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      Mitch just can’t catch any luck with the ladies. It all started when his high-school sweetheart left him for a barrel-chested gym rat with big muscles. He can’t help but wonder: is that what all girls want?

      Wanting changes in his life, he decides to sign up for a membership at his local gym. The gym is a bit unorthodox in its methods, and his orientation starts with a chat that feels more like a therapy session. But the gym’s administrator ensures him that it’s important to understand every client on a deeper level before pairing them with a personal trainer.

      Mitch isn’t quite so sure he made the right decision when he meets his trainer: a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Samantha. Samantha doesn’t seem to be pushing Mitch into building big muscles. She has other plans in her head, but keeps ensuring him that he’s on the right track. He’s not so certain she knows what she’s doing, but he signed the contract and agreed to pay for a year of personal training.
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      I was cursed with a small, skinny body.

      No, I’m not being dramatic. My body was holding me back in life, and if you don’t believe me, then just listen to this story: the story of Amanda, my first girlfriend.

      I asked her out in the seventh grade. She beamed with glowing eyes. “Really?” she said. “Yes! Of course I’ll go out with you! I’d love that so much!”

      I wasn’t that small back then. I was a normal size for a seventh-grader, and I had all of the confidence in the world back then. I took Amanda out to the movies. I took her out for milkshakes. We had a lot of fun together. Our relationship was so perfect, that you can grab any yearbook between the seventh grade and the twelfth grade, and you’ll see us with our own page. ‘CUTEST COUPLE IN SCHOOL’ is what they called us…
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      But it was around the tenth grade that I started to worry. I noticed Amanda was spending a lot of time around a guy named Deacon. I always thought he was an annoying ‘bro’, spending all of his free time in the school gym, lifting weights, pounding his chest like a wild gorilla. He was as thick as an old barn beam, physically and mentally. He was failing most of his classes, and his grammar was worse than my four-year-old cousin. But Amanda was always gravitating towards him, and once, I caught her staring at him during gym class when Deacon randomly pulled off his shirt and started flexing his muscles. “You don’t want me to look like that, do you?” I asked her.

      “No, of course not,” she said, but I wasn’t so sure… especially when I borrowed her laptop one evening while we were studying, and her browser was opened to his social media page: a picture of him topless, flexing his muscles.

      He was bigger than me.

      My confidence started to wane. Is that what Amanda really wanted?

      It was around that time that we stopped kissing as much. She told me that the tenth grade would be the year we took each other’s virginity… but the tenth grade came and went. We hardly kissed at all through the eleventh grade. She was starting to act more like a friend than a girlfriend. When she came over, she just wanted to hang out, as if she was one of the guys. We played video games, watched movies… but when I tried to cuddle with her, she would say things like, ‘Not right now. I’m just feeling really hot,’ or, ‘I just feel really uncomfortable with the idea of being touched right now. It’s nothing personal. I think I’m about to get my period.’ I tried not to think into it too much… but it wasn’t so simple, because she was always spending time with Deacon.

      “You’re not going to cheat on me, right?” I asked her.

      “Are you serious, Mitch? Do you actually think that I would cheat on you?” she said to me, perplexed, sweeping her long blonde hair away from her face.

      “I don’t know. You’re just… You’re always talking to Deacon.”

      “Ew. You think I would go for a guy like Deacon? He’s not my type at all. You should know that.”
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      “But he’s bigger than me,” I said.

      “So?” she asked with a laugh. “What does that have to do with anything?”

      I felt a bit better after that conversation, but a week later, I saw that she had a picture of him saved on her phone, and when I went to his social media pages, I couldn’t find that photo anywhere. It was as if he sent it to her directly—as if he took it for her. In the photo, he was topless (of course). He was flexing his arms and his chest, and his jeans were unzipped, showing off his shaved pubic area.

      I asked Amanda why she had that photo saved to her phone, and she claimed that Deacon did it as a joke. “He took my phone while I was in the bathroom, and he took the photo. He’s such an asshole.”

      “Then why do you hang out with him all the time?” I asked.

      “I don’t hang out with him,” she said. “He’s just in my friend group. Why have you been so insecure lately? It’s really starting to be a turnoff.”

      I didn’t think that I was being insecure; I thought that my concerns were genuine, but I tried to back off. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t bothered. Amanda was still my girlfriend, after all. If she wanted to be with Deacon, she would have simply left me for Deacon.

      The next big concern came during prom. I was there with Amanda. She was dressed in a very skimpy dress, showing off her young, perky cleavage. The sparkly skirt of her blue dress didn’t even cover her whole ass. Guys were checking her out all night; and at first, I felt like a king. I liked that all of the guys were ogling her, jealous of me… but then I saw Deacon with his arm around her. He was whispering in her ear, and she was grinning.
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      I walked over. “Hey man, get your arm off of her,” I said.

      He started laughing at me. “What’s the matter? I can’t touch my friend now?” he said. “You really need to figure your self-esteem out, Mitchy.”

      “Don’t call me Mitchy,” I said.

      I had my hands clenched into fists. Amanda put her hand on my arm, trying to pull me back from him. Now, Mitch was taking off his coat, ready to fight. “Don’t do this, Mitch,” she said to me. “He’s bigger than you.”

      And he really was bigger than me. His arms were about as thick as my midsection—not to mention he had about six or seven inches on me. It was a fight that I was destined to lose. So I backed off, and then I heard some laughter, as if it was funny that I wasn’t man enough to stand up for myself.

      Later that night, I couldn’t find Amanda anywhere. Deacon was gone too. They were gone together, for almost a full hour. Deacon returned first, smirking, hair ruffled. Amanda returned ten minutes later, makeup smeared. “What happened to you?” I asked.

      “Nothing,” she said with narrow, defensive eyes. “Why are you always accusing me of cheating on you!?”

      “I never said anything about cheating!” I said.

      A small crowd formed, watching our little spat.

      “So where were you?”

      “Why do I have to tell you where I go every minute of every day? My God, Mitch! You’re such a control freak! You’re so insecure, it’s out of control!”

      She stormed off, and I didn’t get any action on prom night. I was still a virgin. Many of my friends lost their virginity that night. And I was fairly sure that Amanda lost hers as well…

      I didn’t go to the best college. I was accepted to one of the best, but I opted to go with Amanda, to a small college in a small town in another province. I was convinced that it was more important to be with her than to get a fancy degree at a fancy university.

      But things didn’t go according to plan. Amanda never moved into our shared dorm. “I thought we were going to live together,” I said.

      “Why would you think that?” she said. “Mitch—I thought that we had an agreement.”

      “An agreement?” I said, perplexed.

      She nodded her head. “I thought we were going to be more… open while we were at college. I thought we would both explore our options. I mean—how can we know that we’re meant to be together if we don’t know what it’s like to be with other people?”

      It wouldn’t have stung so badly had Deacon not been accepted to the same university. It was only a week later that I saw them together, and this time, their lips were locked. He was exploring her with his big, meaty hands. My heart broke. She turned and looked at me. She didn’t have any remorse in her eyes. In fact, I’m pretty sure I saw her blushing and smiling.

      And to rub salt into my wounds, when we were fighting about it later, she said, “I thought you would be happy for me!” I didn’t know how to interpret what she was saying; she was talking to me as if I was the crazy one for being heartbroken.

      That night, she told me, “I think we’re done, Mitch.” And that was it for us: almost six years, flushed down the toilet.

      “I don’t know what I did wrong,” I said to Emerson, a good friend of mine who knew me and Amanda.

      “There’s nothing you could have done about it, brother,” Emerson said to me. “He’s just… bigger than you. Girls prefer bigger guys.” He said it as if it was so simple and so easy to understand. But I wasn’t so sure anymore; Amanda was always telling me that it didn’t matter, that size meant nothing, and that I was insecure for ever thinking that it meant anything. My heart was broken and now my brain seemed broken as well; I didn’t know what to believe.

      I took a year off of dating. I couldn’t even look at a woman without thinking about Amanda. It didn’t help that I constantly saw her around, with Deacon, always with her hands on his big muscles. I decided that I wouldn’t date again until I could get big, just like him.

      So I got a cheap membership at the university gym. I started following YouTube tutorials on how to get big. I must have eaten two dozen eggs every week, and more chicken breasts than I could count. I was in that damned gym almost every day. And after six months of tireless training, I managed to go from 134 pounds to…

      “132 pounds!?” I said, staring at the scale with shock on my face. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t put on any weight. Somehow, I managed to lose two pounds.

      I spiralled into a pit of hopelessness. I stopped going to the gym, because I was sure that the other guys were laughing at me, as if I was the punchline of some sort of inside joke. I hated going into that godforsaken gym. I couldn’t even walk by the windows without seeing them chuckling at me.

      I was cursed with that small, skinny body. And I was sure that my fate was sealed… until five years later.

      I was at home, alone, on Instagram, when I came across an old high-school classmate. He was a small, nerdy guy back then—even smaller than me—but he was anything but small now. Now, he had filled out. He had an action star chest and arms that multiple girls could hang off of… and they literally were hanging off of his arms in one of his posts.

      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I went through all of his photos. And I only had to go a single year back to see him how I remembered him: skinny, like me. How did he change so much in a single year? I went through all of his photos again, and then I saw that he uploaded a before-and-after comparison: photos taken exactly twelve months apart. “I owe it all to Five-Star Gym,” he said.

      Of course, I looked up Five-Star gym. It was close to my apartment—just a handful of blocks away. I went to their website. They had so many transformation photos: pictures of guys like me, turned into handsome hulks like Deacon. My heart raced with hopefulness, though I hadn’t forgotten all of the time I’d already spent in that university gym (I hadn’t eaten a single egg since). So maybe I wasn’t entirely hopeful, but there was enough hope burning in me to get me into that gym, and into an office with the gym administrator.

      “So, tell me, Mitch: what is it that you’re looking for,” he said to me.

      “I just want to be bigger,” I said. “Bigger than I am now.”

      “How much bigger?” he said.

      “A lot bigger.”

      “That’s very vague. And you know that you can’t make yourself taller by working out… right?”

      “Obviously I know that,” I said. I was perked up, excited, surrounded by amazing transformation photos; they were all over the office walls. “I just—I want to look like these guys.” I motioned to those photos.

      “Well, all of these guys look different,” he said. “These are all different body types. And all of these guys had different goals. So, what’s your goal?” He leaned forward and grinned, looking a bit like a used car salesman, with his unbuttoned dress shirt. I couldn’t help but feel like I was falling for a sort of scam. There was a certain amount of sleaze emanating off of that man.

      “I want to be bigger,” I said again.

      “You already said that, Mitchy.” I hated being called Mitchy. I instantly thought of Deacon, and I started wondering if I was really in the right place. But I hadn’t been on a date in almost five years. I hated being doomed to loneliness. I had to make changes, and those changes needed to be to my body. My body was holding me back. “Be more specific. Why do you want to be bigger?”

      I stared at him for a long moment before shrugging my shoulders. “I don’t know. I just want it.”

