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Story




Blurb

All I wanted was to lose a little weight. Get a bit more fit. Put on some muscle, finally.




I didn’t expect they’d give me a sports bra and a pair of booty shorts.




Wearing these clothes feels so good - good enough to make me commit to my workouts, actually. Soon I’ll be entering a mixed-gender bodybuilding competition to see how I stack up.




But can I really compete with all those other girls on stage - in nothing more than a bikini and heels?




And will my hunky, manly trainer be more of a distraction than a coach?




I’ve always wanted to be the best version of myself - 




And now, I’ve found her.




Chapter 1

They expect me to wear this?!




I’d never been to a gym before. All my life I’d just assumed that my slim build and cheetah-fast metabolism meant I was naturally healthy. Only after my mandatory company physical did I realize my slender weight - 120 pounds at a mere 5’6 - wasn’t borne out of an innate fitness or unintentional workout routine. Nope - I was what they called skinny-fat: no real muscle, but not overweight either. Just thin, and lanky, and needing a change.




 My company offered a discounted personal training program, mostly to bring down the cost of their insurance. While I’m sure it was meant for overweight and older workers, they were obligated to let me, all of 24 years old, take the same advantage. The fitness center chosen by our company, Herma Athletics, insisted that no experience was needed, and that they’d ‘whip my butt into shape!’




Those were the front desk girl’s words, not mine.




She handed me a rayon drawstring bag with the Herma Athletics ‘H’ stenciled on the front, a pair of white weightlifting shoes, and a key to my own private changing room. That was the first indication that this place was fancier than my apartment’s fitness center, or the one at my former university. The key was a plastic card that I pressed against a scanner, which beeped happily when I pushed the door open.




The interior was more or less the same as a department store changing room, although the door went from arch to floor, ensuring complete privacy. I slipped out of my casual sneakers, jeans, and t-shirt, standing alone and slightly chilled in my briefs. I opened the drawstring bag and reached inside, searching around for the tank top or compression fitness t-shirt they’d given me to wear.




I pulled out something thin, spandex, and small. Something pink, though I didn’t notice the color until I took it out and stared at the item.




I thought it might be a sock, or perhaps a pair of underwear. Instead, I ended up looking down at something I’d never felt before.




A bra.




A sports bra.




With thin straps and a seamless design, the bra looked for all intents and purposes like a serious piece of fitness attire. Light padding, without clasps or hooks, and ventilation on the sides would ensure the wearer could sweat and move at ease throughout a grueling, intense workout. 




It was no less than what I expected from a gym I couldn’t afford without my company discount. This place had a spa and yoga studio on sight, offered deliciously expensive kale-and-coconut protein shakes, and boasted plaques and trophies from a variety of obscure sports teams, including three Olympic athletes.




So what did I know, then, compared to their extensive fitness knowledge?




Maybe this was just what people wore.




I emptied the rest of the bag’s contents. Sure enough, a pair of tiny hip-hugging compression shorts fell out of the bag and onto the glazed wooden bench. A pair of no-shoe socks with a pink lining, still attached by the plastic tag and clasped between a piece of descriptive cardboard, slipped onto the floor by my bare feet. The only item that really made sense was the gym towel, a soft and sweat-absorbing cotton fabric about two feet long and half as wide, with the Herma Fitness logo branded on either side.




I expected a towel. I expected to sweat.




I did not expect to do it all dressed like a girl.




Chapter 2

From outside the locked door I could hear the high-intensity music and the booming sound of a pumped-up cycling class instructor shouting over the rhythm. If I listened closer distant conversations tickled my ears, along with the scent of a nearby indoor pool. I remained aware that across the four stories of workout rooms others were lifting weights, scaling climbing walls, practicing yoga, and otherwise pushing their bodies to the limit in the never-ending quest for fitness perfection.




And there I was, standing nearly-naked in the corner of a small changing room, staring down at an array of pink-and-purple women’s clothes. The only exercise I was getting was in my jaw, which chattered in cold confusion.




Perplexed though I was, the notion that I could re-dress in my normal clothes, stuff the women’s items back in the bag, and return to the front desk to politely ask just what in the hell the deal was struck me immediately. And yet…




Like I said, I was a complete beginner when it came to fitness. I’d need an instructor to help show me what every machine did, how many times I should use each one, and perhaps even give me some advice about what I should be eating. Lifts, nutrition, cardio, recovery - I knew next to nothing about each one, except that they were important.




At work, the other men would often gather in the break room to discuss fitness supplements meant to turn them from flabby to flashy overnight. If you took this pill with that powder, you’d watch your ‘gainz’ jump up. Take too much, however, and you were wasting your money, or perhaps killing your kidneys. The women at work didn’t take supplements - they didn’t eat much of anything at all, really, when they were in fitness mode. They discussed flavor-of-the-month workout programs like they were new Pokemon, and the names definitely reminded me of outrageous video game monsters. Pilates, SoulCycle, Zumba, and so many different kinds of yoga that I often thought they were making the names up. The more I overheard, the more I realized how little I knew about the world of fitness.




When it came to fitness fashion, I knew absolutely nothing. People didn’t discuss what they wore to the gym. I assumed tank tops and sweatpants. Instead, I got a bra and booty shorts.




Or, at least, what I considered a bra and booty shorts. Really, though, I had no reason to bring my outside notions into the gymnasium. What if the clothes I’d been given weren’t a mistake? What if they were meant for me?




My insurance company had sent my basic information to Herma Fitness, with my permission. Both the gym administrators and my trainer know of my height weight, and overall level of health. The data was meant to help tailor a fitness program to my particular needs. Whoever had put this bag together had surely reviewed the information, and they must have decided - in their expert wisdom - that wearing these clothes would help me along in my vague quest to get fit. 




I didn’t want to look like a fool by taking these expensive, form-fitting clothes back to the front desk and insisting on receiving something else. I knew I was going to make mistakes, but I at least wanted to wait until I got to the weight room to start fucking up. Making an ass of myself at the front desk would be more embarrassment than I could countenance, especially on my first day.




My first day. Right. This was the time to make mistakes. An introductory lesson for a brand-new beginner. What I did today would only be meant to help me find my place in future lessons.




In that sense, it really didn’t matter what I wore. I’d change later anyway.




I could wear what they gave me. The pink bra, the purple shorts, and the cute white shoes that’d look a lot more girly when paired with what else I’d been given to put on.




With a reluctant sigh, I picked up the bra and slipped it over my head.




From that moment on, everything changed.




Chapter 3

I left the dressing room feeling more uncomfortable than ever before in my life, and it had nothing to do with the clothes, really. To my surprise they not only fit wonderfully, they also imbued me with a sense of progress. I didn’t have much of a belly, having never been a big drinker or a voluminous eater. The wide space between the elastic of my shorts and the bottom edge of the bra showed nothing but pale skin and my innie navel, along with a curve of my hips I’d always considered a bit embarrassing for a boy.




In a pair of tight-fitting shorts, however, I looked, well…




Cute.




That feeling made me blush. I hadn’t come to the gym to take selfies and dispense fitness advice to other members. In fact, I hadn’t come here to talk to anyone at all, except maybe my personal trainer, and only then when I had a pressing question. My introversion fed my nervousness; the clothes, however, actually helped keep me a bit confident. I looked like someone who worked out regularly - not a dolled-up boy on his first strange day.




The sports bra, while pink, fit well along my slim upper body. I had a bit of fat in my chest and around my puffy nipples that smoothed out underneath the form-fitting fabric of the cups. The shoes were exactly my size, and while a bit stiff in their newness, their pure white shine brought my ensemble together. For my shorts, I’d had to remove my briefs, which were currently crumpled in the rayon bag on my back, along with the rest of my discredited street clothes. Without any underwear the fabric clung tight to my hips and ass, and I only prayed that the dark purple fabric hid my bulge as well as I’d seen in the mirror.




I passed along a wood floor hallway with various other changing rooms on either side, walking in the opposite direction of the front desk and lounge. The hallway opened up on a door to the pool on one side, and a glass-walled fitness studio with two dozen spin class bikes sitting empty. The fitness instructor I’d heard earlier, an intense woman with a firm six-pack and curvy ass in a pair of matching orange sports bra and shorts, stood with her headset still on, wiping sweat from her tanned face while she disconnected her phone and speakers from the stereo system, cleaning up after her recent spin lesson.




I stared a moment too long at this incredibly fit woman. So long, in fact, that she must have felt my eyes on her. She turned toward me sharply in her biking shoes, and when her dark eyes set on me, I expected to get a mouthful.




Instead, she smiled broadly, gave me a thumbs up, and went back to her work without a word. Flustered, I lifted my palm and did something like a wave, then dashed over to the steps, nearly falling over my feet in my new rubber-soled shoes.




The moment I started moving up the stairs, I felt like I was back in high school. An unexplored place, wearing new clothes, feeling totally out of place without a friend in the whole building. I made my way up the first flight of stairs, turned on the landing, and watched with nervous eyes as two guys in tank tops and basketball shorts came down the stairs toward me, shaker bottles in each right hand, chatting in their deep bro-y voices as they took the steps down.




While I wasn’t bullied much in high school, I knew my relative lack of attention came from my ability to make myself neither seen nor heard by the more popular people on campus. Just like in high school, I moved to the very edge of the staircase and scrunched my shoulders inward, not wanting to making either man have to side step me on their way down.




“Hey,” one guy said. I froze on the third step up, expecting a cruel barb or insult. Instead, I got another smile, and a quick nod as they made their way down.




“Hi,” I murmured back, clearing my throat when my voice somehow came out a lot higher than I expected.




The men continued their way down with their heavy, firm footfalls. I kept going up on the balls of my feet, still intent on making as little sound as possible in an attempt to go unnoticed. For some reason, I didn’t hear the men making their way down the final flight of stairs after the landing. I expected to, since a staircase between four stories creates quite an echo, and the men were walking with heavy strides.




It was as if they’d stopped on the landing for some reason, perhaps to look back up at something they couldn’t see on their way down.




Odd.




At that moment, I really had no idea they’d stopped to check out my ass.




It’d be a few more workouts before I realized men were looking at me the same way I looked at the cycling instructor.




For now, I merely kept on climbing, focused on making my way to the gym for the first workout of my life.




Chapter 4

At the top of the stairs the weight room expanded around me like a cavern of iron. I recognized the bench press, the squat rack, and the dumbbells ranging from 2 pounds to 100 stacked neatly besides their counterparts on a rack that extended the length of one mirrored wall. All the other machines were new to me. One had a barbell that went up and down on a rack, currently in use by a heavily tattooed man with arms the size of oak trees. Another machine had stirrups for one’s feet and arced out in a smooth motion guided by the user, a woman wearing an outfit similar to mine, though in muted colors.




