, but when the stuff hits you…Katie bar the door. You are going to be a fucking animal!”

Rod grinned. Chuck’s continual encouragement, despite the lack of gains, was giving him a false confidence.

April passed, then May.

Roxanne was tossing her male training partners around like they were straw men. She sprinted her five miles daily, lifted weights, and beat the ground dummy like it was a $2 mule.

Rod tried to up his training schedule, but he was feeling pretty weak. He was running three miles a day, but it was leaving him a little winded. He was able to do a lot of sit ups, and the number of push ups was rising. His karate was getting faster, sharper, but he still wasn’t using full power on the heavy bag.

But, heck, he wasn’t going to need a lot of power to knock Roxanne down.

Besides, he was taking two pink pills a day now. Man, that had to count for something. Chuck kept telling him that any day the pills would kick in. He could hardly wait.

June, and the weather turned hot, and the fight was around the corner. One month away. And Chuck showed up with a syringe.

“This’ll do it, buddy. Now, remember, it takes a month, but we’ve calibrated this stuff so come the day of the fight you’re going to be roaring. Unstoppable. You’ll knock that bitch down like she’s made out of feathers.”

Rod watched as Chuck squirted the slightly pink liquid into his arm. He flexed. Man, this was going to be great!

All that month he trained as hard as he could. It wasn’t as hard as he had trained the previous year, when he was going for his black belt, but it was hard enough. He thought.

The problem was that his chest started to swell. He called up Chuck.

“Hey, Chuck! My chest is swelling. Like really fast.”

“What part of your chest?”

“The pectorals.”

“No problem, Rod. That’s the stuff working. Your chest is going to swell. It might even look like you have a pair of boobs, but by the time the fight rolls around your muscles will get hard and…man! You’re going to kill her!”

Rod smiled. “I don’t want to kill her, just beat her a little bit.”

“So only kill her a little. Fine with me.”

Laughing, the friends hung up.

But the last week before the fight his chest didn’t suddenly turn to muscle. In fact, just the opposite. His chest turned to fat, and it actually looked like he had a pair of tits.

He was embarrassed. He worked out in private, and did tons of push ups and other exercises for his chest.

But it wasn’t just his chest. Now his ass was starting to swell. It got bigger and rounder. And it was like it was happening all at once!

Sure, he hadn’t been beefing up like he should, and he had a little bit of flab, but it was almost like that shot had robbed him of just about all of his male musculature!

And, it looked like his skin was actually changing! It was becoming finer, softer, and on the night before the fight he looked at his face and actually started to worry.

It was oval, like the fat had redistributed or something. And his hair was thick and full. He hadn’t cut it so they could braid it, but…it was a lot of hair!

And he didn’t need to shave as often!

Weird.

On the day of the fight Chuck and Susan showed up to take him to the fairgrounds.

Tickets had been selling like hotcakes, and there promised to be a huge crowd there.

Rod walked through a back entrance and was directed to the changing rooms. He saw Roxanne from a distance and nodded.

Roxanne looked surprised, but she gave a wave.

Susan handed him the uniform he was supposed to wear, and he looked at it in distaste. It was tight shorts, and a halter top with thick cups. It was blue, but it looked a little girly.

Still, he had agreed, so he stepped into the shorts and they slid up his legs. And he discovered something.

His peeny looked a little puny. In the beginning he had had lots of boners. But lately, not so much. But his attention had been on training, and he had been sort of ignoring what his body looked like. But now, he looked down at his cock and it seemed smaller.

Fuck. Well, nothing to do about it.

Susan spent some time pulling his hair back and twining it into a thick braid. It hung down his back and he put on the lightweight gloves that MMA fighters used.

Then he did a few jumping jacks and made sure he was warm.

But while he was doing the jumping jacks and noticed himself in the mirror.              His halter top was full, and his chest—hell, his boobs—bounced.

What the fuck?

He turned to Chuck. “Where’s this sudden blast of meat and muscle I’ve been hearing about.”

Chuck just gave him a sickly grin and muttered. “Don’t worry, buddy, you’re going to do fine.”

For a second Rod glared at his friend. He was suddenly coming to the conclusion that he had been the victim of poor training methods. He should never have let his friend train him. He should have stuck to his usual training methods.

But it was too late.

“Time!” somebody yelled from the door.

Rod pulled on his robe, turned away and headed for the walkway. As he went out the door Susan came running in. The last thing he heard was Chuck asking Susan if she had gotten the bets down.

“Yeah, baby. We’re going to be rich!”