      “Nobody just wants it for no reason,” he said. “Is it a health thing? Do you want the health benefits? Are you trying to get a promotion at work? There was a big study recently that proved that fit men are more likely to be promoted than their unfit peers.” It didn’t sound super scientific, but that didn’t mean that he was lying.

      “Sure,” I said.

      “Not sure,” he said, shaking his head. “I need you to be specific. Here at Five-Star, we create tailored programs to fit the needs of individuals—and every individual is different. It’s my job to ensure you get the right personal trainer: someone who can work with your specific needs and desires. So tell me, Mitchy: what is it that you really want in life?”

      “I want to be bigger,” I said again.

      He groaned. “Stop thinking about your body, Mitchy. Talk to me like I’m your therapist. Call me Dr. Five-Star. Everything you say in here stays between you and me. What do you really want?”

      “I want a bigger body. I want muscles.”

      He started shaking his head. “Go deeper, Mitch. Why do you want muscles. Be honest with me now. Real transformation starts with honesty. Tell me what you want, Mitchy.”

      I bit down on my tongue. “I just want…”

      “Say it, Mitch! You’re so close! Just say it!”

      “I want…”

      “You can do it!” He was almost standing right now, leaning right over his little desk.

      “I want bigger muscles.”

      He groaned. “I can’t help you if you can’t be open, Mitchy. Nobody can. You can either be open and honest with me, or you can be the way you are forever. It’s up to you. In that case, I would recommend the bronze package; it’s what we usually recommend to the fatties who come in at the start of January, thinking they’re finally going to stick to that New Year’s Resolution. Well, they never do, and we’re not trying to rob anyone here. We’re not interested in taking advantage of anyone; there are lots of gyms around here that do that. If you want help, we will happily help. If you just want to feel good about yourself with a gym membership card in your wallet, we can do that too.”

      “I want to change,” I said firmly. “I really do.”

      “Then you have to be more specific with me, Mitchy.”

      I bit hard on my tongue. “First of all, I hate being called Mitchy. If you could stop that, that would be great. Second of all… I want girls, okay? I want girls to notice me. I want them to like me. I—I’m sick of them looking at me and laughing. I’m tired of them backing away from me when I get close to them, as if I have boils on my face. I’m just sick of it, okay? I’m skinny. No girl wants a skinny loser. I mean—yeah—maybe I can find some desperate girl who doesn’t think she can do any better, and maybe it can work for a while… but then some bigger guy will probably just come around and steal her from me. I can’t do that… I can’t do it again. I just… I want bigger muscles, okay? Is that so complicated? I want to be bigger. I don’t want to compete with jacked dudes anymore. I get it: it’s a battle I can’t win.”

      Now, the administrator was nodding his head slowly. He had a small grin on his face. “You want bigger muscles, huh?” he said.

      “That’s literally all I want.”

      He stared at me for a long, long time. “Okay. Well, in that case, I would strongly recommend the gold tier.”

      He pushed his price sheet towards me. The gold-tier was in a square of gold foil, printed in big, bold letters. The ‘perks’ were seemingly endless: access to amenities, being able to access the gym at gold-tier-member-only hours, and, best of all, access to a personal trainer, on call. He would be available to me at any hour of any day, with just a couple hours of notice.

      But my gaze drifted down to that price. I gasped when I saw it. “People pay that!?” I said.

      “It’s really not that expensive, all things considered,” he said to me with a big grin in his voice. “I mean—just think of everything you’re getting: your own personal trainer, a uniquely tailored fitness plan… and unlimited access. Oh, but best of all, you get the accountability.”

      “Accountability? What do you mean by that?” I said, looking up at him to see his big grin.

      “We keep you accountable,” he said. “Your trainer will make sure you don’t miss your sessions. They will motivate you when you’ve got no motivation. They will push you when you’re tired—and that’s really the secret to success, Mitchy. It seems so simple, but it’s really so effective. So what do you say? Can I sign you up?”

      He already had the contract ready. He slid it towards me, along with that pen. I stared at it. It was a lot of money—pretty much all of the money that I had. “And that’s… monthly, right?” I said. “It’s not weekly?”

      “Of course,” he said. “It’s really a great deal, don’t you think?”

      I felt sick. It was almost everything I had to spare—on a gym membership.

      I took the pen. I was ready to be done with my skinny body. Now, it was time for a new chapter in my life.
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      It was 4:00 AM the next morning when I woke up to my buzzing phone. I groaned and pushed the phone away from my pillow, onto the floor, so the buzzing wouldn’t wake me up. I had a feeling it was a wrong-number or some spam call from India.

      But the phone kept ringing, and ringing, and ringing. The person wasn’t giving up. I growled and rolled onto my back. “Fine!” I shouted, and then I snatched my phone and looked at the number. It wasn’t a name I recognized. ‘SAM THOMAS’.

      I answered the phone. “Hello?” I said, groggy even though I was trying not to sound groggy.

      “Is this Mitch?” a feminine voice asked.

      “Who is this? Who died?” I sat up and rubbed my eyes. “Do you have any idea what time it is?”

      “It’s time to work out,” the voice said. “Why aren’t you here at the gym?”

      “The gym?” I said. I looked at the clock on my phone again, thinking that maybe I just read the time wrong. “It’s four in the morning.”

      “It’s time to work out,” she said. “Get your butt over here.”

      “I’ve only been asleep for, like, two hours,” I groaned.

      “That’s your problem. You’re paying me to train you, and right now, you’re missing your training. So get over here.”

      She hung up on me before I could get another word in. Honestly, I thought about going back to sleep, but I was too perplexed to lay back down. I rubbed my eyes again, groaned, and then I slipped out of bed. I figured I could always go back to sleep after the gym. Plus, getting the workout in at 4:00 AM seemed like a better idea than doing it around noon, when there would be dozens of people in the gym to see me, and hundreds of people walking by on the street. 4:00 AM offered a bit of privacy, and that’s what I needed until I was fit enough to not be an embarrassment.

      I walked through the dark, quiet streets of my neighbourhood. I tried to think when the last time I was awake that early was. It must have been close to a decade—probably for some flight or another. It was a five-block walk to the gym, and I didn’t see a single turned-on car or a single lit window the whole way—until I saw that glowing gym.

      There were a few cars parked out front, but I could only see two guys inside: enormous, buff men who were always there, always pumping weights, adding a few ounces onto their already-massive bodies. They both eyed me as I stepped in. One of them grinned before looking away, as if to say, ‘Oh, it’s another one of these guys who comes for a week and then never shows up again.’ I looked away from him. I wanted to prove him wrong, but he was probably right; I was probably going to lose my motivation after a few weeks, at most, and then it would just be another block that I avoided so that the gym-rats wouldn’t recognize me and laugh at me.

      I looked around, unsure of where I was supposed to go. There was a large-breasted blonde woman sitting on a stationary bike. Her hair was straightened, flowing halfway down her back. She was wearing what appeared to be a bikini, yellow in colour, with brand-new baby-blue sneakers on her feet, and a matching blue cap on her head. Her big, fake eyelashes suggested that she was one of those girls who had a gym membership strictly to meet men. Now, she was probably targeting those early-morning guys. They were the biggest of all the gym-rats. Hell, you can’t even call them gym-rats at that point; they’re more like gym-capybaras.

      I sauntered around the gym, holding that tattered old gym bag (I got it for two dollars at Value Village, even though I could easily afford a new one. I didn’t want to look like a complete beginner, so buying used seemed like a sensible solution).

      “Looking for something?” the woman with the long blonde hair asked. “The lockers are just over there.”
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      “I’m, uh, just looking for my trainer,” I said.

      “What’s his name?”

      “I don’t actually know. I think it’s a woman.”

      She smiled and then she stood up. “Samantha?” she asked.

      “I really don’t know. They never told me. It’s, uh, my first day.” I said it very quietly, and I felt horribly embarrassed to be admitting it to her, though I’m sure it was obvious. My thin frame wasn’t fooling anyone.

      “Are you Mitch?”

      I nodded my head.

      Then she smiled and reached out her hand. Her smile was big, as if she was trying not to laugh. I was starting to think that they were all in on it: a big scheme to steal money from poor, sad losers like myself. “I’m Samantha,” she said. “Call me Sam if you want. I’m going to be your personal trainer. Let’s get right to it—alright?”

      “Um, okay,” I said. I looked back and saw the pair of hulks looking at us. They both looked me up and down before turning back to their own business. A chill ran down my spine. I just hated being in that gym. I couldn’t wait to have a few pounds of muscle on me, so I wouldn’t look like such a pathetic beginner.

      She took me over to the bench press. “Lay down,” she said.

      “Shouldn’t we warm up first?”

      “Didn’t you walk here?” she asked.

      “Yeah, but, like… I always start by riding the bike for a bit.”

      “I don’t care what you normally do,” she said. “That’s a waste of calories. You’re trying to put on muscle, right? Why would you carelessly burn those calories then?”

      “I—I don’t know,” I said.

      “I mean, if you want to keep your thin frame, then by all means—let’s start on the bike. In fact, let’s just do nothing but bike, then you can maybe even get a bit thinner.”

      “I get it,” I said. “That’s why I hired you. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

      She smiled. “You’re in the right hands.”

      “But, uh…” I paused for a moment, trying to choose my words carefully. She wasn’t jacked. She had the body of an Instagram model—not a bodybuilder. In fact, she basically had my body—if I had breasts and fake lashes. There were no signs that she’d ever used that bench press machine, or any of those machines. Sure, she probably knew a thing or two about dieting, and she probably had a pretty good cardio routine. But what could this chick know about building muscle mass?

      I figured I could give her the benefit of the doubt. I was desperate, after all, and I’d already paid for the month.
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      She started by making me do sets of ten, with low weight… actually, it was just the bar at first, which felt heavy enough. Then, she added ten pounds onto each side. Then she added ten more onto each side and lowered the reps to eight. My arms were already starting to get exhausted. Let’s do a set of four,” she said, and then she put twenty more pounds onto each side. I have to embarrassingly admit that I was only able to do two before my arms started to wobble and she had to save me from dropping that bar onto my face.

      “That’s all you can do?” she said, giving me a face that I was familiar with: a face that many women showed me whenever I looked at them. It was that, ‘Ew—are you actually about to hit on me right now?’ face. Except now, it was more like, ‘Ew—can you really call yourself a man after that embarrassing display?’

      I blushed and looked away from her.

      Next, we went to another chest machine, which was similar to the bench press. She put on a bit of weight and had me squeeze the pair of plates together, as if I was trying to clap. “Pull apart slowly,” she said. After five reps, I was already wobbling. I felt like my arms were already done for the day—unable to handle anything else.

      But she kept pushing me. She sat behind me and reached around me, putting her palms against the backs of my hands—and her breasts against my back. She pushed me through the motions. “Keep going,” she said.