There was no way in hell I was getting in that thing, which a sign near the machine called the hip aductor. It’d leave my crotch thoroughly exposed, showing off my…




“You new?”




A male trainer with a clipboard and a white polo shirt approached me at the staircase. I turned and gorped at him, assuming he’d seen me yet again gawking at another girl.




“Um…”




“It’s kind of intimidating walking in on your first day. Believe me, when I started, I didn’t know a cable pull from a dragon flag.”




What?




“Yeah, I’m new,” I decided, not really caring that I didn’t get his joke. “I’m supposed to be meeting with my personal trainer.”




“Name?”




“Terry Saunders.”




The trainer tapped the clipboard with the pen attached by a chain.




“Okay Terry, Cynthia’s gonna be your trainer for the day. You’re in luck, she’s a real professional,” he said, although I assumed they all were. “She’s just finished up with her last client over in the leg area. Blonde hair, blue eyes, name across the back of her shirt. You can’t miss her.”




Seemed like he could have just said that last part and left out the physical description. I assumed he added those details only because I had the same features, although I kept my blonde hair short.




“Okay. Thank you!”




“Not a problem miss. Enjoy your workout.”




With a primal grunt, a massive man in his mid-30s dropped a barbell laden with 4 huge plates on either side to the matted ground. The trainer who approached me turned sharply, and I read the name ‘Isaac’ on the back of his shirt.




“Sir, please don’t drop the barbells,” he shouted over the din of hip-hop music and pumping iron. “It’s against gym policy!”




“I’m deadlifting!” The man protested.




Isaac sighed, stepping toward the man to lecture him thoroughly. He nodded at me briefly before leaving, but gave me no time to correct his mistake.




He called me miss. I was not a miss.




Just because I wore a sports bra didn’t mean…




Well, whatever. Isaac wasn’t my trainer, so I left him and the gym-douche behind to go find Cynthia.




I ended up walking in a circuit around the spacious gym, stepping through winding paths and over water bottles and discarded plates in an uncharted attempt to find the ‘leg area.’ By the time I made it to my section, I realized the gym was divided into four quadrants, loosely designated by the load-bearing pillars between them. One section was for dumbbells, with added black padding on the floor. Another was all chest and arm machines, while another section had monkey bars and rowing machines and a giant tire on the floor. The words “CROSSFIT” were stenciled in red on that wall, closest to the stairwell. Back deeper into the room lay the leg area, where people - mostly women - did squats and leg extensions on purpose-built machines.




Cynthia wasn’t tough to spot. She stood by a leg curl machine while an older woman in conservative baggy black pants and a long-sleeve white shirt went through her routine at a low weight.




“That’s perfect,” Cynthia said. “If you feel any knee pain, just stop and rest for a while. If it’s still nagging at you, just call it a day. If not, move onto lunges next, okay hon?”




The woman turned her head to look up at Cynthia, lying on her stomach. “Oh Cynthia, you’re such a sweetheart! I promise, when my pension check comes in, I’ll be hiring you twice a week!”




Cynthia, with her blonde hair to her shoulders and her Herma Fitness baby t-shirt, looked the very picture of fitness. She wore black yoga pants that revealed muscular, taut thighs and a butt so perfectly rounded it was mesmerizing. At the same time, she didn’t seem to carry any airs about her. Here she was, after all, dispensing sensible advice to a woman who couldn’t yet afford her. I doubted every trainer looked out for clients who weren’t paying them.




My company had pre-paid, however, and I’d arrived for my scheduled session. I stood patiently by her side until the older woman set her head straight and focused on her routine.




“Um, hi,” I finally said, in the same pitch as before. “I’m Terry. I have an appointment with you?”




Cynthia turned fully toward me. Her expression of casual calm turned into shock the moment she laid eyes on me. I saw her icy-blue eyes widen fully, her lengthy lashes flying up toward her plucked eyebrows.




“Oh!” Her eyes scanned my form for a moment, going from chest to feet and back to my face. She blinked once, and I swear, she actually shook her head. Not in a negative expression, but more like a puppy would.




“Well okay then!” She said, moving onto her tip toes, then setting her heels on the ground. “It’s great to meet you, Terry! Thanks for coming out today!” She offered me a hand, the dark blue nail polish on her fingers immaculate and shining under the fluorescent lights. I offered my own slightly-sweaty hand, feeling like I should apologize for the moisture. In the end I decided to say nothing. This was a gym, after all. People sweat.




Usually from exertion rather than nerves.




“So, what would you say your goals are?” Cynthia folded her arms, not in a disapproving way, but with a stern, no-nonsense expression. She wore the kind of look that said ‘let’s get down to business,’ and though I knew next-to-nothing about weightlifting, I did at least know what I wanted.




Vaguely.




“Just, y’know, getting fit,” I suggested, my voice barely carrying above the gym playlist and the older woman’s squeaking machine. “Um, maybe gain some muscles… and lose a bit of belly fat.” I didn’t have much of a stomach, but there was certainly a layer of pudge over my abdomen. “I’d love to try out some of these machines,” I added, with a 180 degree look around the leg area. “I just don’t want to get too muscular, y’know?”




“Right, a lot of girls don’t want to get ‘bulky,’” Cynthia responded. Once again, she kept going before I had a chance to correct her. I wasn’t a girl; I wouldn’t get bulky. I’d get buff!




Right?




“That’s actually just a myth,” she said, stretching her arm down toward her thigh, balling her calloused hand into a fist. “I do the same types of workouts as the male trainers, with the same amount of weight compared to my mass. Sure, I hop on the elliptical from time to time, usually when I’m doing HIIT, but most of my sessions are compound lifts with barbells and dumbbells. Look,” she prompted, flexing her forearm.




I expected to see bulging muscles and thick veins. Instead, what she showed me was a toned, slender arm with an obvious definition. I wouldn’t have called her bulky or manly or any other vaugely-insulting term, considering Cynthia was quite clearly secure in her gender. She rolled her shoulder back, arms by her side, revealing the definition to her entire arm and chest. 




“A lot of girls I work with don’t realize how much of a benefit weightlifting can be. What size do you think my tits are?”




I blanched immediately. “Oh, um…”




“Don’t worry. I want you to guess,” she said with a smirk. “Come on.”




“B?”




“A. But, because I hit the bench press twice a week, and have for the past year, my pecs and surrounding muscles make it look like I’ve gone a size up.” She stuck her thumbs underneath the straps of her bra. “No padding.”




I raised an eyebrow at all of this. My mind had to separate the female-centric portions of her speech from the generally applicable advice. I didn’t have any notion of making my non-existent breasts look bigger, yet the idea that lifting weights and gaining muscle could do anything besides making me look like an 80s action hero - or a shorter version of one - was brand new to me.




“So what kind of weightlifting routine would you recommend for a beginner?”




“Three times a week compound lifts,” she said resolutely. “With a focus on squats.”




“For my butt?”




Cynthia let out a light chuckle. “Sure, a lot of girls do heavy, frequent squats for that glute definition. If that’s what you want then we can modify the routine slightly to focus on that.”




Now my face burned a bit red. “Um, no, that’s okay! I think an all-around routine is better for me.”




She nodded. “Great. Even so, we’ll start with squats every time you come in. Three sets of five reps after your warm up. From there, we hit the rest of the holy seven compound lifts. Bench press, overhead press, rows, pull-ups - I’ll show you how to do them all, don’t worry.”




I laid a hand on my left bicep, or what passed for a bicep, at least. “I don’t think I can even do a pull-up,” I admitted meekly.




Cynthia laid her arm on my shoulder. Hers was far more rounded and toned than mine, which looked like a small bump of skin. “I’ll help you,” she vowed. “We’ll start with assisted pull-ups and work our way up. Lifting is about consistent, slow progress. We don’t want to go too quick - that’s how you get injured.” I felt her fingers clench tighter around my fat, and pulled away at the sensation of her nails against my skin.




“Oops! I’m sorry. I’m, um, just very serious about my work.”




“No, that’s good,” I said, rubbing the light scratch marks she’d left behind. “So, I guess we’ll go ahead and get started?”




“Hell yeah,” Cynthia said. “Let’s get you in the squat rack and get your butt moving.”




Chapter 5

I stepped into the metal structure and felt a chill immediately. The squat rack sat underneath one of the air conditioning vents, perking up my nipples underneath my bra and making me wish I’d kept on my underwear. Even so, I knew better than to complain to Cynthia, who stood outside of the cage with her arms folded.




“We’re going to start with empty bar,” she said, touching the end of the steel barbell. “This thing weighs 45 pounds. Good place to start for your first day. Let’s focus on form for now, alright? Step underneath the bar, put your hands on either side, pinkies lined up with the notches, and reset it against your upper back. Right here,” she said, tapping just above my shoulder blades. 




My lips trembled at the sensation; no woman had ever touched me there before, and Cynthia did it so casually. I did as I was told, lining myself up underneath the bar in an approximation of the androgynous figure drawn on the instruction panel. 




“Great. Now take a step back… Remember, these safety bars,” she said, tapping the adjustable metal poles on either side of me, lined up at about the middle of my shin, “can support up to 400 pounds without snapping. If you can’t finish your squat, just shrug the bar off and step forward. Just do your best!”




400 pounds?! I had to remind myself I only had 45 on my back, and that larger number was probably just an upper-limit, not something I’d ever need to attain. With a deep exhale I stepped backward into the center of the cage, gripping the bar tight with my hands up near my shoulders.




“Good. Now just squat backward, like you’re sitting on a low stool.”




I shut my eyes - probably a bad idea, in retrospect - and did just as she said. The 45 pound bar didn’t affect my balance, and although I felt my thigh muscles tighten, I made it through the movement without tumbling over or dropping the bar or generally making a fool of myself.




My first squat had gone swimmingly.




“How was that?”




“Good! Now let’s fix a few things.”




Cynthia stepped into the cage and right up behind me, placing her hands on my sides. “Keep your hips square,” she informed, “and bend both hips and knees at the same time. Stick your chest forward - it’ll help create that natural arc in your back, which is what we want.”




Hips, knees, chest - God, this exercise really used everything. Even my upper back and arm muscles felt a bit sore from holding the barbell up against my back. Wearing such skimpy clothes actually helped me maintain focus. The cool breeze along my exposed skin wicked away any sweat.