That relaxed Rod a little bit. If they were betting on him then he still had a chance. Maybe being more slender was better. He was fighting a woman, and he had to be quick. He didn’t want to get in some slappy, powder puff, cat fight.

The crowd was huge! The fairgrounds were totally filled with men and women screaming at the top of their lungs.

It had been billed as the ultimate man v woman fight. The battle of the sexes for real.

Interestingly, men were clumped on one side of the stadium, and women on the other. Some enterprising entrepreneur had figured out that gimmick.

Also, Rod entered from one side of the stadium, the male side.

Roxanne entered from the other side, the female side.

They entered about the same time and the decibels went through the roof.

Cops were on duty to keep the surging crowd back.

And it was almost like each and every individual wanted to be the one fighting. People strained at the barricades and a couple of objects were thrown over the ring, arching over and into the crowd of the opposite sex.

Rod walked slowly, his robe covered his braided hair and the robe concealed his breasts.

He looked across the ring and saw Roxanne. She was bouncing, punching in cross directions. And she was large. Her body had beefed up. Even under her robe he could tell that she had muscles on her muscles.

Fuck. She had been training like he had wanted to.

Rod stepped up to the apron and slid through the ropes.

Roxanne, on her side, pushed down on the top rope and vaulted  over.

The women screamed a cheer out.

The fighters stood in their corners for a moment while the ring announcer roared out their bona fides.

“Fighting from the pink corner, weighing in at 150 pounds of mighty muscle, is Rocksssss-ANNNNE!”

Roxanne threw back her robe and bounced across the ring, jabbing and punching and looking very bad ass.

Now Rod could see her defined musculature. It was downright male. It was slabs of rippling beef that could knock down a moose. Her hair was pulled back like his and her face was hard planes of serious fighting ability.

The girl side of the ring burst into yells and screams. As an audience they looked ferocious themselves, ready to jump into the ring and bitch slap an elephant to its knees.

“Fighting from the blue corner, weighing in at 141 pounds of fighting ferocity, is RO-O-O-d-d-d!”

Rod threw off his robe and stepped out and gave a few punches.

Silence.

Deathly silence.

The kind of silence that happens when something has gone deathly wrong.

Then the girls started laughing, and pointing, and Rod turned 83 shades of scarlet red.

He was slender, not muscular, and he had boobs, and a long braid down his back.

His ass was fat and there was no bulge of a weenie in his tights.

The men didn’t even mutter; they just stared.

Roxane stared, and her mouth opened a bit before she shut it.

“Fighters to the center of the ring!”

The referee was a large black fellow, larger than both Roxanne and Rod put together. He glanced at Rod and seemed about to smirk, or even laugh outright.

Roxanne took advantage of the moment to whisper harshly, “Geez, Rod, what’d you do? I thought this was going to be a fight!”

Rod growled, and his voice cracked a bit. “You’ll get your fight!”

The ref, Big Jack, gave instructions, and tried not to look at Rod. He was having trouble not laughing. “Let's have a clean fight, obey my instructions and protect yourself at all times. Touch gloves if you want to, and go back to your corners.”

Roxanne offered her gloves and Rod bumped them, then he turned back to his corner.

Chuck was waiting. “Okay, dude, make it look good. Take it easy on her for a few rounds, then knock her block off.”

Rod was feeling pretty sour about his trainer right about then, but he nodded and turned.

DING!

Rod advanced slowly, he was quicker, and he shifted to the side.

Roxanne cut him off and jabbed.

It felt like a meat wagon had run into his nose and Rod’s fair skin started to bleed.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Roxanne through her mouth piece. “Come on, Rod, make this look good.”

Rod circled, tried a kick, she chopped down on his shin with a vicious slap that unbalanced him.

The punch came straight in and knocked his head back, and suddenly Rod was looking up at the lights.

Still, he wasn’t out of it. He stood up, the ref touched his gloves to his shirt, then signaled for the fight to continue.

Rod circled, and was wary. He didn’t want any more of those slobber knockers bouncing off his skull.

Roxanne circled too, and she put out jabs that seemed to just miss.

Rod got a little more confidence. He shuffled forward and jabbed her face. She moved back very slightly and there wasn’t much impact, but Rod followed up with a gut buster punch.

Roxanne just danced away, and Rod was confused. That should have knocked the wind out of her. That should have put the fight in his pocket.

She shuffled and poked his face.

Rod was dizzy. Man, she must have a horseshoe in her gloves!

Around and around they went, and after a minute the realization finally burst on Rod. Roxanne was carrying him. She was punching lightly, letting him hit her, and trying to make it look like a fight.