      And I have to admit that I didn’t mind the human touch. She smelled nice, and her perky breasts in that thin bikini, or sports-bra, or whatever it was… let’s just say that I could feel everything. It was a nice reminder of what I was doing all of this for. One day, I might be snuggling with a girl—though I would probably be the one in the back, with my arms around her.

      That thought gave me a bit of strength—enough to do another set while straining and groaning embarrassingly.

      But the embarrassment was only just beginning. The next machine was awkward and I couldn’t quite figure it out. I tried pushing on the plates, but they would hardly move. “I think it’s too much weight,” I said. And then she rolled her eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous, Mitch. You just need to push yourself.” She pushed me aside and then demonstrated, easily pushing the plates, as if they weighed nothing. I tried to imitate her, but I wasn’t able to push nearly as much as her.

      She was much, much stronger than me, even though we looked about the same. Of course, I knew that she was a personal trainer. She worked at that gym and worked with that equipment every day; but it was still strangely emasculating, seeing her easily pushing around what I could hardly budge.

      “What’s the matter?” she asked. “Why are you so down all of a sudden?”
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      “I’m not. I’m fine,” I said. Then I stretched out my arms. My shoulders were sore. I caught a glimpse of her page in her binder: the rest of the routine for the day. We’d hardly just begun, and I felt like I couldn’t do any more.

      She led me over to the dumbbells and told me to lay on my back. I did, and then she put a pair of twenty-pound weights into my hands. “Push all the way up, until they tap, and then go as far down as you can.” I was able to do four, but she wanted me to do twenty. “C’mon, Mitch! Man up! Let’s see you push yourself. You won’t get bigger if you don’t push yourself.”

      I heard the snicker of one of the big gym hulks. I looked over just as he was looking away from me. That emasculating feeling was getting worse—and then it got so much worse when she took a pair of weights from the rack—double what I was doing—and demonstrated the proper technique. The gym hulks giggled again, and in that moment, I was finished.

      “Can I talk with you over in the office for a minute?” I asked.

      “Why?” she said.

      “I just want to talk in the office,” I said, looking away from her, unable to look into her face. So she entertained me, walking over to the office, and then I closed the door so the gym hulks wouldn’t hear me, giving them something else to laugh about. “I don’t want to do this. I, uh, think I want my money back.”

      She stared into my eyes. “What’s wrong?”

      “It’s just not for me,” I said. “I’m not strong enough for this.”

      “That’s the whole point, Mitch. Doing this every day will make you stronger.”

      “But it’s just not for me, alright? I’ll take a refund. Even, like, an 80% refund. I’m sorry I wasted your time.”

      “You can do this, Mitch. Don’t get so down on yourself. You’ve already made some progress. You’re going to be sore tomorrow, but in a few days, you’ll be stronger than you were this morning.”

      “Just give me the refund, please,” I said.

      She shook her head. “No refunds,” she said.

      “What? That can’t be real. Nobody mentioned that.”

      “It was in the contract. It’s also right there, on the wall.” She pointed to a sign that said, ‘GOLD TIER MEMBERSHIPS CAN NOT BE REFUNDED.’
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      “What the hell! Why not? I can’t just lose that money! Okay, whatever. I guess it’s a lesson-learned. I’ll just lose the sixteen-hundred.”

      “Well, it’s actually eighteen-hundred after fees, and closer to two-thousand after taxes.”

      I groaned. “Story of my life,” I mumbled.

      “God, you’re really a downer. You really need to stay here with me, Mitch. I can help you. I’m sure that I can pick you up from this slump.”

      “I’m not in a slump,” I lied. “I just thought this would be different than it is. So, I guess I’m out two grand. It is what it is.”

      “Twenty-four grand, actually,” she said, blushing.

      “What?”

      “You signed up for the gold tier,” she said. “After fees and taxes, it’s about two-grand per month—and you signed a year commitment.”

      “Stop,” I said. “You’re fucking with me. Surely, you’re fucking with me.”

      She shook her head. “It sounds like a lot, but you get full access to all the amenities, and you get your own personal trainer—me. You do realize that you’re getting full-time access to me, right? You and me are going to be, like, best-buddies over the next year. Trust me, Mitch—you won’t regret it. It sounds like a lot of money, but it’s worth it. It will be a life-changing experience.”

      I shook my head. I looked back and saw the two gym hulks giggling, looking through that office window at me before moving onto their next set of huge weights.

      “I just can’t do it. I’ll figure out a way to get a refund of some sort. I’m sure there’s some loophole. But thank you for your time. I really appreciate it.”

      I stood up. She tried to talk me out of leaving, but I was determined to get out of there. I hated gyms so much. I hated gym-rats and the smell of sweat and metal and rubber. I especially hated the sound of those huge men dropping those massive weights on the floor: that loud clunk that made me jump every time, as if some shooter was bursting in and firing up the place.

      I guess I was just doomed to be skinny forever.

      But Samantha wasn’t going to let me get away so easily. It was 4:00 AM the next morning when my phone rang again. It rang and rang and rang until I answered. “Who is it?”
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      “It’s Sam,” she said. “It’s time to work out.”

      “I told you: I’m not coming back.”

      “Yes, you are,” she said. “Because if you don’t, you have to pay the inconvenience fee.”

      “The what?” I said.

      “Every time you miss a session without twenty-four hours’ notice, you have to pay a fifty-dollar fee.”

      “But I told you I wasn’t coming back!” I said.

      “That’s not an option, Mitch! I was hired to keep you accountable, so that’s what I’m going to do. Now get down here and let’s get to work!”

      I groaned loudly. I really didn’t want to go to that damned gym; I was sore and the place was horribly embarrassing… but I couldn’t lose fifty bucks. I was already flat-broke and in debt. So I grabbed my gym bag and dragged my feet down to that gym. She was waiting for me there, in a super-tight bodysuit, showing off her super-slim model body. It was almost like she wanted me to see just how small and feminine she was, so I knew how embarrassing it was that she could push around more weight than me.
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      “Okay,” I said. “I’m here. I showed up. But I’m really, really sore from yesterday. I don’t think I can do a workout today—but I showed up, so you aren’t going to charge me the no-show fee… right?”

      “You’re a no-show until your workout is done,” she said with a grin on her face.

      I took a deep breath. I couldn’t help but feel like this whole thing was a scam, and I foolishly signed myself up for it. I should have read the fine-print on that contract. Hell—I should have just stayed at home; I knew that I wasn’t capable of packing on muscle, so why was I trying? Why did I think that some employee at a gym would be the secret to fixing me? “I’m going to get a lawyer,” I said. “There’s no way that this is legal.”

      “Mitch,” she said, tsking and shaking her head. “You’re paying us to keep you accountable. You agreed to this. It’s a perk of the highest tier.”

      “Yeah,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Some perk…”

      “Now hop onto the leg press. It’s leg day. No more whining. Let’s go.”

      I groaned. I wanted to continue the argument, but those gym hulks were chuckling at me from across the large space, and a small part of me wanted to prove to them that I wasn’t a gigantic wuss, even though I probably was.

      I got onto the stupid machine and waited for her to set the weight and explain to me what I was doing. “Now go,” she said, so I pushed the weight. It was heavy. I had to strain to make the plates move.

      “It’s just too much,” I said.

      “You have to push yourself to build muscle,” she said.

      I tried to push, but it was just too much work. “I can’t do it,” I said after just three reps. “I’m done. It’s just too much. I’m guessing this whole thing is just some scheme to rip off people like me—people who are desperate and down on their luck.”

      “Man,” she said. “You really do like feeling sorry for yourself, huh?”

      “Don’t be rude,” I growled.

      “Don’t feel so sorry for yourself. Your problem isn’t your strength; it’s your resolve. You have no motivation to push the weight, even though your body is perfectly capable of doing it. You either want it or you don’t. I can push you all you want, but you have to want it at the end of the day.”
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      “I do want it!” I snapped. “It’s literally the only thing that I want! But you’re right—I’m not motivated enough to do it, because I’m not convinced it’s even possible. I’ll put all of this work in for weeks, months—and maybe even until this year is over—and I’ll be in the same exact position. I’m tempted to prove it to you, just so you get off of my back, but I also don’t want to kill myself just to make a point!”

      “It’s my job to motivate you,” she said. “And I’m going to do everything I can to do it.” She placed her hands on her hips, looking a bit like a superhero—but right now, she was feeling more like a supervillain.

      “I just can’t do it,” I said.

      “It’s almost twenty-thousand dollars,” she said.

      I paused. I thought about what she was saying—but I didn’t know what she was saying. “What is?” I asked.

      “A full year of no-show fees,” she said. “Tack that onto the full year of gold-tier membership…”

      “I’ll get a lawyer; I swear.”

      “That’s fine,” she said. “We have a whole team of lawyers—the same people who made the contract you signed.” She had a big grin on her face, as if she knew that she was strong-arming me into working out; this was just another strategy to force me to workout. “Our lawyers would crush whatever low-budget lawyer you find. Plus, I didn’t even mention the late fees. We charge interest on late fees.”

      “This is robbery,” I said.

      “Well, there are no late fees if you show up for your workouts,” she grinned.

      “I showed up.”

      “You haven’t showed up until the workout is done,” she said, completing our argument cycle.

      “Fine!” I snapped. “Let’s just get this over with!” Now, I had to work out just to minimize the damage; I was now cutting my losses. But I wasn’t going to kill myself doing it. I fully planned on putting in the lowest amount of effort, knowing it was a waste of time.

      I got onto the leg press and tried to push the weights. I complained until she rolled her eyes and lowered the weight. Then, I did the bare minimum. Next, we went to do squats. Again, I put in the bare minimum. She kept rolling her eyes, and the gym hulks kept on chuckling at me from a distance.
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      “You aren’t going to put on any muscle with this low-effort, Mitch,” she groaned.

      “I told you: I’m not going to put on any muscle at all. I’ve been trying my whole life.”

      “Maybe you haven’t tried hard enough; if this is the effort you’ve been putting in, then your problem is obvious.”

      “I’ve tried hard,” I said. “And it amounted to nothing. I’m not doing that again.”

      “So why did you even sign up for this?” she asked. “Why pay for the highest tier? You obviously thought there was some chance of getting ripped.”

      “Because I want to attract girls!” I snapped. I don’t know why I was so honest so suddenly, but I really couldn’t take the long arguments anymore. “It’s been months since I’ve been near a woman. And the last time I touched a woman… I can’t even remember! It’s been over five years. I get it—I see you looking at me like that, trying not to laugh. I’m a loser. I’m pathetic. Okay—I get it. But it’s the truth; girls won’t touch me because I’m a scrawny loser.”

      “My God, Mitch,” she said. “If you can’t stop feeling sorry for yourself, you might just be hopeless. Pick yourself up. Slap some sense into yourself. You’re not that bad. You’re a bit skinny, but you’ve got a handsome face. I’m sure you have a good personality when you’re not being such a whiny bitch.”

      “What did you just call me?” I gasped.

      “A whiny bitch—because that’s what you’re being.”