“Good, just like that,” Cynthia said, effortless adjusting my hips and mid-back to a more suitable position. “Now, when you squat down, really stick your butt out. Like the stool is a bit behind you and you have to reach it. Don’t overdo it, of course, but you definitely want to feel the burn in your behind. Give it a try!”




I kept my eyes open this time, silently reminding myself of the quick, fast-paced advice I’d been given. With my feet planted and my weight on my heels, I bent at the hips and knees simultaneously, moving slower this time, ensuring I could feel the muscles being worked.




“Little further,” Cynthia suggested, as I began to stick my butt backward. 




Then I felt it.




The fabric of my shorts began to slide up my thighs and toward my straining ass, threatening to become a thong. At the same time my thighs were at their tautest, and with my chest broad and pushed forward, my bra strained against my flat chest, my hardened nipples beginning to poke through the fabric. I could feel the seat of my shorts creeping between my ass cheeks, and before I could panic Cynthia shouted.




“Perfect! Right there!” She took a quick step forward. I watched her in the mirror in front of me, crouching down to place a hand on my lower back, just above the elastic band of my shorts which I was sure were about to snap. 




“Hold… okay! Now push up, driving with your heels.”




“Hng…” A mixture of nerves and physical strain made my thighs shake and my teeth grit. I did as I was told, moving upward in a slow movement, returning to a full standing position with a wheeze.




“I did it,” I murmured, mostly to myself. With a stuttering step forward I racked the bar, then crouched out from under it and turned to my trainer. “How was that?”




She put her thumb and forefinger together. “Absolutely perfect. Your form might break down a bit when we put some weight on the bar, but that’s why we’re going to start slow. Empty bar at first, then 5 pounds each session until we reach your max. From there, we take it day-by-day, and we’ll do that with all of your other lifts too. Sound good?”




“Sure,” I replied, wiping my forehead with the back of my forearm. Just a light sheen of sweat after exactly two reps. I wasn’t sweating from the exhaustion, mostly.




It was excitement. I could feel a tingle from my girly shoes all the way to my scalp, my heart beating wildly and slowing now that it knew my clothes weren’t about to explode off my body, exposing the flat chest and twitching cock underneath.




“You okay?” Cynthia asked. “I know that might sound like a lot, but once we get into the routine, you’ll be surprised how -”




“It’s not that,” I interrupted. I hadn’t meant to be rude, however I wanted to be clear - working out sounded great. I’d never moved my body like that before, and the notion that I could have a body like Cynthia’s enticed. “It’s just, um…” I stretched one foot back behind myself, kicking my rear. “These clothes are kind of tight.”




Cynthia’s eyes rolled down my body. “Yeah, it’s not what I expected you to wear,” she admitted. “It’s the guest’s choice though. Would you like to change?”




Facing outside of the cage, away from the mirror, I could see the other gym patrons going through their workouts. I wasn’t the only one wearing a sports bra and shorts. I was just the least-fit.




The other girls dressed like me, in sports bras of various monocolors and shorts almost scandalously short, owned their outfits like they dominated their workouts. Two girls with long black ponytails and full faces of makeup did advanced bodyweight exercises, holding their side lunges with their back’s perfectly level, making the stress of holding that position for a full two minutes look incredibly easy. To my left, another girl held her arms out in front of her with the barbell balanced along her clavicle, eyes focused and wide while her brow furrowed, squatting with an immense amount of weight on either side. Her flat stomach tightened, her thighs nearly exploded with every upward thrust, and her perfect ass put mine to shame.




For now.




“No,” I decided, gripping the bar behind me. “I just got a little shock.”




“Stronger than you thought, huh?” Cynthia said with a wink. “Maybe we could try putting a little weight on either side. Show you how much you’re capable of.”




I smiled. “That sounds like a plan.”




My journey had begun.




I may have been a skinny-fat weakling on my first, but I wouldn’t be for long.




I knew I could become the sexiest fitness bunny in the entire gym. Beyond the gym, even.




For the first time in my life, fitness had become a goal.




And I intended to show everyone what I could do.




Chapter 6

Cynthia ran me through the first of three major compound lifts - squat, bench press, and row. By the time we finished my routine I was sore, sweating, and satisfied. She really gave me my money’s worth, and spent extra time afterward sitting with me on a bench in the downstairs lounge, explaining the new dining choices I needed to make for maximum gains.




Most of what she told me seemed sensible, with a few added tips I wouldn’t have fathomed on my own. Lots of protein, she suggested, with a comparable amount of fat, and healthy, complex carbs. I thought about my eating habits as she spoke and actually cringed at how lax I’d gotten. In college I just ate whatever was at the dining hall. Now, with my 9-5 job and lack of basic cooking skills, I opted for pre-made sandwiches and bags of chips for nearly every meal, snacking indiscriminately whenever the desire struck. Just because I didn’t overeat didn’t mean I was healthy, and I took the hand-written meal list from her like it was a page from a holy text.




Immediately after the gym I headed straight for the grocery store and bought every item on the list. I don’t think I’d even touched an avocado before that day, nor had I ever considered the differing types of protein powder on the market. Did I want whey, casein, pea, rice, or hemp protein powder? I went with the biggest bottle, figuring I’d save on bulk.




That’s when I learned a hard lesson about weight lifting. In the hour or so since I’d finished my routine, the DOMS - delayed onset muscle soreness - had set in. I put two hands around the big red cap of the protein container, lifted the 10 pound item in a squat motion, and felt every muscle in my legs and arms squeal in protest.




I managed to lift the bottle over to my cart and toss it in like a bag of trash into a dumpster. The heavy plastic bottle crashed against the wire interior. A woman shopping for vitamins in the row next to me glanced at me with a disdainful look.




“Sorry,” I muttered. “Dropped it.”




She pushed her cart along down the aisle without a word.




By the time I got to the register I was all but leaning on my cart for support. I’d filled my cart up with low-GI fruits, complex carbs, and a KFC’s worth of chicken breasts and thighs. No chips, no alcohol, and certainly no candy, even though my ravenous appetite demanded I scoop the checkout-lane sweets into my cart. I resisted, knowing my lifestyle had to change if I wanted to get fit. A quick glance at a fitness magazine beside the checkout counter reminded me of my goal. The slender woman with a six pack and a vicious grin holding two dumbbells glared at me from beneath a headline: 14 days to the perfect butt!




Fourteen days. It’d take longer than that, I knew, but I’d fight as long as it took, and forego the candy to get there.




I shut my eyes and listened to the sound of Muzak and the beeping scan of the checkout attendant. In my mind’s eye, I saw Cynthia and the other girls from the gym, all of them fit, tanned, and clad in the style of girls who knew they could rock any outfit.




I wanted that.




Oddly, at least at first, I didn’t think of them with any sexual lust. That went with the girls who I followed on Instagram as soon as I got home. I started with searches like #fitness and #workout, then gradually moved on to #gymmotivaiotn, #exercise, and more specific terms like #gymgirl and #girlswholift, even more niche hashtags like #fitmom. Anything to fill my feed with the kind of awesome women I needed to inspire me through the coming months.




I appreciated the men, too, but in a different way. Their builds, like Grecian statues, seemed less attainable given my natural figure. They didn’t have the sort of form I imagined myself attaining. On that first night, with my fridge fully stocked with fresh vegetables and high-protein organic meat, I stood in front of my bathroom mirror and flexed non-existent muscles, imagining myself becoming the kind of girl who’d turn heads and hit personal records every time I stepped foot in the gym.




The next day, I was ready to workout.




Well, my mind was, at least.




With a groan I flopped out of bed and immediately fell onto the floor. My cat, Chester, came padding over to sniff at me, wondering why I wasn’t shuffling through my morning routine as usual. My alarm clock rang out in angry peals from a nightstand I couldn’t reach with my aching arm.




I tried anyway. And when I lifted my arm, I swear, I saw some definition on my tricep.




That gave me all the motivation I needed to do my first pushup of my life.




Which was immediately followed by a grueling fall back to the floor, splayed out in my underwear with my screaming bubble butt pointed at the ceiling fan.




What a way to start the morning.




Eventually I crawled out into the living room. With the fresh air and light of day, I forced myself onto my haunches and pinched my shoulder blades together, then managed to get onto my feet. As I changed - into my normal, boring men’s clothes - I texted Cynthia to ensure her I hadn’t died, that I hadn’t contracted some new illness after one hour in the gym.




I got a text back just as I arrived into work, slinking toward my desk, my coworkers surely assuming I’d come in hungover like the rest of them.




Haha, Cynthia replied, as I groaned into my leather office chair. No, that’s natural. Try to take a walk when you can - it’ll help work off some of the lactic acid buildup.




Just another term to google.




Thanks Cynthia, I replied. Sorry, but I don’t think I can come in for a workout today :*(




I got another text just as my computer booted up.




Well of course not! You need a day between each session to recover. At least for now. Just relax and take an Advil later if the pain is too much. I’ll see you tomorrow at 6 for our next workout! 




Anything I should do to prepare? I asked, eager to put my mind off work and back into fitness mode. I bought some protein powder yesterday. My fridge has never looked so good! :D




That’s great! She wrote back. Just make sure you’ve got your outfit ready and we’ll move onto the next lifts!




My outfit. My thumbs hovered over the keyboard for a moment. Eventually, knowing I had to get some work done today, I asked Cynthia if I had to wear the clothes they gave me.




She said no.




Wear whatever you want!




Whatever I want.




I leaned back in my seat, staring up at the stucco ceiling.




I had a notion for what I wanted to wear.




It’d be entirely different from what I had on.




In fact…




I started thinking I should change my entire wardrobe.




The new me could show a little more skin.




The new, fit me would be a person no one had ever seen before.




Excited, I began typing away at our latest project, trying desperately to distract myself not only from my soreness, but from the excitement bubbling up inside my soon-to-be flat stomach.




Fitness, I knew, was a lifestyle.




And a new lifestyle meant new clothes.




Girls clothes.




Chapter 7

By the time 5 pm hit my soreness had faded into a dull ache, and I managed to get into my car without much pain. I turned left out of the lot instead of right, heading toward the mall rather than my apartment.




Sports Nation was the anchor retailer on the east end of the mall, a place I’d only walked through on my way to GameStation and the food court. The looming basketball nets and climbing wall, along with rack after rack of men’s, women’s, and children’s sports clothes and gear, always made me a bit uncomfortable. I’d never played sports in high school and still couldn’t tell the difference between, say, all the different kinds of rackets in the tennis section, or the football helmets perennially on sale this time of year.