And the boos started. First the women. Being the more vicious of the species they wanted to see a knock out, and quick!

Then the men started booing. Rod had let them down.

Rod punched and danced, and during a clinch he saw Chuck and Susan hugging each other behind his corner. They must be winning a lot of money, and…and he realized…THEY HAD BET AGAINST HIM!

Oh fuck! Months of training, and it was all a ruse. It was betrayal. They had given him pills that did nothing (he still wasn’t aware of what estrogen did to the male body) and then throw him into the ring with this monster!

That gave Rod a bit of a surge. He jumped in and bopped Roxanne on the nose. She actually blinked. Then she had a lazy smile and looped one into his gut.

Rod found himself on his knees. He gasped for breath, grabbed a ring rope and got back to his feet.

The crowd was screaming for blood, booing his poor performance.

Roxanne waited, and when they came together she forced a clinch and whispered to him, “Sorry, Rod, but I’ve got to start fighting for real.”

His eyes opened, and as they broke he managed, just barely, to avoid a whistling punch. It grazed his chin and he was knocked back against the ropes.

Roxanne followed in and the crowd began to yell in appreciation. And it wasn’t just the women that were yelling, it was the men. They wanted to see Rod get a thrashing. He had disappointed them. He had let down the honor of men everywhere. They wanted to see him take a beating.

Roxanne obliged. She threw rights and left, and Rod protected his head with his light gloves.

Bam! Bam! She socked him, and he was backing up and being moved back and forth by the violence of her blows.

Rod huddled into himself and tried to withstand the onslaught.

She kicked him, a front thrust kick right to the midsection, and he oofed and flew back against the ropes. He would have gone through the ropes, but the crowd actually surged forward and, laughing, they pushed him back in.

Roxanne didn’t look happy. She had expected a fight, but this…this was slaughter. She didn’t like being thrust into the role of a bully.

Rod, gasping for breath, moved forward and pawed at her.

But Roxanne had had enough. She snapped his head back with a jab, then shifted her weight and came in with a box car of a punch to his right ear.

Good night, Rod.

Rod came to in his dressing room. A doctor was bending over him, his gloves were off, and the few people who had helped him train for the fight were gone.

“Oh, God!” Rod sobbed.

He was beaten, he was bruised, he was contused, he was confused.

“How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Two,” Rod whispered.

“Okay. You’ve been unconscious for a while. Not good. But your vision is stable. I suggest a stop in at the local hospital.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

The doctor nodded and put his medical supplies into his little bag.

“I was pretty bad out there.”

The doc smiled ruefully. “Pretty bad.”

“Doc?”

“Yeah?”

“What does estrogen do to a guy?”

The doctor explained about estrogen and turning into a girl, and Rod’s jaw dropped. Man he hadn’t just been betrayed, he had been, in imitation of the ring announcer, Be-e-e-TRA-A-A-A-yed.

Fucking Chuck. And he had done it for money. Filthy, rotten cash.

The doc left and Rod sat on his bench and looked at the bottle of pink pills he had shown the doctor.

Fuck.

“You okay?”

Rod looked up to see Roxanne in the doorway.

He tried a grin. It was weak. He said, “I’m okay. Good punch, by the way.”

Roxanne sauntered into the room. She was dressed now, and she was an impressive woman. She was feminine, and big. Filled up the room.

Rod realized that he wouldn’t have filled up a telephone booth.

“So what happened out there?”

He sighed, then explained about Chuck, the bet, the pills. “And the doc says I have to keep taking them for another couple of months. You can’t just stop a procedure in the middle, the body might have a bad reaction.”

“Man, you got fucked. I thought you would figure out the estrogen joke, but…I guess you didn’t.”

“No. I didn’t. I look like a woman, my body is totally feminine. I’ve even got tits!” he looked down at his chest, then back up to her. “I don’t even get boners any more. And it’ll be months before I can reverse what was done to me, and then the reversal will take time.”

“Well, you live and learn.”

She sat down on the bench and they looked at each other.

“And, I hate to say it, I don’t like to kick people when they’re down, but we had a bet. Unless you want me to call it off.”

Rod grimaced. “That’s okay. You beat me fair and square. You proved that women aren’t to be trifled with, that they can give as good as they get. I’ll…” his voice lowered, “…be your bitch.”

“You know, you’re quite the guy, Rod. I would hate to take one of your man punches, when you were a man. And you’ve got heart. You managed to keep fighting after I put the Roxanne Haymaker on you.”

Rod’s face twisted in sarcasm, “That little thing?”