      “Okay. I think we’re done here,” I said, stepping away from the squat rack.

      She grabbed my wrist. “Wait,” she said. “I want to try one more thing. Get back under the bar.”

      “I don’t want to,” I said.

      “Do it, Mitch,” she said firmly, with intense eyes. She was suddenly very intimidating for a short, skinny blonde. I felt suddenly small, and vulnerable. I felt like a ten-year-old facing his schoolteacher, right after doing something naughty.

      “Okay,” I said softly, and then I stepped under the bar. She stepped around me, standing in front of me. Then, she reached back and pulled up a small weight bench. She spread her legs wide and inched in close to me, so she was sitting right under me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “Every time you come all the way down, you can push your face into my tits,” she said. She grabbed the top of her tight bodysuit. “If you can do more than ten reps, you can suck my nipples.”

      I was frozen, shocked, thinking I was mishearing. I stuttered. “What?” I managed to say.
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      “Do a squat. Come down low enough to get your face between my tits.”

      I didn’t know what to do. I could feel my face turning dark red.

      “Do it, Mitch,” she said with that firm voice.

      So I gripped the bar, nestling it on my shoulders. It was heavy, but I didn’t want to embarrass myself. I started to bend my knees.

      “Straight back,” she said.

      I tried to follow her command. I went low. As my head passed her head, she pulled her top down, exposing her breasts: her naked, braless breasts. She leaned forward, pushing her perky tits against my face. The warm softness of her boobs was like magic against my face. I hadn’t felt breasts in so long! She even pushed them together, sandwiching my face for a moment before pulling herself away and covering herself back up. “That’s one rep,” she said. “Stand back up and do it again.”

      I stuttered, unable to come up with anything to say. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. My legs were trembling. I went down again. Down went her top. I nestled my face between her breasts, feeling a bit like a pathetic loser who was getting some pity action—but I also felt like a superhero, getting to feel the perfect breasts of a ten-out-of-ten blonde.

      “You’re doing great, Mitch,” she said after my fifth rep. “Keep going.”

      It was hard, but I pushed through the pain. I managed to get to ten reps. I wasn’t sure I could do more, but I really wanted to see if she was serious about letting me suck her nipples. When I went down that eleventh time, she lifted up her right breast, putting her perky nipple into my mouth. She let me suck her for a few seconds, and then she leaned back. I tried hard to get a twelfth rep in, but now my legs were toast.

      “So you could do it,” she grinned, adjusting her breasts in the top of her bodysuit. “Let’s move on.” She had a big smirk on her face as she led me to the dumbbell area. “We’re going to do lunges,” she said, setting up a little platform. “You know how to do lunges, right?” She handed me a pair of heavy weights. “Do you prefer tits or ass?”

      “What?” I said.

      “Do you want my tits again, or would you prefer my ass?”

      “Um…” I said, feeling flustered, embarrassed, but also like the luckiest man alive. I was no longer regretting that expensive fee.

      “Okay, you had the tits, so let’s do ass this time.”

      She showed me how to do a proper lunge, and then she stood up on her little platform. She bent over and turned to look back at me. “With each lunge, you can press your face into my ass.”

      It seemed weird at first, but she had a great ass. It was, quite possibly, the best ass I’d ever seen, and without doubt the best ass I’d ever buried my face into. I managed to do twenty lunges, which impressed her. “I thought you’d only do a dozen at most,” she said, giggling.

      I was still red all over, flustered, and hardly able to conjure up words. I stuttered again.

      “Next, we’ll do some deadlifts. I know your arms are sore, but just do your best. If you can do eight reps, I’ll give you tongue.”

      “Tongue?” I said.

      She nodded her head. Then, she gave me a little demonstration—of the tongue, in my mouth, and then the deadlift. “Now go ahead.”

      I was shaking all over. Was she coming onto me? Did she want to kiss me? It sure felt like it. Though it was hard to believe that she could be attracted to me—and not just because of my scrawny body. I’d done nothing but nag and complain with her—more than usual—so I really gave her nothing to be attracted to. But now, she was doing a great job of making me want to work out. I really was pushing myself. I wanted that kiss, even if it was just a pity kiss. I did the reps, and then she locked her lips with mine.

      We did another set of all the exercises, with all of the same rewards: breasts, ass, and tongue. Finally, after three sets, I was burned out. I could hardly move, but I felt like a proper champion, with a big grin on my face. But she wasn’t finished with me.

      “Back to the squat rack,” she said. I reluctantly followed her.

      “I can’t do anymore.”

      “Sure you can,” she said, adding more weight onto the bar. “You just have to do three squats.”

      “I can’t squat that much,” I said. “That’s not just me being a whiner. That’s… That’s a lot of weight.”

      “You’ll do it if you want a hand job,” she said.

      “A what!?” I gasped.

      “You heard me. Now give it a go.”

      I got under the bar. I was shaking all over. My muscles felt weak. I got the bar onto my shoulders and I tried to stand up. The weight was intense, making me wobble from side to side. “Oh God,” I said. “I’m going to hurt myself.”

      “I’m right here. You’ll be fine.”

      I took a deep breath. I did the first squat. It was hard and I hardly made it back up.

      She reached around and stroked my cock with her gentle fingertips. “That was so good, Mitch. Keep going.”

      Now, my cock was throbbing, getting hard. Was I really going to get a hand job?

      I pushed myself hard to do that second squat, straining and groaning. I managed to get it up.

      She reached around and grabbed my hardening shaft through my shorts. “Oh my God, Mitch, you’re doing so good. Keep going, Mitch. Don’t stop, baby. Keep going.” She was moaning, sounding like she was on the verge of having an orgasm. My face was so red; I tried not to look forward at the mirror.
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      “Oh God,” I groaned.

      I tried to go down, even though my body was begging me not to. I strained and bit my tongue. I pushed as hard as I could…

      But I couldn’t get back up. I was stuck. My legs were wobbling. I had to beg her to help me, so she grabbed the bar and pulled it back up.

      Now, I was standing, weak and wobbling, with an erection.

      “Sorry, Mitch,” she smiled. “Maybe tomorrow.” She turned around and started walking towards her office. “Stretch it out. Take all the time you need. I’ll see you tomorrow morning at four.”

      And I made sure to set my alarm, because I didn’t plan on missing that next session.
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      I beat Samantha to the gym that morning. When she walked in and saw me, her eyes lit up. “Mitch!” she said. “I was not expecting to see you here so early!”

      “I guess I set my alarm a bit too early,” I blushed. I tried not to be too much a pervert, fighting the urge to look down at her body. She was wearing a tiny skirt and a tight crop-top with spaghetti straps. She was braless under that tight top; her fat nipples were poking out, trying to break through that thin fabric. “So, uh, what are we doing today?”

      “Back and shoulders,” she said. “Think you’re ready for it?”

      “I’ve never been more ready,” I smiled. I felt so energized, so optimistic. I felt like I was finally starting to turn a new leaf: shedding that mopey cynicism that had been holding me back for so long.

      “Then let’s start,” she smiled. She led me over to a station that she’d set up the night before, just for me. She got onto the bench and demonstrated the first exercise. It seemed like a good way to make my already-sore arms even more sore, but I got into position and did it, waiting for the ‘reward’. I thought she would let me kiss her again, or maybe nuzzle my face between her tits again…

      But nothing happened.

      “Good. Next exercise,” she smiled, and she demonstrated.

      “That’s it?” I said.

      “What’s it?”

      “We’re not going to… I don’t know… spice it up?”

      She stared at me for a long moment before grinning and shaking her head. “Don’t tell me that you think I’ll give you treatment like yesterday every day.”

      “What?” I said, acting coy. “No—I’m not like that. I just…. I thought that worked really well yesterday.”

      “I’m not a prostitute, Mitch,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “I hope you don’t think you’re paying for a prostitute right now.”
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      “What!?” I gasped. “No! No! Of course not. I’m sorry. I—I just… Can you show me the exercise again? Just forget I said anything.”

      She did another demonstration, now with an unimpressed look on her face. Had I offended her? Did she now think that I was a creepy pervert? Was the next year going to be horribly awkward?

      But why did she give me those ‘perks’ to begin with? If she didn’t want me lusting over her, then why use her body as bait?

      I did the exercise. But she wasn’t impressed. “You can do better than that,” she said to me. Maybe she was right, but I couldn’t muster up the motivation. “Think about your goal. Think about what you’re trying to get out of this. You’re paying a lot of money, Mitch; this is obviously something you really want.”

      Then, I looked up at her with a blushing smile. I don’t know where it came from; it was out of character, but the words came out nonetheless. “Maybe I’d do better if we just tried something like yesterday.” Maybe I sounded like a pervert, but I couldn’t help it; I really wanted to feel her breasts again.

      She rolled her eyes. “Is that really what you want, Mitch?”
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      I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe.”

      “Fine,” she said. “How’s about we make a deal?”

      I pressed my lips thin, feeling a wave of optimism, though I also felt like a creep. I think those five years of loneliness were catching up with me, overriding my better judgement—and maybe the lack of sleep was contributing. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d even talked to a woman, never mind a woman as beautiful as Samantha. And when would I get another chance to touch a woman intimately, the way that she let me touch her the day before? I wanted to kiss her again. I wanted to feel her breasts.

      Okay, so I was being more of a creep than I thought. It wasn’t something I was proud of, but desperation makes a man do embarrassing things—and it can make a man agree to foolish deals.

      “If you can do a full set in under four minutes—with good technique—then I’ll go down on you. If you can’t do it—and I really mean with good technique, because I won’t count half-assed reps—then you have to go down on me.” She had a big smile on her face, and that smile made me light up.

      

      Did she like me? Did she have feelings for me? Why would she make a deal like that if she didn’t like me at least a little bit? It was a win-win, even if I lost. I wanted her to go down on me, but maybe I wanted even more to go down on her. I had nothing against going down on a lady! I’d done it once, with a fling that I met at a bar.

      I thought it was going to be more than a fling, and then when I tried calling her the next day, she said, “Please don’t call me again, Mitch. Last night was a mistake. I had too much to drink.” She blocked me from all of her social media platforms, even though I never tried to reach out to her; I guess she was really ashamed of what we did together. And, as you can imagine, it was a real blow to my self-esteem—especially when I saw her two months later with a big, muscular gym-rat.

      “Deal,” I said to Samantha.

      So the game was on. She started the timer and I got to work: five exercises in under four minutes. That was the goal, anyway. But after the second exercise, I was starting to hit a wall. My muscles were aching, slowing down. The pain was getting worse, clenching my muscles. I groaned and strained, knowing time was running out.

      I had two exercises left. “One minute, Mitch,” she said with a grin in her voice.

      I pushed myself hard, but I couldn’t do it. That last exercise was brutal: five pull-ups. My arms had nothing left. I did two, and then I was stuck, muscles frozen. My arms trembled. I couldn’t pull myself up.

      I went limp and fell off of the bar.

      “Time’s up,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “I guess you lose.”