I made my way up the escalator to the second floor, where equipment gave way to clothing. The store was divided in two sections, men and women’s, with a clear path through a discount rack of mixed goods leading out toward Cinnabon.




Not today, Satan, I thought to myself, reminding myself to pick up a salad on my way out. From here on out I’d have to forgo sugary simple carbs, no matter how rich, creamy, and delicious they -




“Can I help you find anything?”




A female voice from my left snapped me out of my reverie. My stomach let out an embarrassing protestation of a grumble as I turned to the shop clerk, who stood wearing a pink Sports Nation jersey and a pair of white pants. She had a long braid of black hair and crystal blue eyes with a soft, pink, saleswoman’s smile.




“Yeah, hi,” I said, clearing my throat. “Um, I just started working out at the gym, and I need some new clothes to wear while I workout.”




“That’s great! We’re actually having a sale on compression tees and sweat-shorts right now. 20% off if you buy 3. Mix and match.” She lifted her arm and pointed to the men’s section. “Right over there.”




“Um, thanks,” I said, taking a step forward on my dully sore legs. I stopped, then turned around, watching the woman sift through the discount rack. She pulled out a pink tank top with the words ‘TOUGH BUNNY’ written on the front, and an adorable cartoon rabbit lifting a carrot-shaped barbell on the front.




I wanted it.




“Um.. pardon me?” I leaned forward slightly to read her name tag. “Veronica?”




“Yes?”




“Can I - do the discounts apply to the women’s clothes as well?”




I tensed my thigh muscles despite the ache, feeling a bit faint for asking. My original question was going to be ‘can I shop in the women’s section too,’ but that felt like such a silly ask. Of course I could buy whatever I wanted. That’s how retail worked.




Still… I wanted to know.




I just wanted someone to say, ‘yes, you can be who you want.’




Veronica turned away from the rack and faced me.




“Of course,” she said. “Both sections have the same discount. For men, women, and anyone in between.”




She gave me a soft, kind smile.




“Thank you, Veronica,” I said. “I appreciate that.”




The woman reached into the fanny pack on her front, the one branded with the Sports Nation logo. “Here,” she said, handing me a slip of paper. I inspected the front, which looked like a 20 dollar bill, only the numbers had been replaced with ‘#1,’ and instead of Andrew Jackson the bill showed a football player in a helmet. It was a coupon made of a thick paper.




I flipped it over and read the back. “$20 off any purchase of $100 or more!”




“We’re only supposed to hand those out to preferred customers,” she said. “But I get the feeling you’ll be coming in here a lot,” she said with a wink.




“I can use this with the sale?” I asked. They usually didn’t stack discounts like that.




“Well, technically no, but… Just tell whoever’s at the register that you’re a friend of Veronica’s, okay?”




Oh, God. I just wanted to hug her. Knowing she didn’t come to work to be touched, I merely smiled and nodded.




“Thanks so much, Veronica. Thanks for… for being a friend.”




She gave me a thumbs up.




“Hey, no problem at all. And if I can make a suggestion…”




“Hm?”




“Try the yoga pants. They make your ass look incredible.”




I widened my eyes, staring at this woman who suddenly turned a bit red in the cheeks.




“I mean, they make my ass look - oh, shoot, I did it again…”




I couldn’t help myself. I started laughing. No, not laughing. Giggling, like a school girl whose just heard a swear word for the first time.




Maybe laughter wasn’t what Veronica wanted to hear in response to her genuine advice. In the end, however, she ended up laughing with me.




Just two girls in the clothing section of a sports store, on a dreary Monday, making our day go by that much quicker.




Chapter 8

Racerback tank tops with motivational text stenciled on the front. Long-sleeve compression tops with room in the front for breasts. And, of course, sports bras in a variety of bright colors, perfectly fit on my frame in a size medium.




For bottoms I went with the same compression shorts Herma Athletics provided me yesterday. Aside from the lack of any logo, the bottoms were exactly the same - spandex shorts that clung tight to my ass. I left my underwear on when I tried them on, knowing better than to go naked for an item I hadn’t technically purchased yet.




That was where I ran into my first problem. The underwear bunched up around my thighs and crotch, sinking into my ass cleft and generally causing discomfort. I did a few squats there in the changing room, despite the genuine ache in my quads and gluten. The reminder of my tough workout hardly compared to the irritating feel of my briefs bunching up underneath my shorts.




I redressed and left the changing room with a sour frown on my face. Going commando last time had almost caused an incident. I needed something under there to keep my shorts on the outside where they belonged, while also finding something that could act as a layer between skin and shorts. Moreover, I wanted shorts in colors that matched my sports bras and tank tops. Blue, red, even pink - these colors didn’t hide my bulge as well as black or dark grey.




I sauntered around the aisles with my basket crooked under my arm. This particular issue seemed a bit too much for me to admit to any sales clerk, including Veronica. I sifted through the discount rack first, found nothing, then moved onto a new aisle.




That’s where I discovered them.




Thongs.




Or at least, one thong.




It hung at the end of a rack, clipped between two plastic clothing hooks. A sticker, ‘feel me!’ sat atop the front crotch of the fabric. I placed thumb and forefinger just as the sticker asked, running my skin along the incredibly soft, breathable synthetic fabric.




Moving down the newfound underwear aisle, I found other options available to me. Panties in a similar material sat three to a pack alongside boy shorts with similar flowery or mono-color designs. While I’d never worn a thong before, these other types of underwear seemed like too much fabric for me, not entirely dissimilar to the briefs I already wore.




Except these underwear were made of better material, had cuter designs, and made the models on the front packaging look totally comfortable in their own casual-fit bodies, wearing nothing but the underwear and a matching bra with big white smiles on their satisfied faces.




I took two packs of the thongs - six pairs in total, one for each day of the week except Sunday. The gym was closed that day anyway.




Seeing they had a buy 2 get 1 free deal, I opted for a pack of boy short panties as well.




Just in case.




I scooped everything into the basket, letting the spandex, latex, and rayon all mix together, crumpled up to fit even more clothes.




For the first time in my life I was on a genuine shopping spree. Except for when I had a gift card to the video game store when I was a kid, I never spent a lot of time in any retail shop. Clothing especially managed to remain in my wardrobe basically up until the point where shirts and pants became wholly, hole-y unwearable.




Everything I scooped into my basket wouldn’t be wearable if they ripped or tore. They were skimpy items meant to be worn tight to the body, and only at the gym, except maybe the panties, which were technically free with the buy-two get-one deal, and were sort of an impulse buy. I considered putting them back and exchanging them for another pack of thongs as I made my way toward the cashier.




As I did, I passed Veronica again.




“Find everything okay?” She asked, tagging some items on a rack.




I gave her my broadest smile and lifted the basket in my arm. “Totally, thanks so much for your help!”




She glanced into my basket, then looked up at me. “Just workout gear?”




I raised an eyebrow. “Um, yeah.”




She nodded. “Since you have the coupon why not try buying a few casual wear items? We’re not Forever 22 or anything but we do have some cute stuff.”




She stepped to the side, revealing the rack behind her. Yoga pants, all of the same classic black color, hung on hanger clips about twenty pairs deep.




“Ooh.” The stretchy fabric caught my attention immediately, but reality set in quick. “I’ve never done yoga before.”




“Oh, you should definitely try it! Where do you workout?”




“Herma Athletics.”




“They have some of the best instructors,” Jessica said. “Wish I could afford that place.”




Apparently, Sports Nation didn’t have the same healthcare plan. My heart went out to Veronica, but my eyes remained fixed on the clothes.




“Maybe I’ll try it,” I murmured, picking up the closest pair of tight black pants. “I suppose I could buy a pair.”




“Buy two,” she said, making me wonder if she worked on commission. “These used to be all the rage in casual wear a few years back. Now they’re making a comeback.”




“You mean I can wear these outside the gym?”




“You can wear whatever you want!”




The simple statement hit me like a medicine ball to the face. Something about what she’d said seemed so uncouth, so disallowed. Yet what was wrong with that? Nobody made any rules about fashion. I could walk around in a bathrobe all day if I wanted.




Not that I ever would.




Yoga pants, though…




“What do you wear with this?” I asked, holding the pants up to my front. I’d have to try them on to make sure, but a women’s medium seemed to fit me properly.




“Oh, anything. When you’re staying in, t-shirts or a crop top. At work, a short dress or maybe a chambray shirt. I usually wear mine with a blouse, or like a corset top if my boobs look good. Whatever you want, really. That’s why they’re so trendy and timeless. You can wear them with anything.” Veronica’s eyes flicked to my polo shirt. “Well, almost anything.”




I understood what she meant. Mixing men’s clothes with women’s, while certainly not illegal, likely set the upper limit of what constituted fashion.




Other than what I already owned, nearly anything else would work.




I slipped the item into my basket. Then, per her advice, added another.




And one more for good measure.




“I mean, I do have a discount, after all,” I said innocently.




Veronica put on a little askance grin. “You do. Can I show you a few tops as well?”




She led the way, and I followed gladly.




A girl needs a new wardrobe when she’s just starting out.




By the time we finished shopping, the store was beginning to close, my feet were beginning to tire, and my mind swam with possibilities about my new sense of fashion - both in and out of the gym.




I could finally become a version of myself I’d love to see in the mirror.




Chapter 9

The total for my shopping trip came to nearly 600 dollars, reduced by a large sum with the coupon and various details I took advantage of. Still, the amount was nothing to sneeze at, although I didn’t fret too much. Checking my banking app in the car, with my clothes nestled into four large plastic bags in the trunk, I noticed for the first time how much I had saved up. The shopping trip hadn’t put much of a dent in my checking account, and had netted me over one thousand rewards points. Apparently Sports Nation was a preferred retailer, something I hadn’t known since I’d never shopped there before.




Aside from the grocery store, the gas station, and occasional trips to GameStation, I barely shopped anywhere. My entire list of transactions told the story of an average American worker who bought food, gas, video games - and nearly nothing else. Sure, I also had the transactions for my rent, my insurance, my cable, but those were basic human necessities. From the looks of my purchases, I barely even existed.




The Sports Nation purchase was the only bright spot. I imagined a fraud detection agent for the bank noting my huge purchase and wondering if it were legit. Thankfully the transaction went through; perhaps my personal agent had seen me buying something that wasn’t a fast-food hamburger or a gas station soda and thought, ‘Finally! He has a hobby!’




I stuck my key in the ignition and headed for home. I had no spouse to return to, no work to take home, and no real issues other than my vague exhaustion to worry about. As such, my mind immediately turned to the one place I wanted to be.