Roxanne laughed and offered him her hand. “Come on, stud. It’s time you learned what it’s like being my bitch.”

She towed him out of the locker room, slapped his fat ass, and made jokes. By the time they reached her car Rod was actually having a small smile.

Not a big smile, everybody in town laughed at him and hated him, but a small smile.


PART TWO

Roxanne lived outside of town in a ranch style house. It had been built some years previous, but it was in good condition with modern plumbing.

“Nice,” said Rod. He was carrying his work out bag. Roxanne had said he wouldn’t need anything else.

“It’s not bad. I own it, and I love the hills and the trees behind the house. This will be your room.”

It was a small room, pink, with white furniture.

“I set it up for my niece, but she’s on the other side of the country now. Want a drink?”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

Rod set his bag down and followed Roxanne into the kitchen. She got down a bottle of Widow Jane, mixed it with Coke in a glass of ice, and handed him his glass.

“Thanks,” he said and sipped. God, it was like ambrosia.

“I always treat myself to a few days of drunken debauchery after a fight. Six months of training, and this stupid bottle is my prize.”

“I like your style.”

They went out to the back yard. There was a garden to one side, and across the lawn was a barn.

“You do real ranching here?”

“Oh, God, no. That’s my gym. Come on.”

They sashayed across the lawn and she opened the big front door.

It was state of the art. There was a mat with a ring. Good for boxing or jujitsu. There were a couple of heavy bags hanging from the ceiling next to the far wall. There was a rack that held weights. She had a box full of gloves, and they looked pretty darn worn.

Rod walked around, Roxanne at his side. He pushed the bag and nodded. Nice and heavy. “So you’re not married.”

She snorted. “Not any more. He was a rich dude, treated me nice in the divorce so I was able to get the house and the barn and all this stuff.”

“Can I ask why?”

Roxanne pursed her lips, then gave a mental shrug. “I used to be a girly girl, all the make up and stuff. Then I got interested in MMA. The more I trained, the stronger I got, the less he liked it.” She shrugged.

“He didn’t like a strong woman.”

“No. He did not. His current wife is a frail, little thing. 90 pounds and ‘yes, sir,’ ‘no, sir.’

Rod chuckled. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Ha!”

“So what are my duties, as your bitch.” He looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t know. Haven’t given it much thought. Maybe have you clean the house, lick my pussy, but we’ll have to dress you up first.”

He blinked at the pussy remark.

“You ever wear a chastity tube?”

He shook his head.

“You’ll like it. You’ll get so horny you can’t believe it, and then you’ll start to like it.”

Rod went totally silence. In just a few words she had overwhelmed him.

“You see, I should have told you something…”

“What?”

“My husband, I told you, the stronger I got the less he liked it. But me, the weaker men are the more I like it.”

Rod didn’t know what to think about that remark.

“Okay. Let’s drink up and enjoy the night. Tomorrow comes early, and I want you spiffy and all dressed up before I start training.”

With that she led him back to the house and poured more drinks.

Rod woke up and was surprised not to feel a hangover.

“Come on, handsome. Let’s make you beautiful.” Roxanne hit the light switch and Rod blinked.

He crawled out of bed and was aware that he was naked.

“I don’t remember going to sleep,” he said.

“I put you to bed. Do you remember what I did to your dick?”

“No.” He looked at her with alarm on his face.

She laughed. “Nothing. But, man, you were thinking.”

He gave a groan of a chuckle.

“Okay, since you’re already pretty girly looking these should fit you.” She went through the dresser in the room and pulled out underwear and tossed it to him.

Panties. A bra. A dress. He had his gym shoes under the bed. They were grody, but they’d do.

“Get dressed and come out to the kitchen. And don’t dilly dally, Sally.”

She disappeared down the hall and he looked at his underwear.

Damn. Well, he had lost, and this was the bet.

He pulled on the panties and snugged them up tight. His cock gave a lurch and it felt good.

He figured out the bra and cinched it up. It, too, felt good. And he needed the support. He was no longer denying his boobs. They were what they were and he had to deal with them.

The dress was pink, short and very tight.

He put on his shoes and walked into the kitchen.

Roxanne had the bacon and eggs crackling. “OJ in the fridge. Make some toast. And we have to do something about those shoes.”

Rod got out the juice and started the toast. “What’s wrong with these shoes?”

“They’re ugly, dirty, and a real WOAT.”

“WOAT?”

“Worst Of All Time.”

He chuckled. He was awake now.

They ate a meal. A belly filling meal. Then Roxanne said, “From here on out you’re going to be eating half rations.”

“Why?”