      But I wasn’t mad about it. I was perfectly content being the loser of the game. Now, I would get to push my face between her fit thighs. I would get to stroke her little slit with my tongue. I would get to tickle her perfect clit with the tip of my tongue…

      At least that’s what I thought I was going to get. She led me into the private workout room, which was only for gold-tier members. “Ready?” she asked.

      “Let’s get it over with,” I said with a big grin.

      Then, she pushed on my shoulders, dropping me to my knees. “I get four minutes,” she said. “If you can make me cum, I’ll take it easy on you tomorrow. If you fail, then you’re in for a rough morning.”

      “Deal,” I said without thinking about it.

      I should have thought about it.

      She lifted up her skirt and she pulled her panties to the side, letting her big, fat cock fall out. I gasped, shocked, horrified, frozen. It was just swaying there, half-erect, foreskin half-pulled-back. It looked like a small arm, hanging down between her legs, hand clenched into a tight fist. “W—What the hell is that!?” I gasped.

      “What does it look like, Mitch? It’s a cock. Now suck it. The four minutes start once it’s in your mouth.”
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      “You never said you…” I shook my head and recoiled. “Is this some sort of prank? Have you just been fucking with me this whole time? Take that thing off! It’s not funny.”

      “I can’t take it off, Mitch. It’s part of me. I’m trans.”

      “Bullshit,” I said. “You don’t look trans.”

      “Hey!” she said. “That’s kind of rude. You can’t say stuff like that.”

      I looked at it again, trying to see if it was fake. I was expecting to see the seam between the base and her pelvis… instead, I saw throbbing veins. I could see it twitching. I could see that foreskin being pulled further back. She grabbed it with her fist and gave it a gentle tugging, making herself a bit harder. If that thing was fake, it was the best fake ever made. “You made the deal, Mitch. Now, if you don’t want to do it, I guess that makes you a no-show.”

      “What?!” I said. “That’s not fair. I didn’t know you had that. It’s just… it’s not fair.”

      “You’re being rude,” she said. “You were fine kissing me, sucking my tits—and you were perfectly happy with the idea of me sucking your dick. So what’s the big deal? It’s just part of me, like every other part on my body. You made the deal, Mitch. And you made that second deal too: four minutes to get me off, or tomorrow will be torture for you.”

      “I want my money back,” I groaned, standing up.

      “Sorry,” she said. “That’s not in your contract. What’s the matter, Mitch? Afraid because I’m bigger than you?”

      I paused. I hated hearing those words: bigger than you. They made me shudder all over. I looked at her, biting down on my tongue. “I’m not afraid.”

      “Then suck it,” she said. “Man up. You made a deal, now follow through.”

      I stuttered. I looked at her cock, which was almost fully erect. I’d never been near an erection that didn’t belong to me before. “I’m straight,” I managed to say.

      “And I’m a woman. Now suck my big, feminine cock.”
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      “You’re perverted,” I said.

      She giggled. “Said the guy who has practically been begging me for action all morning. What’s the matter, Mitch? Feeling a bit insecure with your masculinity?”

      That word stung too: insecure. I hated hearing it. I could see Amanda in my mind now, blushing as she locked lips with Deacon. I could see her turning to look at me, laughing at me, making me realize that my biggest fears were correct all along.

      “Fine!” I snapped. “I don’t care. I’ll do it, just to prove that I don’t care—if that’s really what you want.” I dropped to my knees. From down below, that cock looked huge—too big to be real. It towered into the air, throbbing. Her ball sack seemed to swell and contract as blood flowed through her shaft.

      I took a deep breath. I reached out slowly, not sure what to expect. I curled my fingers around it and groaned. She giggled. It really was real; I could feel it throbbing. It was warm—much warmer than I was expecting.

      “The clock’s started,” she said to me.

      I just had to do it; it was just four minutes. I closed my eyes and leaned in, mouth open. I felt her tip sliding onto my tongue. I could feel her foreskin stretching back: an unpleasant feeling at first, without a doubt. Then, it got worse a moment later when I felt a small, warm squirt: a tiny shot of what I assume was pre-cum, spraying across my tongue. I groaned.

      “Three minutes,” she said. “And I’m not even close.”

      I forced myself to close my lips around her thick shaft. I gagged, but I kept going. I didn’t want to know what her idea of a day of torture was. So I bobbed my head. I pushed back and forth, back and forth, feeling her lumpy veins and fat tip pushing against every surface of my mouth.

      I got a small moan out of her, and luckily, it was a feminine sound. For a moment, it didn’t seem like I was sucking a guy’s cock; in a weird way, it seemed like I was sucking a girl’s cock, which I suppose I was. The discomfort was starting to go away as I got more used to those feelings, though it was hard to get used to the feeling of that heavy throbbing against my tongue.

      “One more minute,” she said with a slight strain in her voice. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to win that bet. She never said I couldn’t use my hand, so I clutched what I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I started jerking her fast while I sucked on her tip. I felt like a complete loser, being humiliated and tormented, but I managed to push through those awful feelings. I pumped her fast, hearing her moan louder and louder. I was going to do it: I was going to make her cum!

      I gave her the blowjob that I always wanted. I’d never actually gotten a blowjob before—not for more than ten seconds during drunken foreplay with a one-night-stand (my sexual experience was entirely exclusive to one-night-stands with drunk girls who wouldn’t have given me a second of attention on a sober day). I did what I always thought would feel so, so good. I tickled her tip. I pulled up her shaft slowly and intimately. I circled her bulbous tip with my tongue until she—

      She pulled out. Her phone’s alarm was going off. Now, her dick was throbbing in the air, as if she was just on the verge of bursting. “That’s four minutes,” she said. And then a moment later, her cock was tucked away in her panties. “Time’s up.”

      “There’s no way!” I gasped. “That was not four minutes!”

      “It was. I timed it with my phone.”

      “You’re lying.”

      “Sorry, Mitch. You lose,” she said. “Be here bright and early tomorrow. It’s going to be a day of hell—but it will be worth it. There’s no gain without pain.”

      I groaned again.

      “Oh, brighten up, Mitch. Pain is just weakness leaving the body. You’re going to be better at the end of all this.” Then she looked down. “So, uh, you liked going down on me, huh?”

      I looked down and saw what she was referring to: a big, erect bulge. Apparently, something had aroused me during the blowjob. “That’s just delayed morning-wood!” I gasped. “It’s still the morning.”

      She giggled. “Okay, Mitch,” she said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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      That next morning, Samantha had me run something called a ‘Beep Test’. It was a relatively short test that involved running back and forth as a machine beeped. The beeping got faster and faster, and I had to reach the same line with each beep. I ended up falling to the ground and throwing up. The gym rats all laughed at me, and Samantha told me that it was a lousy performance.

      Then, after ten minutes, she made me do a strength circuit: pushups, pull-ups, sit-ups… she just had me go until I was exhausted. “You’re hardly trying,” she said to me.
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      “I’m doing the best that I can,” I said.

      “If this is your best, then we have a real problem on our hands. Just admit it, Mitch. You’re not feeling motivated.”

      “I’m telling you: I’m just exhausted.”

      “What’s the matter, Mitch? Now that you know I’m trans, you’re not interested in working for my body?”

      “I never said that. I don’t care if you’re trans; that’s none of my business. I’m just sore and tired. It’s been a long week—and I haven’t put on a single pound of muscle.”

      “It takes more than four days,” she said, shaking her head. “You have to be patient.”

      “I was patient for six months last time, and nothing came of it.”

      “Well, if this was the effort you were putting in, then I’m not surprised.”

      I groaned. “I’m putting in effort!” I gasped. “I literally barfed in front of you.”

      “Everyone barfs during the Beep Test. We just make people do it to make them barf.”

      “That’s cruel,” I growled. “I don’t think this is working for me, Sam. Let’s face it: I’m doomed to be skinny forever.”

      “What’s so bad about being skinny? I’m skinny.”

      “You’re a girl!” I snapped. “Girls are supposed to be skinny. Guys are expected to be big and muscular. No girl wants to be with a skinny guy.”

      She groaned. “Not this rant again. I thought we were over this, Mitch,” she said.

      “It’s just the truth. I can’t pretend like it’s not the truth, just because you expect me to be Mr. Positivity.”

      “It’s not the truth,” she said. “Lots of girls like skinny guys.”

      “I’m living proof that’s a lie,” I said.

      “You’re living proof that you’re a whiny bitch,” she said with a grin.

      I glared at her, unimpressed. “You’re lucky I’m not telling your boss that you said that.”

      “He wouldn’t care,” she laughed. “He warned me that you were a whiny bitch.”

      I gasped. “So that’s what’s going on here? I’m just the gym joke? Well, fuck that! I don’t want to be your inside joke. I’m getting a lawyer! I want out of this damned contract.”

      “You’re not getting out of it, Mitch. We’ve been over this. Quit being so dramatic. I’m going to help you achieve your goal, okay? I’m just teasing you. You need to learn to take a joke. Let’s do one more set—and this time, I want to see a bit of effort.”

      “I can’t do it,” I said.

      “You can suck my nipples if you do it to my standard,” she said.

      I shook my head. Now that I knew those were biological male nipples, I was much less interested… though I was strangely tempted to take the offer. I still couldn’t help but let my gaze fall down to her breasts a few times. She was still hot, even if she was born a man. Maybe I had been hoping for one of those little sexual invitations… “No,” I said.

      “You want to go down on me again?” she asked.

      “No,” I said.

      “Well, I would go down on you, but I don’t think you’ve earned that; not even close.”

      “I don’t want that anyway,” I said, crossing my arms. “I’m not some horny, desperate loser.”

      She gasped. “Are you suggesting that I can only land a horny desperate loser, Mitch?”

      I turned red all over. “No!” I cried. “I’m just saying; I can’t be bought with sex like that.”

      “Don’t make me take out the big guns,” she said with a smirk.

      I was curious to know what the big guns were. “You’re not going to strong-arm me into killing myself with another set.”

      “No-show,” she said simply. “Don’t do it, and you’re a no-show.”

      I rolled my eyes. “You’re just going to threaten to charge me every time I can’t go on? Is that the ‘accountability’ that I’m paying fifteen-hundred bucks a month for?”

      “I can do more than that,” she said.

      “Do your worst,” I said, rolling my eyes.

      “Pull your pants down,” she said.

      I paused. I had to take a moment to ensure that I heard her correctly. “What?” I said.

      “Pants down—now,” she said with that teacherly tone. That voice made my spine tingle. She was scary when she was being firm. I suddenly felt like a young boy facing the school principal, about to be told that she was going to phone my parents and tell them about the terrible things I’d done.

      I nodded my head obediently. I reached down and pulled my pants down.
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      “Boxers too, Mitch,” she said with that same firm tone.

      It was strange to think of her as an authority; she was a small, skinny personal trainer, but she had the aura of a police officer, and I was just pulled over with a trunk full of illegal drugs. I slipped down my boxers. She looked at my cock and giggled, making me feel even smaller, even more vulnerable. “It’s cute,” she said.