When I got to the intersection I considered taking the turn toward Herma Athletics. They would be open for another hour or two, and maybe I could get in a quick run on the treadmill or a stretching session to relieve some of my soreness. Whatever I ended up doing would only be an excuse to wear my new clothes in a semi-public location.




When the light turned green I waited a moment, received a rude honk from the truck behind me, and waved an apology before heading straight through the intersection toward my apartment. I could go to the gym tomorrow. I would go tomorrow, of course, since I had an appointment with Cynthia. There was one more advantage of having a personal trainer. I had someone I couldn’t let down if I decided against going to the gym.




I had a workout partner, essentially.




Someone who cared.




I pulled into my apartment complex’s parking lot and idled into my covered spot in front of my first-floor domicile. Carrying the bags inside, two on each arm, reminded me of the soreness in my triceps and back from the rows and bench press I’d done the day before. Once inside I immediately dropped the bags, stumbled toward the couch, and flopped down, kicking my shoes off and undoing my belt on the way in.




I could fall asleep right here. I’d never actually nodded off on my couch before. While soporific Netflix shows made up most of my evening activity, I always managed to get up, brush my teeth, and head to bed before the sandman could take me away.




Then again, I’d never been recovering from a hell of a workout, fresh off a 3-hour shopping trip to the mall. In two days my life had gone from unremarkably normal to, well, still normal, but with a newfound purpose.




I was going to get fit.




I was going to stick with my routine.




I was…




Going to try on what I’d just bought, of course!




The excitement brought me onto my socked feet, sitting on the arm rest of the couch while I scrounged through the nearest bag. I ripped open the three-pack of thong panties and pulled out the first one, navy blue with a tiny white bow on the front. I set that item aside before pulling up the next bag, the one with my yoga pants. Trying these on at the clothing store had been a real trip; I’d never felt anything that clung so tight to every inch of my lower half. Sadly, the changing room mirror showed me my underwear underneath the sheer fabric, especially when I stretched forward. Luckily, Veronica reminded me the solution was already in my bag. A pair of thong panties would hide any lines underneath my yoga pants, just like they did with my shorts.




Easy-peasy. Who said fashion was hard?




For my top, I reached into the bag and pulled out one of the racerbacks. This grey sleeveless top read ‘NO OFF DAYS’ on the front in a burnished black font. I chucked softly at the irony, then laid the tank top down next to the pants.




This isn’t an off-day, I reminded myself. You’re just preparing. Making sure everything’s set out to work hard tomorrow.




I laid the three pieces of clothing out on the couch, twisting my lips up into a vague scowl. Something was missing, and it didn’t take a fashionista to figure out that the tank top had room in the front for breasts.




Breasts I didn’t have.




Although, with a sports bra’s padding underneath…




I’d look just like one of the models from the gym.




I’d gotten quite good at shedding my men’s clothes. A quick shimmy out of my loose jeans, followed by a tear off of my polo shirt and a quick snap of my boxers, brought me naked but for my socks. My knees shook as I stepped into either bottom hole of the thong, then leaned over to pull them up around my hips. My cock and balls smushed together, pressed tight against my abdomen. Perhaps that new sensation felt a little less bizarre than the flossy feeling of having my butt bifurcated by the back thread.




There’s something magical about a boy’s first thong. The feeling of having my ass cheeks entirely exposed to the cool air of my spacious apartment, coupled with the strange notion that my cock sat entirely covered, seemed to upend my entire notion of what constituted ‘underwear.’ People wore this kind of stuff under their clothes, and retailers got away with sanctioning it for daily use.




How odd.




How enticing.




I’d never smiled so happily while alone. With an eager snatch I picked up the sports bra and pulled it over my torso, elated I didn’t have to bother with clasps like I would with a regular bra. The one time I’d hooked up with a girl I fumbled with the enigmatic latch until, with a sigh, she took it off herself. While the memory still made me cringe, the realization that I was better at wearing bras than I was at removing them amused me, similar to the way the smooth fabric of my thong tickled my aching cock.




The racerback came next, the arm holes billowing out and exposing the bra underneath. Then I spun around and snatched my new pair of yoga pants. Black, with a subtle grey striping along the legs, these were the same ones I’d tried on in the store, and I knew exactly how to pull them up around my legs. While the feeling of their tight perfection around my calves carried some familiarity, the rush I felt at having the main section around my hips and ass - now vaguely covered by the thong - literally took my breath away.




I mean, I had to breathe in a little to put the entire look together. This wasn’t just to see how it all felt.




I was trying on my new look, with a new feeling, and a brand-new personality to go with.




Hell fucking yeah.




I could already feel new strength in my outfit. Standing in front of the mirror, feet planted firmly outside of the bathroom, I put my hands on my hips in a power pose and turned left, then right. From a certain angle and with the right lighting I could already tell how my body would shape up in the coming months. A bit more definition on my arms, a flatter tummy, a more defined heart-shaped face…




Oh, and my butt.




My lovely bouncy bubble butt.




I’d have to remind Cynthia about maintaining a squat-heavy routine, because my ass already looked ten times better than it did in relaxed jeans. No surprise there, really. Between the thong pulling my glutes upward and the yoga pants emphasizing the natural curve of my rear, I couldn’t help but give myself a little playful spank. My butt actually jiggled slightly.




Lovely.




I ran my hand down my ass, feeling the enticing fabric that gave off almost an electric current. On the underside of my rear, I took a handful of myself and jiggled it around, smiling while I did so. My mind hovered somewhere between pure narcissism and self-love. I almost wanted to snap a faceless selfie and put it online, somewhere where people could comment on it and let me know what they thought. A fitness forum, maybe. 




Or a porn one.




With an amused chuckle I stepped back from the bathroom and bent over to pick up my bags of clothes, taking them into my room with a yawn. I flipped on the lights and opened the closet door, folding each item carefully and placing them in the right dresser drawers or hangers depending on their cost. I even opted to fold my underwear and socks. The organization style contrasted with my previous clothing, which had been tossed haphazardly into whichever drawer I decided to open after finishing the laundry.




Just last week I hardly cared about what I did with my clothes. They sat too long in the washer, ran too long in the dryer, then sat on a kitchen chair for two or three days before I got around to throwing them in my closet. Polo shirts and baggy boxers didn’t exactly cry out for careful maintenance. These new thongs and shorts and bras needed more love, and I gave it willingly knowing they’d be my new daily outfits going forward. The fact that I spent a pretty penny on them didn’t hurt either. 




I even cut the tags off with scissors rather than pulling the plastic tags through, not wanting to leave any holes in my clothing. These items could last quite a while if I took care of them. Burning through pairs of socks never bothered me when I bought them by the 20 pack at Walmart. Now that I had cute pink-toed socks with fun designs on them, I wanted to make sure they’d last, even though no one would see them inside my shoes.




That went double for the rest of my clothes, which I’d wear openly and proudly at the gym, just like all the other lifters.




Well, all the other girls, at least.




Finishing up by hanging my yoga pants on my wooden clothing racks, I shut the closet door and let out a huge yawn. The calming act of putting away laundry, simple though it was, added a nice mental cleanse to my physical exhaustion. I flopped back into my bed with my arms and legs splayed, a wan smile on my face, eyes shut calmly. Above the sheets I was damn near ready to pass into a happy slumber, awaiting the healing rest I needed before heading back to the gym after work.




Only one thing nagged at me. One small though notable aspect of my life.




My cock positively raged against my thong and yoga pants, aching for a release.




Shocking as it sounds, unbidden erections were unusual for me. I’d never been much of a player in college and my work-a-day lifestyle left little time or energy for dating. Video porn, the old standby of the single male, never appealed to me much. When I drew my hand down my crotch my cock twitched in delight, and pulling my pants and underwear down to my thighs only made my dick stir further.




I groaned as I leaned onto my side, picking up a bottle of lotion I used on my hands and feet at night - the one small sop to personal grooming I gave myself. Tonight, I squirted the milky white gel onto my right hand, then did something I hadn’t done since puberty: wrapped my hand around my rod and pumped myself like a butter churn.




…My metaphors needed work, I know. It’d been a long time.




Perhaps that was why my body didn’t react as I expected. I was hard, sure, and it felt really good, but placing my left hand against the cup of my bra gave me an excited feeling so different from anything else I’d felt. The same went for when I rubbed my thighs together, enjoying the unique feel of the fabric around my legs, my thong crumpled down beneath my tight hairless balls. I let out a little groan of delight. When it came out more like a slutty moan, I stopped stroking myself and thought for a second.




Maybe, just maybe… new clothes meant I should feel myself up in a different way too.




I lifted my legs up toward the ceiling, wrapping my left arm underneath my hamstrings. With my lubed hand I began to rub and caress my balls, which were tightly bunched between my thighs. I shut my eyes and just let my mind wander. Soon, I could imagine a figure taking advantage of me in a way I’d never thought about. What if my body - which in my head, already looked sexily lithe and fit - was being used by someone else? Alongside the pride of knowing I’d started working out came a bit of guilty shame at feeling so enthusiastic about my own looks. If someone else enjoyed me, however, wouldn’t I be spreading the pleasure?




Wouldn’t I be putting myself to use?




My ruminations were perhaps a bit too philosophical. I didn’t need a moral ethicist to justify slipping a finger into my ass.




Besides, lots of guys like it. Girls too. Everyone, then.




Even me.




The boy in the bra, covering my mouth with one hand to stifle my moans while I kept my legs lifted into the air, feet scrunched tight, toes curling in ecstasy at the first feeling of having my prostate played with.




It. Felt. Amazing.




My cock twitched and squirmed between my legs, finding pleasure in the feeling of my smooth inner thighs coaxing my tip closer and closer to an orgasm. My breathing became shallow when I added a second finger, eyes widening in ecstatic realization that I could bring myself so close to the brink of orgasm just by playing around inside myself. When my abs began to protest this posture - probably a good workout pose, actually - I flipped onto my side, the same pose I slept in, although with my finger knuckle-deep in my cherry I could hardly imagine nodding off just then.




I had work to do.




Making myself come before bed would make this day complete. I just needed something to put me over the line. Coming from prostate stimulation alone was something you had to build up to, just like bench pressing your body weight or doing a hundred sit-ups. Just like at the gym, I’d make things a bit easier on myself. I wrapped my free hand around my cock and gave myself firm, long tugs in time with my anal stimulation. And still, this was just edging. I couldn’t bring myself over the line. Once I got the rhythm down I needed something to focus my mind on other than the feeling of absolute pleasure. Something that would draw me over the edge toward ecstasy.