“Got to keep your girlish figure.”

“Hunh! I think I’d rather beef back up.”

“Look, I’m not gay, or anything like that, but since I’m the ox in this relationship I would like you to be the swan. Heck. You’re halfway there already.”

There wasn’t much Rod could say to that, so he ate and kept his mouth shut.

“Okay, honey,” he blinked at her endearment, “I’m going for my run. Pick a pair of heels, got to be at least three inches, out of my closet. I want you to clean the gym.”

“Clean the gym.”

“Yep. Find the locker with the cleaning supplies and make that place shine. Better do the dishes, first.”

Roxanne headed out. In the semi-darkness of the morning he saw she was already at a near sprint by the time she disappeared from the driveway.

Rod finished the dishes, then went back to Roxanne’s bedroom. It was large, spacious, and she had lots of clothes. He was surprised to find that she had, in addition to work out clothes, a healthy collection of sexy duds.

Being turned loose in a woman’s bedroom he would have liked to explore. He wanted to sniff the panties and fondle the bras, but he was supposed to find a pair of heels.

He did. He selected a pair of black heels that were three inches with a wide platform. He knew he was going to have trouble walking in heels, and he wide ‘spike’ would help.

He tossed his shoes into his room, put the heels on, and began the awkward dance of one who has never worn heels before.

The only thing that saved him was that he was a natural athlete. He teetered and tottered and made his way out to the barn. He found the cleaning closet and began sterilizing the place. he had worked in gyms enough to know there had to be a dedication to getting rid of germs. He used disinfectant and scrubbed the saddles of a couple of machines. Then he mixed up some mop water and cleaned the whole place. He was almost done when Roxanne strode through the door. She looked around, nodded in appreciation, then said, “What do you wear when you do Karate?”

“It’s called a gi.”

“I have one for jujitsu. Will that work?”

“Sure.”

She headed for the house and returned five minutes later with her gi on. It was shorter, and the material was thicker, than karate gis. But, what the heck.

“Okay. Show me your work out.”

Rod put aside his mop. “I’m a little too weak to really work you, but there are things we can do.”

Rod showed her how to do forms, and when he was unusually clumsy she told him to take his heels off. That was better and he worked her through basic exercises. Then they discussed the heavy bag.

“I noticed you didn’t punch like you ever worked on a heavy bag.”

“Oh, I like the heavy bag, but Chuck kept me off that. I guess he didn’t want me to know how weak I was getting.”

They went over how he used the bag, and she showed how she used the bag, and they were surprised to find they had totally different ways to move the same amount of weight.

She circled the body, came up from the feet, around the hips and shoulders, and put her body weight into it.

He showed her how to plant her weight and launch it, more or less on a straight line, and use her whole body weight.

Break time, and they sucked gatorade and chatted.

“Is it bad being my bitch?”

“Not so far,” he said carefully.

“Well, give it time,” she laughed.

At that point two fellows walked through the big door.

“Hey, Rox, you did well. This the guy you beat up?”

“It is. Rod, meet Jimmy and Tony. They’re my work out partners.”

Rod shook hands, and was dwarfed by the two men. Roxanne didn’t go looking for midgets to pump up her work outs. She wanted the real thing.

The men were polite, and Jimmy said, “I know you got hammered, but you actually had some good moves.”

“Not good enough,”Rod said ruefully.

“Well, you weren’t able to get enough weight behind your punches. You slipped a few of Roxie’s, though.”

Roxanne didn’t mention that she was taking it easy on Rod.

“Okay, shall we get started?” Tony put forth.

Rod was surprised to be included in the work out. He felt funny wearing women’s clothes, especially the underwear, but the men said nothing, so he just followed along.

First they did about a thousand kicks. Front kicks, side kicks, round kicks, spin kicks. Rod actually had a better regimen for kicking, so this was easy for him. He managed to make it through almost the whole kicking routine.

Then they spent an hour alternating between shadow boxing and bag work. Five minutes of shadow work, change. Five minutes of hitting bags. And so on.

By the end of the work out Rod was done for. He was hitting like he was throwing feathers, and he had to put up with the grins of the others as they watched him.

Then they sparred.

Not five minutes in and Rod knew that he was better than Jimmy or Tony, and could have been better than Roxanne.

He simply knew more, and if he had done his normal work out he probably would have won the fight.

But, no use crying over split milk.

After the work out they had a small barbecue, to celebrate her victory.

“He’s my bitch, boys, so order him to get whatever you want.”

They laughed, Rod shrugged and smiled, and he got his first real taste of what it was like being a maid. Or a waitress.