      “It’s a normal size,” I said softly.

      And maybe that’s why I felt so submissive; she was bigger than me—by a lot. There was something about her fat cock that made her just seem… more dominant than me. Why did I feel that way? Why did it make any difference? I probably made more money than her. I probably had a bigger apartment… but none of that mattered, because she had more manhood than me.

      “What now?” I asked, embarrassed.

      “Do the exercise. For every lousy rep, I’m going to penetrate you once.”

      “What!?” I said.

      “You heard me,” she said. “If you let your technique slip, I’m going to penetrate you.”

      “Where?”

      “Your asshole, Mitch; where do you think?”

      I gasped. I was speechless. “Is this even legal?” I stuttered.

      She giggled. “Start,” she said. “Twenty perfect pushups.”

      I got down. I focused hard. I went slow, making sure each pushup was perfect. But after ten, I was feeling my arms wobbling. I didn’t want to be penetrated. I looked back and saw that her cock was out. Her skirt was draped over it. She was stroking herself, getting herself hard and ready. “Focus,” she said. “Don’t look at me.”

      I could feel the colour draining from my face. Was this really happening? Was she really going to stick her cock in my ass? I didn’t want it—but I didn’t know how to tell her not to. I’d gone completely submissive.

      I lost my grip on the ground and let a lousy pushup out. I hoped that she didn’t notice—and she didn’t say anything, so I kept going. I only had five left. I tried to do them quickly, but I could feel my back arching up. She still wasn’t saying anything.

      “Okay,” I said as I finished my last one. “That’s twenty.”

      She stepped over me and crouched down, putting her hands on my back. “I saw seventeen good ones,” she said.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, straining to look back.

      “Three penetrations,” she said. “That was the deal.”

      “No,” I gasped.

      But she already had her saliva-slicked tip between my butt cheeks.

      “Sam—wait!” I said.
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      And then she pushed hard, pushing between my butt cheeks until her tip was inside of me, stretching my hole. I gasped loudly, gripping the ground. I tried to push myself up, but between the weight of her and my weak arms, I couldn’t do it. She pushed in deep, making me tense up all over. Then, she pulled back, until her tip was teasing my rim. A moment of pause came before the next deep penetration. I gasped again. She went deeper this time, pushing half of her shaft into me. “Oh my God!” I cried. She pulled back. I felt her throbbing shaft. I felt that fat tip—and I felt that stretched foreskin. Now came the final penetration: her whole long shaft pushing deep into my body. I was speechless, feeling like there was a cock deep in my throat.

      She pulled out slowly, making sure the embarrassment set in before my hole was empty, agape. I tried to pucker it closed, but I was stretched out. I scurried up to my feet once she was off of me. I looked at her, red in the face. She was grinning, as if it was funny.

      “That—That wasn’t right!” I said. “You forced yourself on me.”

      “You agreed to it,” she said. “Don’t act so hard done by. Now finish your set. Four more exercises. Let’s go. Same deal.”

      She stood there with her erection out the whole time. She had that grin on her face, apparently not at all embarrassed about being exposed in front of me. She was showing off. She knew that huge cock made me feel like a submissive loser. She was enjoying the act of dominating me mentally, like some superior peacock standing with its feathers extended. I was her little bitch; she knew it; I knew it.

      After that second exercise, she came up behind me, grabbed my arms, pinning them at my sides, and then she slid into me, making me gasp: another three thrusts. Once again, I felt emasculated, dominated, and submissive.

      I failed the next exercise, getting five penetrations. Then, I got six, and then I got ten. It was during that tenth thrust into my body that I felt something. Her nails dug into my sides and she let out a stuttering moan. A warm gush pulsed inside of me. “W—What’s happening?” I asked.

      She didn’t say anything. She just pulled out slowly, letting that heavy creampie pour out, streaming down my left thigh. I looked down at it and gasped. “You—You came in me!”

      “Problem?” she said.

      “That’s… That’s so violating!”

      “I couldn’t help it. You’re really tight.”

      “You came in me!”

      “Oh, get over it, Mitch. That was the deal. If you didn’t want it, you should have worked harder to clean up your technique. You were so sloppy near the end—I thought you were doing it to get more penetrations.”
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      “You can’t just ejaculate in someone like that!” I gasped, staring at that huge stream of cum.

      “What did you think was going to happen?”

      “You’re twisted,” I said.

      “You’re paying me to motivate you however I can, and you forced me to use extreme methods. I’m sorry if it’s more than you bargained for, but we’re working towards a goal here, Mitch. If you don’t want to achieve your goals, then so be it. But either way, you’re stuck with me for a year. You’re going to get what you paid for, whether you like it or not.”

      My heart fluttered. I felt a churning in my gut. I was four days into a one-year program; there was a lot of humiliation left before I was finished with that gym.

      “You’re a stubborn guy, but I’ve dealt with worse,” she said. “I’m going to get you to your goal one way or another. You’re going to start putting in the work, or the consequences are going to get a lot worse.” She winked at me, and I wasn’t sure what she was suggesting—but I knew that I wasn’t looking forward to day-five.
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      I made sure not to be late; I didn’t want to give her any reason to make my life hell. It was core day: a full day of gruelling ab exercises. I tried hard to impress her, pushing myself harder than I wanted to. The pain was excruciating after the first set, and I still had three sets left.

      But so far, she hadn’t ‘threatened’ me with her trans body, and she hadn’t attempted to bribe me with her feminine assets. I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to bribe me or not. She was wearing the cutest little skirt and bodysuit combination, looking like a little doll. Her hair was in a pair of pigtails, making her look immature, but she still had that dominant aura.

      When I went to start my second set, she beat me to the machine, adding ten pounds of weight. “Same number of reps,” she said with a grin.
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      “You want me to fail, don’t you,” I said, shaking my head.

      “I want you to succeed,” she said. “And that means a bit of pain. The first set was way too easy—let’s face it.”

      I groaned. I didn’t complain, because she hated complaining. In fact, when I let a complaint slip, she told me, “There’s nothing less attractive than a boy who bitches.” I didn’t want her thinking that I was ‘unattractive’, even though I wasn’t trying to attract her.

      I pushed myself through that second set, going until I was out of breath and unable to stand upright.

      “That was okay,” she said. “But the weight is really low still. We’ll add five more pounds onto the next set.”

      “I can’t do it,” I wheezed. “There’s no way.”

      “You have to, otherwise you’re not going to like tomorrow.”

      “I thought you said tomorrow was a rest day,” I said.

      “It’s a flexibility day—which is like a rest day. But you’re still coming in. It will be about ninety minutes of relaxing stretches—and some tougher stretches. But that doesn’t mean you’ll like it. That all depends on this next set.”

      I had no idea what she meant, but I assumed she was threatening to penetrate me again.

      Though I have something to admit: a small part of me wanted her to penetrate me again. I managed to hide it from her, but when she was finished with me the day before, and her cum was oozing down my leg, I had the biggest erection of my life. I’d never been so hard! It actually felt good, when she was sliding in at that perfect angle. I was almost hoping she would ‘punish’ me again, though I was worried that she would catch on. If she knew that I liked it, I surely wouldn’t get the same treatment ever again.

      I turned dark red thinking about it; who would have thought that I would like being penetrated from behind?
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      I pushed myself until that final exercise. Then, the desire to give up came hard; it came hard enough that I thought about her penetrating me, and I realized that pushing myself for that last exercise just wasn’t worth it, especially if giving up meant possibly getting that secret reward. So I let myself fail. I groaned and shook my head. “That’s all I’ve got,” I said. “I’m done. I’m fried.”

      “Then you won’t like tomorrow,” she said.

      “So be it,” I said. “Do your worst. I’m tired. I’m not cut out for this.”

      “Ugh,” she groaned. “There’s that bitching again. I hate that. Okay, then I’m going to make it extra bad for you.”

      She started undressing. I tried not to smile. She thought that she was going to punish me by making me suck her, by penetrating me—but it was hardly a punishment; though I would never admit it to her—or to anyone. That was my secret to keep to myself.

      Well, she really did have a way to torture me properly. Fully naked, she reached her outfit to me. “What?” I said. “Want me to do your laundry or something?”

      “Here’s your outfit for tomorrow,” she said as I took the skirt and bodysuit, the panties and the skimpy bra. “I’ll find you some pads to fill out the chest; I have some from before I got my implants. And I’ll grab some mascara and some blush for you—and some lip gloss; that’s probably all you need.”

      “Wait,” I said. “You want me to wear this!?” No way!”

      “What’s the matter, Mitch?” she said. “Too insecure to dress like a girl?”

      “I’m not going to be seen like this!”

      “Yes, you are,” she said. “And don’t think about wearing something else to the gym and then changing. I’m going to be outside tomorrow morning, making sure this is what you’re wearing here. Oh, and I like to sleep in on Saturdays, so we’ll meet at 11:00 AM—okay?”
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      I felt sick. So, she managed to find a way to make the punishment sting. I stuttered and then I nodded my head slowly, feeling that submissive energy flowing through me. I knew she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. I knew that I was doomed to wear that skimpy little doll outfit.

      “Now, let’s do the last set,” she said. “And if you give up again, I’ll be sure to make tomorrow as horrible as possible.” She had a big, mean grin on her face. I didn’t stumble on that last set, even though every muscle in my body was screaming out in pain; I didn’t want to know how she could make the next day any worse. And luckily, I managed to push myself; I managed to avoid that horrible punishment.

      But the next morning, I still had to endure the awful torture of wearing her clothes and putting on her makeup. The bodysuit was tight, gripping my cock and ball sack firmly in place. I wriggled, trying to make it comfortable, but it seemed hopeless. Then, the skirt went on, and it hardly covered anything; it was less than half the length of my shortest shorts. “This is humiliating,” I groaned, looking at myself in the mirror. The bra pads gave me a realistic-looking bust, and that’s when the real humiliation set in: I actually looked like a girl.
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      “Oh God,” I groaned. I hadn’t even put on the makeup, and I was already experiencing a revelation: this is why girls wanted nothing to do with me; I looked like a girl myself. Samantha had an ideal female physique and her clothes fit me perfectly. No man should fit in a hot girl’s clothes! And worse: the makeup looked good—

      Not to me, of course! But it looked right, it looked feminine. Even I couldn’t help but see a girl when I looked in the mirror. My eyes, nose, and lips were still my own, but now, somehow, they looked like they belonged on a woman’s face.
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      That small amount of blush was enough to make my whole facial structure look girly. And as I stepped out of my building, onto the street, heads instantly started turning. The gazes of men drifted up and down my body. I even caught one man grinning at me. It was the attention I’d always wanted—but I wanted to get it from women, not from men.
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      I tried to ignore them, keeping my head down. I knew that Samantha didn’t actually sleep in this late; she just wanted to maximize my humiliation as I walked through the streets, dolled up, lips glossed. I held my gym bag close to my body; it seemed like the only thing I had to cover myself up. With every step I took, I felt my skirt bouncing, showing off my bum to everyone behind me.