What do girls think about when they do this.




I was, after all, fucking myself.




Which only meant one thing -




I wanted a cock inside me.




I wanted to be fucked.




Slim and smooth and dressed in a bra, with my panties pulled down and my closet full of women’s clothes, it only made sense to imagine being used by the exact opposite. Someone jacked with bulging muscles and a cock to match. Someone who lusted after the body I wanted - my curvy rear and taut thighs, my slender calves and my flat tummy. Spreading their hands, calloused from the coarse barbells, over every inch of my body, relishing what I’d spent so much time building in the gym.




It all made sense then. I wasn’t just working out to be healthier and to make myself more fit. Enjoying how I looked in the mirror was one thing.




It was a whole different game to give your body over to someone else - and let them enjoy you, in a way I never could.




I came seconds after the image formed in my mind. A faceless specimen of physical prowess, all man, all thrusting power with a cock thicker than my slim two fingers, pounding me so hard that my headboard would shake against the wall and my mattress would nearly crumple under his sinewy weight. I could almost feel those hands on my hips, pulling me deeper against him, his balls crashing against mine, cock filling me over and over again until we came at once.




There was no one there. I came alone, but holy shit did I fucking come.




I laid there immobile for a long while, mind erased of all thoughts, except for one.




I needed a shower. Then it was back to bed.




A full day of work and workouts waited for me in the morning.




The first steps toward becoming the fit femboy I was meant to be had begun.







Chapter 10

I bent forward with a very slight bend in my knees, hands open until they gripped the barbell. Two 45 pound plates on either side of the barbell keep it a good foot or so off the ground, right up against my bare, shaved, tanned shins.




I wrapped my hands around the steel, the fingerless gloves keeping my skin from touching the bar. Some lifters look down on people who use gloves, insisting there’s almost a mystical pleasure in actually ‘feeling’ the bar. 




I always scoffed at this insistence. Callouses didn’t suit my skin, nor did they match the pink fingernail polish I always enjoyed staring at in the mirror.




With a grunt of excitement I moved down to a half-squat, keeping my body level. My hips and ass were parallel with the floor, a pair of neon green shorts tight around my curvy hips. I stuck my chest forward and inhaled deeply to hit the right posture, watching my new pecs fill out the sports bra, almost like a bit of cleavage.




“You ready?” Cynthia asked.




I gave her a glance. “Born ready.”




“How many reps?”




I flexed my toes inside my weight-training shoes. This new pair, pink with white velcro straps, advertised a 5% increase in your one-rep max or your money back. Time to put them to the test.




“Six,” I insisted.




Cynthia cocked an eyebrow. “Okay. Just let me know if you need help.”




I hissed out a breath of air, gripping tighter to the bar. Without another word, I thrust upward, imagining myself pushing the floor rather than lifting the bar. Such visualizations always helped me hit new personal records on my daily trips to the gym (except Sunday. They weren’t open on Sunday, much to my dismay.)




The bar rattled at first, the butterfly clips on either end keeping the weights from slipping off. I’d developed a strength mismatch on my right side, something Cynthia insisted was common among lifters of all level. That was my dominant hand, and it only made sense that I could lift a bit more with it.




I disdained this excuse. Everything had to be perfect.




Just like me.




I grit my teeth and exhaled deeply, managing to pull the bar up just above my knees before holding a moment without the barbell resting on my thighs, then returned back to starting position. First rep, done. Only five more to go.




With each one, I kept my head forward, watching myself in the mirror. 




This was it.




This was the moment where I knew I’d made it.




It wasn’t just the weight, a new personal best in both the amount of weight and the number of reps. My fashion had come together perfectly, bright colored bras and shorts signaling to the world that I was finally proud in my own skin. My abs were beginning to show through the thin layer of fat remaining on my stomach, and my hips and midsection had developed into my natural hourglass shape. I’d stopped doing cardio on the treadmill in lieu of running on an outdoor track near my home. As much as I loved the fresh air and my newfound ability to wake up early, the real joy came from my sun-kissed skin, a natural golden tan that fit my overall healthy look.




Oh, and my ass looked great. Heavy squats and deadlifts were the key to developing a booty you could bounce a quarter on. Seriously - I’d tried. 




“Great job,” Cynthia said, as I finished my sixth rep. “Okay, let’s move on to -”




“Hang on,” I gritted out. Sweat beaded down my forehead. Over the past few months, as I’d developed both strength and form, I’d let my hair grow out too. I spent enough on protein powder and supplements and of course clothing to the point where any additional expense seemed pointless. Why bother with haircuts when I could put that money toward grass-fed beef, which was both high in protein and natural creatine? Fortunately my hair grew in silky smooth from all the correct nutrition, long locks in curly blonde down my back, and occasionally across my head when they escaped my white headband.




I took my hand off the bar long enough to swipe back an errant lock, then gripped it again and, with a massive heave, took up the bar once more. My body cried out in blissful strain, every muscle in my legs and arms stretched to the point of triumph, my flat stomach as firm as ever.




I grinned at myself in the mirror, then dropped the bar straight down to the floor and wiped my hands.




“Terry,” Cynthia shouted.




I turned my head over my shoulder. One of my better poses. “No big deal,” I said, a moment after I caught my breath. People tended to be more impressed when you played down your talents.




My trainer sighed and pointed her pen up at a sign on the right wall. “Rule 3?” She reminded, bringing my eyes to the third bullet point. ‘Do not drop barbells, dumbbells, or weights on the ground.’




I waved it off. “Whatever. That’s for beginner lifters.”




Cynthia breathed out heavily, shaking her head. “I’m sorry Terry but if you do that again I’ll have to give you a warning. Three warnings and we cancel your gym membership.”




I had to scoff at that one. “Seriously?”




“I’m glad you’ve been making such great gains and all, but it’s important to have the right behavior. The gym is for everyone, you know.”




That much rang true. While my colleagues occasionally asked me about my new fashion and lifestyle - yoga pants and casual fit-girl fashion nearly every day at work - the people at the gym were content to mind their own business. When they did talk to me it was to compliment my tank tops or ask for a spot on a lift. After my second month, when my physical changes started to become visible to outside eyes, I occasionally got hit on, which never failed to amuse. Sometimes I wondered if they thought I was an actual chick, or if they were just interested in trying a night with a femboy with a hot bod.




Either way, I didn’t reciprocate. My life had become all-workout 24/7, except for the time I spent at work (even then, I’d replaced my office chair with a yoga ball and did squats on my break) and sleep. I needed a full 9 hours of beauty rest for my muscles to heal and look my best.




Besides. Working out 6 days a week made me sore visually everywhere, always, in a good way. I didn’t need my butthole hurting as much as my glutes always did.




Regardless, I couldn’t apologize for my actions. If I did get a little cocky, it was only because I’d just hit a new personal record. Cynthia should have cheered me on, rather than chided me for doing what I’d seen others do before, even on my first day at the gym.




“Whatever,” I huffed, snatching my towel off the safety bar. Unlike in earlier days, I didn’t wipe at my face so much as blot gently. My sweat-resistant makeup lasted through an entire workout if I kept every touch to my face gentle. I batted my lengthened black eyelashes and popped my lips, wondering if I shouldn’t apply a bit more of the cherry gloss.




“You know what? I think I’m done for the day.” A good hour’s workout, plus the warmup on the stationary bike, had left me feeling enervated, if not quite exhausted. I’d grown a bit tired of Cynthia, to be honest. Her advice was welcome in the early days of my lifting and I relied on her to show me some of the more complex lifts. Right now, she just seemed like a bit of a drag. 




“You sure? Okay then. I’ll see you on Monday.”




“Yeah. Maybe.”




I grabbed my towel and swept out of the gymnasium, following the zig-zag path toward the staircase. One guy in a grey sweatshirt, obviously new, fumbled his way along, and I had to wait for him to pass.




Newbs, I scoffed to myself.




As I passed through the leg area, I stopped briefly at the leg press machine. Greg, one of the biggest guys in the gym with a torso the size of a steam engine, sat with his legs up and ready while he answered a text message. I paused briefly by the side of the machine, turning slightly with my backside toward him.




“Looking good Terry,” he said. I pretended I’d just noticed him there as I turned with my eyebrows up and my eyes partially widened, then beamed down at him with my perfect smile.




“Aw, thanks GeeGee!” I gave him a wink. “You’re not so bad yourself!”




Just like every other guy, Greg flexed nearly all of his muscles when I set my eyes on him. In a recumbent position with his feet up against the platform and his hands on the side handles, he could easily show off his muscular thighs and arms, although he had to strain a bit to puff out his chest.




“You heading out?” He asked.




“Yeah, just a quick workout today,” I replied.




“Cool. Any weekend plans?”




I felt my face drop. “Busy,” I muttered. “See ya Greg.” 




I dashed out of the room and down the stairs before he could get in another word. This wasn’t the first time my compliment-fishing had backfired.




I still had night-time dreams of being with a man. I’d accepted that part of me and knew my desires were normal, but at the same time, I couldn’t bring myself to actually try. Even just going on a date with someone, something I had never actually done before, seemed nerve-wracking. For all the body confidence and forthright vigor Id gained in the gym, the idea of going somewhere else with anyone riddled me with anxiety.




If it wasn’t the gym, or work, or bed, then I was at home, preparing to go to one of the other three.




I had no time in my life for anyone else, or anything.




Until I saw the flyer.




Chapter 11

“What’s this?”




I stopped by the front desk to return my key and towel. I’d been so pumped up for my workout when I arrived that I didn’t notice the full-color poster taped to the front desk. Now, coming off my workout high and still peeved at Cynthia, the photos of advanced-level lifters glistening with oil standing on a brightly-lit stage demanded my attention.




“Oh, it’s the Herma Athletics bodybuilding fundraiser. The Herma Open!” Andrea, the front desk attendant on alternating weekdays, took my key and tossed my towel in the hamper before going back to her keyboard, chewing gum as she chatted with me. “We do one every year. Members from all seven Herma Athletics throughout the city come to Sports Nation Arena to show off on stage. It’s so much fun!”




“Is it a competition?” I asked, feeling my interest beginning to pique.




“Sure, kind of. It’s mostly for charity. The winner gets to pick where the prize money goes!”




“So there’s no purse,” I noted, reading the poster. No entry fee either. Seemed like a fair trade.




“Nope, open entrance up to a certain limit. We’ve still got a few spots open in all three gender classes.”