Go get our drinks. Go get the wood. Start the fire. Let it smolder. Go get the steaks. Get our drinks. Turn the steaks over. Go get our drinks. Let them smoke for a while. Get our drinks. Where’s the potatoes! Where’s our drinks?”

Yet Rod didn’t mind it. They were being boyishly obnoxious, he was the bitch, and that was the game.

Of course it was awkward working in high heels, but even that was okay.

When the meal was ready Rod was commanded to sit down and eat with them.

The quartet chewed the juicy steaks with gusto. By the time the meal was done they were all stuffed and feeling good.

“So what’s going to happen with you, Rod? After you finish being the bitch?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’d like to get my body back. You guys are an inspiration for training.” He shrugged.

“What about that Chuck guy?”

“You know, it would be nice to punch him one, but he’s a weakling, and I don’t want to be a bully. Besides, I was the one stupid enough to do what he said.”

They all agreed with that.

And the small party went on.

“Okay, handsome, it’s time to make you beautiful.”

Roxanne took his hand and lead him back to her bedroom. “Did you know that at one time I considered being a beautician?”

“Hunh! That’s a shift.”

“Yeah. It’s much more fun changing somebody’s face by punching them.” They both laughed at that.

“Sit here, and pay attention. I’m going to want you to do this every day after work outs, before you clean the house.”

She showed him how to cleanse his face. She discussed primer, and foundation, and showed him how to use brushes and sponges and such.

Rod was surprised by how intricate the procedures were. He had always thought women just slapped their face with shit and went out. He found that it was an actual science, and that he knew nothing.

As Roxanne explained things she used Rod’s face for a canvas. Shortly he was adorned with blush and eyeliner, lipstick and eyeshadow, and countless other potions and creams.

He looked at himself in the mirror, then he looked down at his lap.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“No, you were looking at your cock.”

He heaved a breath, then admitted, “I felt my cock twitch.

Roxanne smiled. “So Rod likes being all girly.”

“I didn’t say that.”

She reached into his lap and felt his penis. She frowned. “How big was it before Chuck got you hooked on estrogen?”

Maybe eight inches. It was big enough for me to have fun.”

She shook her head. “Now I want to give Chuck a punch in the face.”

“Nah,” he said. “He’s a joke.”

“Well, okay. But you’ve still got a while, and this house is a mess.”

It wasn’t that much of a mess, and Rod got out the vacuum, dusted, and felt weird. He was doing housewife things, and whenever he had to stretch up he became super aware of his heels, his dress riding up, the feel of his bra.

Roxanne worked on the computer while he cleaned the house. He noticed, in passing, that she was watching other women, and men, fight. And she was making notes on a pad about their fighting quirks.

Brings back hand back when she jabs.

Stutter step before she charges.

Bobs head slightly before a jab.

That was interesting, and Rod liked it. He should have been doing things like this.

The following day was the same routine in the morning. Work out. And he was allowed.

In the afternoon Roxanne told him to get in the car.

They drove downtown to Annie’s Hair Shack.

Roxanne led the way into the building. “Hey, bitches,” she crowed. “My friends needs a do over and some nails. Maybe a pedicure, too.”

The beauticians all booed her, but it was obvious it was all in fun.

A girl name of Shelly came over to Rod, then stopped. “Aren’t you the one…”

“He’s the one. He dented my gloves with his face.”

For a moment Shelly just stood there. Roxanne grinned and waited. Rod watched the woman.

Then Shelly sighed. “All right. But it was a lousy fight.” She began to work on Rod.

At one point Shelly made a cutting remark, and Rod was surprised when Roxanne went to bat for him.

“He was fucked over by his trainer.”

The girls down the row, and their clients, were listening.

Roxanne explained about the estrogen, and how Chuck and Susan had bet against him. When she was done the attitude in the beauty saloon had changed. The girls were sympathetic to Rod. They were also grumbling about Chuck.

“I know his wife, Susan. I never knew they were those kind of people.”

“Hey, it was Rod’s fault, he was the dummy.”

And that was correct, but now he was no longer the hated dummy.

And if the attitude in the beauty salon was changed, that wasn’t the only thing. Rod’s toenails turned bright red. His fingernails turned red.

“Don’t make those nails too long,” Roxanne warned. “He’s my bitch for the week, and I want him to be able to work.”

Rod was experiencing strange emotions. Now the girls were treating him like he was one of them. They whispered little asides to him, they touched him in passing, and it was actually endearing.

In fact, Rod liked it.

He was a loner. He had never been married. And now…they were treating him almost like he was family.