      And it really didn’t seem like any of the men on the street could tell that I wasn’t actually a woman; they kept staring at me, gawking at me, grinning at me. I was like a piece of meat thrown into the lion exhibit at the zoo. Now, I was being sized up by all of the lions. I was even turning the heads of the men that had stolen women away from me over the years: the big-armed gym-rats. My heart fluttered; I felt lousy and embarrassed.

      Samantha was waiting for me in the parking lot. She whistled at me as soon as she saw me, making sure everyone within a block radius turned to see me. “Strut your stuff, girly!” she called out. “Looking fine, sexy”

      I kept my face down, feeling my cheeks turning redder and redder. “Let’s just get this over with,” I muttered under my breath.

      She started tsking. “If you’re going to be a lady for the morning, I want you to talk and act like a lady. Otherwise I’m going to mark you up as a no-show.”

      I looked up at her, growling, scowling, wanting to grab her and shake her. “Nobody said anything about acting like a lady.”
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      “It was implied.”

      “You’re getting what you wanted.”

      “I will get what I want,” she grinned. “So put on your best girly voice and let’s get to work. Do you like yoga? Something tells me you’re going to be a natural.”

      She marched me through the gym, taking me the long route, making me walk by all of the regulars and all of the weekend warriors. I recognized two hulking men—the same pair of men who were always in the gym. The rest were unfamiliar, though they all turned to look at me. A few gazes went straight to Samantha, checking out her fit, gym-toned body, but a frightening number of those gazes went to me, giving me similar looks. One man even scanned my whole body before winking at me, making my gut turn.

      “I hate you,” I grumbled.

      “That’s not very nice,” Samantha said.

      I saw that we were moving towards that private gold-tier room, which only had a single person in in. But thirty-feet short, we stopped. There was a mat set up on the floor, in front of a mirror, right next to six men working out.

      “Why don’t we go in there?” I asked, pointing at that private room.

      “We don’t need any of that special equipment,” she said.

      “But it’s practically empty in there.”

      “So?” she said. “What does it matter?” She was grinning. She knew exactly why it mattered.

      “Quit messing with me,” I growled.

      “Quit complaining. You know how I feel about complainers. You’re better than that, Mitch. Now let’s stretch. Don’t worry about anybody else; you’re here for you. I’ll show you the first stretch.”

      It did get easier, but it took a while. It was a ninety-minute program, and for the first hour, I noticed every single glare. I couldn’t bend over without half the gym turning to look at me. I wanted so badly to spin around and shout at them: ‘You’re all staring at a man, you morons!’ But I liked having the anonymity that came with that ‘disguise’. In fact, by the end of that first gruelling hour, I started to come to an epiphany:

      Samantha thought that she was humiliating me by toting me around, dolled up in her tight, skimpy outfit. But really, she was just providing me with a disguise. Nobody knew who I was… and sure, they wouldn’t know me if I was dressed as myself either—but now, I could change into my regular clothes and wash off that makeup, and then I would be someone else to them. All of that humiliation would die with that feminine character that she was forcing onto me.

      So it only made sense to stay in character. And then, of course, there was the added bonus of taking away Samantha’s satisfaction. It didn’t take her long to realize that the embarrassment was wearing off. We had ten minutes left when she asked, “Isn’t that guy over there making you uncomfortable? He checks you out every time you bend over.”
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      I shrugged my shoulders. “He doesn’t know who I am,” I said with a grin.

      “But he’s still undressing you with his eyes…”

      “So?”

      She looked a wee bit frustrated, and that filled me with a strange amount of joy. It was nice to turn the tables on her. But she wasn’t ready to go down as the loser of the day. To finish off that stretching routine, she suddenly added in a number of very hard, awkward stretches. “Hold it!” she said while I was standing on my shoulders, with my legs crossed in the air. The stretching hurt, and she knew it. She made sure that I left that gym sore, and hardly able to walk. And then, in an attempt to reclaim her dominance, she said, “Be sure to be here at four tomorrow morning. We’ve got a long program, so don’t be late.”

      “Okay,” I said, still unable to wipe the grin from my face. I don’t know why I was feeling so smug… maybe just because I knew that I was taking away a bit of her power: the power that had been making her feel so smug over the past few days.

      “Hold on,” she said. “Wait there.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I said so,” she said, and then she went back into the gym, leaving me standing outside as people went in and out. I stood there for ten minutes before I started to think she was just getting one last dose of humiliation in, putting me on display in that feminine guise in front of all of those people; she really didn’t clue in that the girly clothes were helping me more than they were embarrassing me.

      Finally, she emerged from the gym with a bag in her hand. “Take this,” she said.

      “What is it?”

      “It’s your outfit for tomorrow,” she said with a grin.

      I looked in the bag and saw a very tight spandex outfit: pink and tiny, made for a girl who had a gym membership just to pick up men. “Are you serious?” I said.

      She nodded her head.

      “Why? I did your whole routine today.”

      “You complained,” she said, tilting her chin up.

      “Hardly,” I said. “I was basically on my best behaviour.”

      “You’re complaining now!” she said, once again looking frustrated as she tried to regain control. “And you aren’t using your girl voice, which I told you to use. You’re lucky I don’t chalk you up as a no-show.” She was growling now, turning a shade of red. My grin was apparently making her angry—beyond frustrated. She didn’t like losing control, and she didn’t like the thought that her own idea was backfiring. “Show up in the outfit—every day for the next week.”

      “The next week!?” I gasped.
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      “Make it two weeks,” she said, crossing her arms. “And keep complaining if you want to make it a month!” Her face was dark red; she really was angry with me!

      I bit down on my tongue. I was no longer smirking. I didn’t want to wear that skimpy outfit for two weeks! But what else could I do? She did still have that power over me; she could mark me as a no-show, and the only way I could fight it was with lawyers, which meant legal fees—and not to mention the humiliation that would come with explaining to a legal team that I had to wear girl’s workout clothes to the gym to appease my personal trainer.

      “Okay,” I said softly, in that girly voice. I had to bite my tongue hard. “I’ll wear the clothes. See you tomorrow morning.”

      “See you tomorrow morning, Mitch,” she smiled, finally starting to relax as she realized she’d won the battle. But I wasn’t going to let her win the war.
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      I showed up in that outfit, and she scolded me for not wearing makeup. “You didn’t say anything about makeup,” I said, biting my tongue again as I tried to maintain that ‘girl voice’, so she would have no excuse to punish me more.

      “It was implied,” she said. “Besides, you look cuter with a bit of mascara, don’t you think?”
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      I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders, and then we got on with the workout.

      The pair of hulks kept looking at us, chuckling; they knew who I was. They knew that Samantha was tormenting me, and I was being a submissive fool, going along with the torment. Maybe they were even in on it, like it was some big inside joke between the trainers and the regulars. I tried not to care; I felt like my ego had already been destroyed during my first week in the gym. They’d laughed at me so much, watching me struggle to lift weights, listening to me moan and complain. Hell, maybe they even knew that I’d sucked Sam’s large cock, and maybe they even knew that she pumped my ass and came inside of me as a punishment for having bad technique. I really felt like I had nothing left to be embarrassed about.

      While Samantha was in the bathroom, and I was supposed to be stretching, one of the men called out to me. “Looking cute, buttercup!” The other man laughed, and then they went back to their workout. I chose to ignore them, though my face did flush red. Even though I was used to the humiliation, it was still humiliating.
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      Or maybe I shouldn’t say it was humiliating as much as it was confusing. I knew that he was mocking me, but I couldn’t help but wonder if there was some truth behind his ‘compliment’. I stared forward, looking at myself in the mirror. I really did look… good. That outfit fit me perfectly, exposing curves that I really shouldn’t have had. I couldn’t help but think that those curves looked more exaggerated than ever… it didn’t help that we’d been working very hard on my thighs and core, and much less on my upper body. A pair of hard leg days had left me with a noticeably firmly ass. When Sam did get me into an upper body workout, it seemed like she was less concerned about me doing lots of weight.
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      In fact, the next day, when it was chest day, I easily did the workout, and I even said, “Shouldn’t we up the weight?”

      She shook her head. “It’s more important to perfect the technique first, then we can talk about more weight.” But the next day, when it was another leg day (it seemed like we did twice as many leg days), she didn’t hesitate to make the weight big. I struggled to finish each set, and I was sore the next day.
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      But I wasn’t upset. It hadn’t even been two full weeks, and I was starting to notice some changes—for the first time ever! My ass and thighs were getting bigger, and I knew because I was squeezing into those same tight pants every day. My core was getting narrower as I shed what Sam called my ‘baby weight’, so I was getting more of a curvy hourglass appearance.

      But my chest wasn’t getting bigger, and my arms were staying the same too—because we apparently had to focus on technique before adding weight. I’m not sure I fully understood why my technique was insufficient, but I went along with it.

      It was an early morning when Sam arrived at the gym, looked at me strangely, and said, “Why are you wearing my clothes?”
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      I paused, confused. “What do you mean?”

      “The two weeks is up,” she said. “You don’t have to dress like that anymore.”

      “Oh,” I said. “I didn’t realize.” But I didn’t have my boy clothes with me, and I didn’t want to wash off my face while wearing that girly outfit; I didn’t want to be recognizable while dressed like that, especially because it was a later workout, starting at 7:00 AM instead of 4:00 AM. “I’ll wear my normal clothes tomorrow.”

      “If you prefer to wear my clothes, you can keep that outfit,” she said with a grin. “I won’t judge you.”

      “I don’t prefer to wear your clothes!” I gasped. “I thought I was still being punished!”

      “It’s fine, Mitch. I’m trans—I’m the last person who will judge you for wanting to dress like a girl.”

      “I don’t want to dress like a girl,” I hissed.

      “It’s up to you. This is a judgement-free facility.”
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      “I’ll wear normal clothes tomorrow,” I said firmly.

      And I quickly found myself wishing that I would have worn my normal clothes that morning. While I was on my way to the bathroom, I got a hard spank on the ass, making me yelp. I spun around and saw one of the hulking regulars, looking at me with a grin. He blew a kiss at me and then laughed, as if it was a joke. “Keep working that ass, beautiful,” he said, and then his friend laughed along.

      But I wasn’t so sure that it was a joke. I couldn’t help but notice that he kept looking at me. He kept glaring over at me, and I swear I caught his eyes inspecting my bum more than once. Could I really blame him? My bum did look insanely good, though it probably would have been better on a woman, especially with my narrow waist and lack of pecs or biceps or shoulders…

      It was a brutal morning: leg day. Leg day with Sam was always brutal. She had me deadlifting huge weight, stepping up onto boxes, squatting on and off the rack… It seemed endless. And I was sweating more than ever, partially because they were repairing the air conditioner in the gym.