For the first time since noticing it, I looked away from the poster, staring eagerly at Andrea. “Three?”




“Oh, well… Not ‘three,’ per se. We have Men’s, Women’s, and mixed.” Andrea opened a file drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper. Unlike the poster it was simple A4 stock, no images, all text. “The mixed division is open to… ‘individuals who may be transsexual, intersex, agender, or otherwise disinclined to compete in a strictly male or female category.’” Andrea took her eyes off the page, sliding it over to me on the counter as if to confirm what she’d slowly read was actually there. “They just added the open category this year. Should be fun!”




“Should be,” I murmured back, picking up the page. The mixed gender category was defined by weight class. 20 competitors overall among four different weight classes.




“Can I sign up?” I asked.




“Let me check… Hmmm… What’s your weight?”




“Andrea,” I chided.




“Featherweight, probably?”




I nodded.




Get the calipers out, I’ll prove it to ya, I thought to myself with a cocky smirk.




“Okay, yup, we still have two spots available. Better sign up quick!” Andrea jerked open the drawer once more and took out a different sheet of paper, one that looked very much like a driver’s license application, with a spot for a photo and a signature line at the bottom. “Go ahead and bring this back tomorrow and I’ll make sure your spot stays open.”




“Atta girl Andrea,” I said, folding the sheet and slipping it into my pink gym bag’s side pocket. “I sure will!”




I put my gym bag in the back seat of my car rather than the trunk. With the application inside, my duffle had become all the more important. I didn’t want the application sheet crumpled when I returned. Like me, the form should be neat and proper, primly written upon with my newly-perfected cursive handwriting. Everything had to be perfect, from the document’s submission to the moment I hoisted the trophy above my head.




Good thing I noticed the poster when I did, I thought to myself, as I steered through the darkening city streets. I almost missed the cut-off date.




Which didn’t quite make sense. I went to the gym every week day and most Saturdays. Why wouldn’t someone have told me about the competition? More specifically, why hadn’t Cynthia, my personal trainer, informed me the moment the applicant period began?




I asked her as much when I got to a red light, sending her the photo of the poster along with a caption: Why didn’t you tell me about this?




The light turned green, probably only for a second, before a douchebag in a red crew cab honked at me. I flipped him off and sped through the light. When I got back home I checked my phone again as I ascended the stairs to my apartment, gym bag slung over my shoulder. Cynthia had responded.




That’s mostly for advanced lifters with some experience competing… You’ll get there someday!




Someday?




No.




Hell no.




I’d sign up tomorrow and compete in three months come hell or high water.




For the first time since I’d started lifting three months ago, I didn’t go straight to the shower to wash off my sticky skin. I tossed my gym bag harshly onto the couch, then plopped down next to it to send Cynthia a sternly-worded text. I had to delete three drafts before I settled on something that sounded a lot calmer than I felt.




Well, that might be your opinion, I said, glad that asterisks around the word corrected to bold, but I think I’m ready. In fact, I know I am. It’s just an amateur competition anyway. 




With my thoughts revealed, I headed to the shower to wash off, then returned into the bedroom with an oversized towel wrapped around my torso and another for my hair, feet in my house slippers. 




Yes, but again, most of the people are going to have more experience than you. Are you sure you want to do this?




I knit my brows and tapped the screen twice - once to hit ‘Y,’ and once more to pick the autosuggestion.




Yes.




Cynthia’s response came back a few moments later.




Okay, well… I’m not really qualified to train you for a bodybuilding competition. If you want, I can put you in touch with a gym that specifically does competition training. I’m a friend of the owner.




Now she was speaking my language. I texted her back that that would be fine, and she informed me of the location. Apparently I could start as early as tomorrow, which suited me, since Saturdays were dedicated gym days. I went all out on the weekend, knowing I could use Sunday to recover. That meant weightlifting and cardio and whichever classes I could attend, sometimes two or three - active stretching, yoga, even rock climbing once or twice. The feeling of moving my body up a wall, extending my shapely hips and legs, tightening my abs and butt to get to the next rock, appealed to me greatly. Maybe after I won the Herma Open, I figured, I’d become a world-class rock climber.




And why not?




The world was my oyster - or better yet, my walnut.




All I had to do was crush it.







Chapter 12

Next day I arrived to the bodybuilding gym ready to put in my best effort - or at least, that’s how I felt on the drive over. When I arrived at the strip mall housing the fitness center, the butterflies in my exposed tummy stopped fluttering.




The gym sat between a donut shop and a hair salon. The sign out front just said ‘gym,’ and I’d driven a good 20 minutes just to get here on a traffic-free Saturday morning.




Well, I’d already made it. No sense in turning back. I stepped out of the car looking fit-ready in my pink running shoes with white laces, along with a purple pair of workout tights and a tank top that read ‘Fit For Life.’ Underneath I wore a simple white sports bra, and my black thong underneath the leggings.




No lights were on inside the gym and though the sign read ‘closed’ I pushed the door open anyway, knowing I’d been invited. A large boxing ring sat in one corner next to some heavy bags and other equipment, while closer to me were chains and tires and ropes and other primitive equipment. I’d never had a taste for this kind of stuff. Machines worked best, and this place had none of them.




“Hello?” I raised my voice, keeping it at the feminine pitch I’d come to enjoy. The volume still pierced through the low hum of a refrigerator sitting toward the back, next to a wooden stage. “Anyone here?”




My head darted to the side when a wooden door opened. A woosh of heated steam flowed out of the entryway, momentarily sending me a step back and making me shut my teary eyes. When I opened them, a man stood before me.




Naked.




No, not naked. A ratty white gym towel sat wrapped around his hips, showing off a V-shaped build accentuated by his steam room dehydration. His healthy bare skin and broad chest covered in fine brown hair drew my eyes at first. When he began to step toward me with a sigh, I looked up at his face, a brown beard and hazel eyes with a kind, white smile.




“Ahhh… That is fantastic,” he bellowed, stretching his arms wide. He didn’t have the same mass-monster build as the guys who occasionally flirted with me at the gym. He looked more like a model. Not a fitness model, really. A regular fashion model.




Even though he was wearing zero clothes.




“Can you, like, put something on, please?” I splayed my fingers up near my face, turning away from this strange, well-built man coming out of the steam room. He grabbed a larger towel off a nearby rack and wrapped it around his body, slipping into a pair of flip-flops.




“Sorry, wasn’t expecting anyone to drop by,” he said in a deep voice. He turned back to me, knitting his brows. “You know, we’re actually closed right now.”




“You left the door unlocked.”




He walked toward the front door, seeming not to care that his near-nudity was on display through the glass. He flipped the sign around to open. “Was just about to open up. Didn’t figure anyone would come in without knocking. Unless they were overly-excited for our pizza party tonight.”




Pizza party?




I would have left right then and there if he wasn’t blocking the door.




“I’m definitely not here for that,” I confirmed quickly. “Cynthia sent me over. I’m Terry.”




“Tyler. Could you hand me those?” He asked, pointing to the floor beside the steam room door.




“Are you - ugh.” I crouched down and picked up his athletic t-shirt and shorts with as few fingers as possible, trying to ignore the fact that he apparently didn’t wear underwear.




“This is seriously unprofessional,” I scolded, throwing the items at him.




“Well I’m not exactly working at the moment,” he replied, slipping the shirt over his mostly-dry body. He paused a moment before pulling his gym shorts up, doing so underneath his towel.




Even with the show of modesty I still averted my eyes, finding a framed photograph from earlier in the decade. Three men stood on an Olympic-style platform, the winner, runner-up, and bronze-place of some sort of fitness competition. Though he looked a bit younger, tanner and with a wider chest and bulging shoulders, I could still make out Tyler’s then-unbearded frowning face.




Second place.




“Cynthia said you were training for something?”




I spun back around, facing the now-dressed gym owner fully. “Yes. The Herma Open Bodybuilding competition. Have you heard of it?”




“Sure. Competed in the first one. Men’s finalist.”




Not a winner, then.




“Well, I’m competing in the mixed division.”




“You’ve already signed up?”




“Dropped my application off this morning. Herma Fitness opens a bit earlier than your ‘gym.’”




He didn’t take the insult, or even seem to hear it as one. His stride was positively laid-back as he made his way toward the center of the room and picked up a folding chair. The metal legs made a large echoing sound as he set it down directly in front of the stage.




“Alright then. Let’s see what you’ve got.”




“What?”




Tyler turned his head toward me, obviously his good side given the lighting illuminating his strong cheekbones and firm face. “You’re a bodybuilder. Show me how you’d compete if the show were today.”




“Right now?” I glanced at the bare, unadorned stage. I got the impression he’d made it out of wood and nails himself as a weekend project. Stable-looking, and no doubt carefully built, but hardly alluring. “Up there?”




“I’m waiting.”




Tyler turned his head forward, watching the big old nothing up on stage, waiting for me to do as I was told. Much as I hated being told what to do in a gym - nowadays, at least - I stormed up the side steps onto the stage, turned my feet 45 degrees to the right, and struck a pose, flexing my biceps with my hands on my hips while I stuck my butt out. I’d seen a similar pose on some fit-girl instagrams before; the posture brought attention to hips and ass while covering up my small ‘tits.’




“What are you doing?” He asked.




I stood up straight, unsure, dropping my arms to my side. “Um, posing?”




“Is that a bodybuilding pose?” He chuckled. “I’m not sure what kind of competitions you’ve been going to. Was there a guy in an overcoat with a camera?”




I did not appreciate his tone or imagery, to put it mildly. I stuck my hands back on my hips, digging my nails into my skin.




“Well that’s why I’m here. You’re supposed to teach me that stuff.” I reached up to brush back my hair with a haughty tilt off my chin. “I can pay, of course.”




“Good to hear,” he replied laconically. “I’m still not sure we’re on the same page. What kind of competitions have you been in? Come on, be honest.”




Did he expect me to be anything but? “I haven’t been in any competitions before.”




“You’re kidding.”




“No, I’m not,” I said, stomping my foot on the ground. What I’d meant as a plain show of frustration turned into much more when the hollow stage echoed tremendously underneath my foot. “Again - That’s why I’m -”




“Yeah, yeah, that’s why you’re here, barging into my gym an hour before we open. Look, Terry,” he said, “The Herma Open isn’t an Olympic-level competition or anything, but it is still a serious bodybuilding show. Going in without any prior experience is just going to get you hurt.”