An hour later he walked out of Annie’s Hair Shack a changed man. He was softer, more thoughtful, and he liked the way Roxanne was holding his hand.

She grinned at him, saw him altering, and they drove back to the house.

The next day was a work out, and it was a tough one. Rod was getting accustomed to being the weak sister, but he was also rising to the challenge. These were the kind of work outs he liked, the kind he would have driven himself to if not for Chuck. He might still have to take the rest of the pink pills, and then follow the doctor’s instructions, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t give it his all.

At the end of the work out he was sweating copiously, and the guys were starting to appreciate his talents a bit more.

It wasn’t just muscle, it was the do or die attitude he cultivated. Without Chuck to dampen him he started moving faster, getting punches in, and sometimes he managed to get his weight behind it.

After the work out he cleaned the house. Today was an outside day, and he cut the lawn, trimmed the bushes, and cleaned the outside of the windows.

He was aware, as he did these things, that Roxanne was checking him out. She was staring at him with a thoughtful look on her face.

Finally, dinner, and he headed for his bedroom to change. He stripped and hopped into the shower. When he got out, lathered and rinsed and smelling clean, Roxanne was waiting. She was sitting on his bed, feet up on the edge, just waiting.

Rod was naked, just a towel.

“Come here, Rod.”

Rod knew something was up, and he stepped to the side of the bed and stood in front of her.

Roxanne put her feet down and scooted over towards him. She pulled the towel and dropped it on the floor. She studied his minuscule meat.

“Damn,” she said. “Eight inches?”

“Thereabouts.”

She was breathing a little heavily, and she reached forward and took his dong in her hand.

It might be small, but it was very sensitive. Maybe more sensitive. He groaned, and was turned on. He knew how strong she was. He had been thrown to the mat by her, punched by her, and he knew she was strong enough to rip his dick off.

Instead, she was soft, gentle, and she stroked it as if her hand was made of feathers.

Rod stiffened. Well, his body stiffened.

His cock stiffened a little.

Roxane moved her head forward and took it in her mouth. She could easily deep throat it, and Rod’s knees grew weak as she pressed her mouth around it.

She drew her head back, but held on to his nuts.

“I’d kill that fucking Chuck.”

Then she stood up and left the room.

Rod almost collapsed from the throbbing in his groin. That was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to him in his life. Her mouth was so soft. She had been wearing pink lipstick and he imagined he could still feel it sliding over his dong.

Now shivering, he got dressed. And the clothes he wore turned him on even more. His panties excited his near hairless legs, and he stopped and shaved his legs. His bra held his boobs, and he felt the nipples and groaned. He slipped on a dress, then nylons. He freshened his make up and went out to dinner.

It was a changed mood. It was, in a sense, awkward. But it was a good awkward.

Roxanne seemed not embarrassed at all, and they discussed this and that, mostly training, then Rod blurted, “My dick wasn’t supposed to shrink.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No. Chuck said it wouldn’t shrink unless I took testosterone blockers.”

“Then there must be some blockers in your pills. Why don’t you take them down and have the doctor analyze them? Maybe he can give you better pills?”

Rod nodded. Then he said, “For a girl who beat the crap out of me…you’re pretty nice.”

She reached across the table and chucked his chin. “I love a weak man.”

Then they both laughed.

Amazingly, though he had been used and abused, Rod didn’t feel like a weak man around Roxanne.

He felt like a strong woman.

Rod got a change of pills, and it helped. Work out after work out, he felt himself getting stronger. And his dick started to recover. Not fast, but it was recovering. He started getting hard ons. Not big ones, but…hard ons.

Roxanne, of course, noticed.

“So, Rod has got his dickie back.”

She had gotten in the habit of coming into Rod’s room and playing with his penis after he showered.

Rod groaned.

She put her mouth on it, sucked, and Rod reached his hands up and cupped his breasts. Then he stopped.

Roxanne took her mouth off him and said, “Do that. Feel yourself. I want to watch you.”

Slightly embarrassed, but also horny as hell, Rod did what she asked. He cupped his breasts and rubbed his palm over his nipples. He groaned, and she smiled and began to suck on him again.

At dinner, a little later, she confessed, “I used to love to suck on my husband’s dick. I never wanted him to cum, I just enjoyed the look of anguish on his face.”

“Anguish?”

“When he realized I wasn’t sucking on him to get him to cum.”

“You keep sucking on me and I’m going to cum.”

Roxanne frowned. Then: “I’m going to get you a chastity tube.”

Rod said, “You know, if my dick grows back, then my body will grow back, and I’ll be able to kick your ass.”