      “I’m expecting you to wash that outfit before you give it back to me,” Sam told me, looking at me, all covered in sweat.
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      I huffed and puffed. I nodded my head.

      “Unless, of course, you want to keep it,” she grinned.

      “I don’t want to keep it!” I said, mustering up the energy to speak.

      She just shrugged her shoulders. She made me do an extra set. The workout was gruelling, and long. It took longer than two hours, and then she made me stretch for forty minutes.

      “You should shower,” she said. “No offence, but you don’t smell great right now.”

      I thought about showering at home, but she was right: I didn’t smell amazing, and I didn’t want to smell bad the whole walk home. There were showers for gold-tier members, so I decided to slip in. I ran the water and got undressed. I looked down at my legs, and paused for a moment, surprising myself; I was still surprised when I saw my shaved legs.

      Okay, so you’re probably wondering why I shaved—but I can explain! A few days into my girl-clothes punishment, the feeling of my leg hair rubbing in the tight spandex became too much. That chafing was so uncomfortable, especially around my cock. So a few days in, with a good ten days left in my punishment, I decided to shave it all away. I knew it would grow back—and the relief was worth it… but I never quite got used to the way it looked, all smooth and shiny.

      But I was starting to like the way it felt, even in my male clothes. There was a strangely refreshing feeling when a light breeze touched my shaved skin. And I really liked the slippery feeling of my crotch, not burdened with a bush of hair. It’s a hard feeling to explain, but it just felt… right. So I kept it shaved; it didn’t take much work: a few swipes with a razor every few days in the shower.

      But it could give a person the wrong impression, so I made a point of keeping myself covered up. At work, I wore long pants. I didn’t want people thinking that I was some sort of crossdresser, even though I suppose I was, against my own will.

      As the hot shower water started to run down my body, I suddenly felt a hard slap on my naked ass. I gasped and spun around, using both of my hands to cover my shaved cock. Now, standing before me, was the same gym hulk who spanked me earlier. He was naked, hairy, and bulging with huge muscles. The grin on his face made me feel small.

      “This is the men’s bathroom, beautiful,” he chuckled.

      “I—I’m a man,” I said.

      “Really?” he laughed, looking me up and down. “Fooled me.”

      He stepped into the water next to me. He didn’t care about keeping himself covered. He let his big cock hang loose, and it was no surprise seeing as he was so much bigger than me—with nothing to be ashamed of. If I looked like him, I would have been happy to be naked as well.

      I tried to ignore him. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t embarrassed, though I was now very aware of my smooth, shaved legs. I saw him looking down at them a few times, making me tingle all over. I heard him chuckle a couple of times as well.

      And then I looked over and noticed something else: his cock was getting hard… It was throbbing and inching its way up, up, up. I looked away quickly, and he didn’t even seem to notice—or maybe he didn’t care. But what was making him aroused? Was it just the hot water streaming down his body? Or was it… me?

      My heart tingled. That gym was constantly filled with hot girls trying to seduce those gym rats, wanting a taste of those huge muscles. But now, that gym rat was standing naked next to me, staring at me, showing off his growing erection as if it was some sort of sign of dominance; he wanted me to see it. He even made a point of turning his body towards me so I could see it.
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      Then, in a flustered moment, I dropped the soap. Oh, it seems so cliche, but that’s how it happened… As I bent over to pick it up, I felt his hands slide onto my hips I froze and he started to caress my body. Was this just him teasing me? I heard him groan before he let his tall erection slide up against my ass.

      “You’d look better with long hair,” he said, using his other hand to grab a handful of my wet hair. He pulled back, forcing my chin up. I gasped.

      “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

      I heard him spit. I felt a warm glob land between my butt cheeks. He used the tip of his cock to put that natural lubricant in the right spot.

      “Seriously,” I said with a pounding heart. “What are you doing?” But I wasn’t fighting him. I wasn’t saying no. I wasn’t pulling away. Even when he started pushing himself into me, I stayed in place. I let him push that fat, hard cock into my body. I let him grip my sides. I let him all the way in: ten, eleven, twelve inches of hard, fat, throbbing cock. I let him stand me up and I let him cup my chest as if I had breasts. I even turned my head and let him kiss me on the lips.
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      He thrusted into me with hard motions. My legs were sore from working out: wobbling, trying not to buckle. He reached down and gripped my erection, and then he chuckled. “I’m bigger than you,” he said, though it didn’t need to be said; he was twice my size.

      “Just fuck me,” I whispered.

      And he did as I asked. He pumped me hard, until I was bent over and moaning, with my fingers on the wet floor. He pushed in deep, until he was about to cum, and then he pulled out, spun me around and pushed me to my knees. I instantly tilted my head up and opened my mouth, ready to receive his orgasm—and I got what I wanted, all over my tongue, all over my lips, all over my nose and my forehead and my eyelids and my cheeks and my neck and my chest and my hair—and even a sticky shot onto my pulsing erection.
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      Then, he turned to the streaming water, rinsed himself off, and left with a towel around his waist, saying nothing as he marched off with a grin on his face.

      And as I stood up, I had a grin on my face too. What was wrong with me? Why did I let him do that? Why did I like it?

      I left the gym flustered, rushing off without even seeing Samantha to say goodbye. My heart was racing. I was so overwhelmed that I didn’t even realize I’d grabbed the wrong gym bag on my way out the door. It wasn’t until I went to throw everything in the wash that I realized I had a bag filled with women’s clothes.

      And it was the worst possible thing to have in my condition, with all of that new curiosity burning inside of me. I tried to resist the urges, but I couldn’t. There was a dress, a skirt, underwear (including something I would call lingerie). There was a crop top, and two different workout outfits. I wore everything. I posed in the mirror. I did my hair. I put on makeup.
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      I skipped around my apartment, feeling strangely giddy and excited, and then I even went out for a walk, because I knew that men would ogle me the way I was never ogled as a man. I knew that they would smile at me and fantasize about me. It was attention that I’d always craved, and it was attention I would never get as a man, even if I stuck out that gym program for the next decade, even if I got huge like those gym rats.
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      It almost seemed like this was the person I was meant to be, as if I’d been born into the wrong body. I let out a deep sigh when I got to a cafe and received half a dozen smiles from the patrons. It was sad, because I knew it was temporary. I needed to return those clothes, and I needed to give Sam her outfit back. Soon, everything would be back to normal… though I would soon have a nice gym-toned body. Isn’t that what I always wanted? Why was I feeling so bummed out now?
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      I showed up at the gym the next morning with everything: Sam’s outfit in one bag and the accidentally stolen gear in another. I gave Sam her bag after putting the other by the lost-and-found. “I grabbed it by accident,” I said to Sam. “It looks exactly like mine.”

      She stared at me for a long moment. She looked down at my body. “I’m surprised,” she said.

      “Why?”

      “I thought you would be wearing my outfit again,” she said with a smirk.

      “I get it,” I said, shaking my head. “You think I’m such a loser. You can tease me all you want—I’m totally over it. It’s fine if you think I’m funny or something; I’m totally used to it. But I don’t really care anymore. I just want to work towards my goal, so why don’t we get to work?”

      She kept staring at me, with a strange look on her face, as if she couldn’t understand what I was saying. “Mitch,” she said. “What happened? You’ve been so spunky for the past two weeks, but now you just seem like you’ve reverted back to Mopey-Mitch.”
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      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

      “Sure you do,” she said. “Just admit it: you liked dressing like a girl.”

      “Don’t start with me,” I groaned.

      “I’m starting with you, and I want you to answer honestly, because I can’t help you if you aren’t honest with me. For the past two weeks, you’ve been happy to workout with me. I hardly heard a single complaint out of your mouth—and that’s amazing, because nobody complains more than you! And now, you’re that guy again; you look like you don’t want to be here. Look Mitch: I really don’t care how you want to dress, and I won’t judge you either way.”

      I bit down on my tongue. “I just…” I took a deep breath. “I don’t want to talk about it. Okay? I just want to workout. And… Have you seen my actual bag? I took the wrong one yesterday. It looks just like that one, but it obviously has my stuff in it.”

      She sighed. “Mitch, that is your bag,” she said. “While you were showering, I swapped out the contents. I put a few gifts in there. I thought you would like those outfits. Well, to be honest, they’re not really gifts; I didn’t buy them for you—it was just some stuff I had that never fit me right, but I thought would fit you.”

      I felt my skin turning white. For a moment, I felt a wave of excitement, but I pushed it away. I shook my head and cleared my throat. “You put that stuff in my bag?” I said. “Why?”

      “Why do you think?”

      “I’m not trans like you,” I said.

      “I didn’t say you were,” she said. She wasn’t grinning. I couldn’t tell if this was teasing or if she was trying to be genuine with me.

      “Quit messing with me.”

      “I’m not messing with you!” she said. “You told us that your goal was to feel confident with your body. Well, after a week with you, I determined that getting big muscles wasn’t what you needed to achieve that confidence. Sure, getting healthy and toned up a bit is never a bad thing, but you really needed something deeper than muscles. Mitch, when you came into this gym, you already had a great body. A lot of people would kill to have a body like yours. You just needed to learn to embrace what you had… And when I saw those blushing cheeks of yours when you put on my clothes, I knew what was happening.”

      “Stop,” I said, turning away from her. “I’m not going to let you mess with my head, just because you think it’s funny.”

      “I’m not messing with you, Mitch!” she said. “I’m trying to help you. Look—you don’t have to entertain me now. You don’t have to do anything but workout with me. Just do me a favour: take that bag home. Take those outfits and keep them in your closet. You can leave them there or you can wear them—just don’t throw them out. Keep them—hide them if you want, I don’t care. And if you ever want to come into the gym all dolled up again, that’s great. If not, it makes no difference to me.”

      I stared at her. She really was making it seem like that gym was a judgement-free zone… at least on her end. Those gym hulks were always chuckling at me though… however, they clearly liked me more when I was dolled up.

      My head was spinning. I didn’t know what to think. I couldn’t tell if I was embarrassed or not; Samantha—a beautiful woman—thought that I wanted to be a girl. Was that embarrassing? I felt like it should have been, but it just… wasn’t.

      We got to work: chest day. She set up the first machine with low weight. I did a set and then I looked at her. “My technique is fine and you know it,” I said.

      She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s a good weight to build strength without adding mass,” she said, blushing.

      “What if I want mass?” I asked.

      “If you want to eventually have big pecs and shoulders, like those guys over there, we can up the weight. But right now, you have the perfect figure to pull off a bikini. How’s about this: I’ll leave it up to you.”

      I turned and looked at the key in the machine. I looked down the plates of weight. I knew I could handle three more plates at least, but it would be hard—and then, the muscle would come after just a few sessions—not much, but a little bit every week. And soon, I would be bigger—too big to pull off a bikini, like she said—and too big to pull off any of those cute outfits that were in my bag.

      I looked at her again.

      “Like I said. It’s up to you. The next set starts in thirty seconds, so decide quickly.”
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      I eyed the machine again. “Leave it,” I said.

      THE END
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