Roxanne stared at him, then sighed. “We should talk about that.”

“About what?”

“You’ve been here a couple of months.”

“Uh…yeah.”

“You were supposed to be my bitch for a month.”

“I know,” he looked guilty.

“So why didn’t you up and leave before this?”

“Well, I was having a good time.”

“You enjoy being a girl.”

“No. No!” He looked panicked. “I just enjoy the work outs, and you’re fun to be around.”

She leaned forward and gazed intently at him. “You enjoy being a girl.”

He said nothing, but his face was red as red could be.

“You enjoy the make up, the way the girls treat you at Annie’s. You like wearing a bra and having breasts.”

He sounded like he was choking. I like karate…I’m a fighter and…and…”

“You’re a fighter all right. And now you’re fighting to stay a woman.”

He went silent.

“You can keep staying here. You can work out, and be a woman. But we’re going to have to get something straight between us.”

“What?”

“Come on.” She took his hand and lead him down the hall to her bedroom. “Get on the bed.”

She bent to her dresser and took out a strap on.

He stared, his eyes wide.

“I don’t think…”

“Shush. You’re my girly man, and this is the price you’re going to pay.”

He said nothing and watched as she buckled the harness and clicked a dildo onto it.

She faced him. Walked towards the bed. She stopped and they stared at each other.

“This is going to feel good. And I’m going to want you to keep taking the pills. I want you to be a woman, but I also want you to have a dick. But right now, you don’t have a dick, and I do.”

“I’m afraid,” he blurted.

“I know you are. But I also know you’re brave. You speak up when you feel it’s right. You’re kind enough not to go beat the living shit out of that scum bucket Chuck. You’re a good work out partner. Heck, I’m looking forward to when you get strong enough…I know you’re going to be a tough partner, and you’ll make sure I get the best work out possible. Now lay back and spread your legs.

Rod lay back and moved his legs apart.

Roxanne moved in and pushed his dress back up over his mid section. She pulled his panties down, then she simply ripped them apart. It was a good show of strength. She tossed the pieces aside and grinned at him.

“I’ll be a lot more gentle with you.”

Rod could hardly breath. He was faint. He felt her strong hands pushing his legs further apart.

“Please,” he said. “Please.” He didn’t know what he was asking for.

Roxanne reached for the side of the bed and found a jar of lube. She unscrewed the wide cap and dipped her fingers in.

Rod gasped. Her fingers were so damned strong, yet she applied the goop so gently. He felt like her fingers were little tire irons, and his flesh had never felt so vulnerable.

“That’s it, honey. I promise, you’re going to like this. Every man does, but few are man enough to give into it.”

Rod was shivering. Partly from the fingers in his butt, partly from his fear.

Yet, she was right. There was something here that he desperately wanted.

She pushed a finger into him and he jerked. She wiggled it around and grinned.

It felt like somebody had just poured lightening pleasure into his butt hole. He moaned and his head tilted back.

She took her time, using two fingers, then three.

He could tell when she increased the number of fingers in him, and it was okay. In fact, the more fingers the greater the pleasure.

His legs wee spread wide now, and she was holding his little cock and stroking it.

“Okay,” he whimpered. “Okay!”

She pushed her plastic peter into him and he arched his back and exhaled a mighty “Ahhhh!”

“Told you,” she said in a low voice, and she began to push in and pull out.

He felt the hard plastic opening him up, forcing his passage to expand. It hurt, but in a good way.

Rod started to make gurgling sounds. He couldn’t think for the expansion of his channel. All he could feel was his hole stretching, and expanding, and accommodating.

“Oh, yes! Yes!” he finally admitted.

Roxanne pulled on his dick, palpated his balls, then leaned forward and sucked on his nipples.

Rod arched his back and held her head.

She moved further forward, driving her penis all the way in, and she asked, “Is this what you want?”

“Yes!” he sobbed. “Yes.”

She smiled and continued fucking him.


EPILOGUE

Chuck parked his truck in front of the grocery store. He sauntered in to pick up some beer and ciggies. He was standing in line, when suddenly the person in front of him, a good looking girl, turned around and faced him.

“Hello, Chuck.” Cool tones. “I see you’re driving a new truck.”

For a second Chuck was blank, then he realized who he was talking to.

“Rod? Is that…” Holy fuck! you turned into a sissy!”

Chuck was quite surprised when the girl next to Chuck spun around and punched him in the mouth.

Of course he didn’t realize how surprised he was until he woke up some time later.
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Please take a moment to rate me five stars.
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HAVE A HORNY DAY!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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