I couldn’t fathom hurting myself just by doing some silly poses. Compared to the soreness in my body that I basically lived with, coupled with a few actual injuries that healed over time with ice and ibuprofen, it was clear to me that Tyler was just trying to exaggerate. I could win this thing, just not with him. He didn’t have the desire - or the skills.




Second place, after all.




“Fine, whatever,” I huffed, jumping off the stage. I landed a bit more awkwardly than I would have liked. Having not expected to do any real lifting today, I’d just slipped my feet into my shoes rather than tying them up anew. A big mistake, since my ankles wobbled on the floor. Tyler leapt out of his seat to keep me from tumbling down.




“I said I’m fine,” I snapped, pushing him away with a sharp slap to his shoulder. Tyler grimaced, stomping backward and grabbing his shoulder.




Drama queen, I thought to myself, snatching up my purse from the floor.




“Thanks for nothing,” I spat out, watching him roll his shoulder in wide motions, chest puffed out and chin level. “Good luck with this whole gym venture of yours.”




I turned sharply on my heel, head held high as I made my way to the door.




“There’s more to life than lifting weights, you know.”




Tyler’s voice - lacking in that mirth from when I entered, or the sarcastic tone with which he told me off - cut through the pulsing in my head. I turned back to look at him and saw a man genuinely stung by what I’d said. For the first time in a while, I felt guilty. It was hard to feel otherwise, watching him with that hangdog expression, moving sullenly toward the stage he’d built, sitting down on the edge with his shoulders slumped, feet dangling off the ground.




“I hope you don’t get too wrapped up in this. Really. You’ll end up putting your loved ones behind you, focusing on your obsession.” He cracked open the top of his water bottle. “It’s not worth it. Trust me.”




I found myself transfixed by his motions, the way he tilted his head back slowly, taking a deep, long sip of the water. Ruminative icy blue eyes looked well past the gym equipment and the heavy bag moving softly from side to side in the wind of the open windows.




“You shouldn’t get obsessed.”




I just scoffed.




“Whatever,” I snapped, stomping toward the exit, wondering why I’d wasted my time here.




Wondering why his words carried with me all the way home.




Chapter 13

I tossed my gym bag as soon as I got into my apartment, throwing it so angrily that it skidded a good few feet across the floor. After kicking off my shoes I stormed toward the kitchen. My formerly bare countertops were now full of bottles in all sizes, ranging from palm-sized vitamin containers to bulbous vessels containing a full 20 pounds of pea protein powder.




I opened the latter first, dropping two massive scoops into my blender. I followed up with a trip the freezer for some ice and frozen papaya, which helped the protein absorption, and spinach for the iron. From there, creatine, l-argine, maca, and a few other dubious supplements the guy at Vitaworld insisted would help me ‘get swole.’




None of this stuff tasted any good. The spinach and chalky pea protein - two somehow contrasting flavors that tasted terrible together - overwhelmed what little sweetness the papaya provided. Everything else only added a grainy chemical taste. I’d stopped eating for pleasure quite a while ago, focusing only on my macronutrient intake, dedicated to the only thing that mattered: my own self. My body.




The health shake would make me feel better. I’d wasted too much time today driving to that stupid gym and back, plus the inane discussion with that moron Tyler. Throughout the car ride home, I’d planned out a full day that would get me back on track. A protein shake, then a pot of coffee for the caffeine, and a five-mile run followed by an at-home workout. I didn’t want to see Cynthia at the fitness center so that was a no-go. All I had to do was follow my own routine, focus on myself, and…




I hit the blender button. Grey-green sludge flew out of the top, coating every inch of my counters and sink, leaving huge globs on my face and gym shirt. I wiped away the goop from my eyes, then turned the switch on my blender, accidentally setting it at the top speed for a moment before turning it off. The shake burbled in the blender for a moment before turning to a quicksand consistency.




“Goddammit,” I blubbered, staring at the mess. “This is so… stupid…”




Don’t get obsessed.




I looked at my kitchen, an absolute disaster. Not just the mess created by my blender mishap. All the bottles and supplements and shakers, a fridge full of nothing but frozen chicken breast and spinach. Aside from a few at-home workout routines torn from fitness mags and taped on my fridge, my home decor was so bare you could draw a mural from wall-to-wall. 




I stepped into the bathroom and flipped on the lights.Powders, pills, and supplements sat on every open space, around the sink and on shelves in my medicine cabinet. All of them ranged from ‘possibly effective’ to ‘basically chalk’ and came at a price I could afford, if only barely. The real trick to making sure you had enough to spend on useless crap was having no one else to spend it on. All those nights out with coworkers turned down. All the nights in alone with a protein shake and a push-up mat. All the dates I refused from guys at the gym.




All for…




I shut the medicine cabinet, the front-facing mirror reflecting my body. My mind immediately checked for flaws, areas to improve on during my next session. Then, as I subtly adjusted my body into various poses, I began bending an eye toward my more impressive features - the tone of my arms, the flatness of my belly, the swell of my shoulders where my traps looked most notable.




All for me. 




All alone.




I took one last look at the mirror and turned away from the body I’d shared with no one.




Don’t get obsessed.




His words rang in my ears as I left the bathroom, shutting the door behind me. There were other mirrors near the couch, but I wouldn’t bother with them that night.




I skipped my workout.




Then I began to think about who I truly wanted to be.




Chapter 14

I made sure to arrive on time, checking Google Maps twice before showing up at 11:30 a.m. Only half an hour into its opening time, I’d expected Tyler’s gym to be relatively quiet, especially on a Sunday. I peered in from the glass door on the outside, looking past the flip sign that declared them open.




Two shirtless men sparred in the boxing arena while a few spectators stand by the sides in gym shorts and tank-tops. I pushed the door in and headed past the large hanging rope where a few other guys stood around cheering on a rail-thin dude making his way up hand over hand like we did in middle school. 




Tyler stood at the far end of the gym, nearest the stage, crouched down with two sparring pads gloved one either hand. He took repeated hits to either palm from two hands in thick purple boxing gloves. The girl wearing boxing gloves in the wheelchair in the wheelchair was so slight that I didn’t even see her until I came up a few feet away, yet her expression was entirely fierce as she landed blow after blow against Tyler’s mitted hands. Her arms moved like engine pistons, and her short brown ponytail bobbed against her upper back with every hit.




“Two, one… Boom! Great work Annie!” Tyler clapped the pads together, then paced them side-by-side, facing Annie for one last double-punch. She wiped the back of her head with her forearm and heaved out a huge breath, smiling wide as she turned toward me.




“Whew! Are you up next?” Annie asked, looking up at me with electric brown eyes.




I reached my other arm around my chest, clutching at my purse strap. “Um, no… I’m afraid I don’t know much about boxing,” I offered with a polite smile.




“Neither did I until Coach T-Dog started training me,” she said, slipping out of her gloves, using her teeth to pull the first one off. “Now I’m death on wheels.”




I chuckled abruptly at the well-timed joke. “Well I’ll try not to get in your way.”




She flexed her left arm, then guided herself past me with her right hand on her right wheel. 




I glanced over at Tyler after the girl made her way to the boxing ring. “T-Dog?”




He didn’t miss a beat, putting on that shameless adorable smile. “What can I say. One of the kids in my boxing class said it, then the rest started copying.”




I stepped over to him in my tennis shoes and helped him take off the left sparring glove. “Thanks,” he said, gripping the right one himself and tossing both onto the nearby stage. “What’s up?”




As much as I appreciated his candor, not even mentioning our awkward first encounter yesterday, his easy tone and laid-back appearance made it tough for me to switch into apology mode. His black workout t-shirt and grey sweatpants didn’t hide his confidence - or his bulge, as I noticed briefly before forcing myself to maintain eye contact and act the good girl.




“I just wanted to say I’m sorry,” I began, keeping my eyes locked on his. “For how I acted yesterday. I was rude, and you didn’t deserve to be accosted like that in your own place of business.”




“Hey, I’ve heard worse.” He lifted his chin briefly as a massive thump sounded from the boxing ring, followed by a few ‘oooh’s’ from the audience.




“Are they…?” I pointed a manicured finger over at the arena, where one fighter looked substantially more enraged than when I walked in.




“They’re pros,” he said with a wave. “Well, not literally. If they were I could probably afford a Peleton or two, maybe start selling memberships to the country club crowd.”




“Oh god, don’t!” I say with a laugh. “This place really has a charming vibe to it. Honestly! I just didn’t notice yesterday.”




“Well, it’s the people,” he mused, a wan, warm smile crossing his face. He has dimples, I thought to myself, seeing those adorable marks form as he looked at the members. Most of them were involved in watching the boxing match, which seemed to be rising toward a fierce new crescendo. Punches flew, people cheered, none louder than Annie, hands around her mouth to amplify her excited pleas.




“You were working out at Herma Fitness, right?” He asks.




I nod.




“Great gym. Good trainers, but you already knew that. Still,” he said, leaning on the stage and uncapping a water bottle, “it’s not for everyone. Some people want more of a personal touch, somewhere that’s smaller. Other people like to stand out a bit more from the crowd. And some people just like a place where they can workout in their wheelchair.”




“Herma’s not ADA-compliant?”




“Oh, it is. But have you ever seen a disabled person workout there?”




I shook my head. “Can’t say that I have.”




“No surprise there. There’s a difference between being allowed in a place, and feeling comfortable there. You have to ask them to set up the ramp if you want to get to the second floor, for one thing.” Tyler extended and arm out across his domain. “One of the plus sides of only having one floor.”




“Well, besides your stage,” I noted, looking toward the steps I stormed up yesterday, sitting beside a concrete ramp. “What’s that for anyway?”




“Dance classes.”




I scoffed. “You’re kidding.”




I expected that devious broad smile to start creeping across his face again. Instead he climbed up on the stage and struck a pose.




“Salsa, merengue, bachata, and ballroom. Thinking of adding tap dancing too, but I’m not quite there yet.” The two-step Tyler shows me in his athletic shoes seemed talented enough. I laughed as he tossed his arms back and forth and tapped out a beat in the soft-soled shoes.




“You’re ridiculous,” I giggled, shaking my head. “Boxing and dance lessons. I didn’t think they went together.”




“Well, it’s not so ridiculous,” he said. “Footwork in the ring means you get hit less.”




“And does being a good boxer mean you’re a better dancer?”




“Well, the upper body strength can help you lift your partner.”




I didn’t have to try hard to imagine it. Tyler and me, twisting and spiraling across the stage, a crimson-red ballgown’s skirt flowing out from my hips, covering my silver heels until he puts his hands on my hips and lifts me toward the bright stage lights as our unseen audience swooned.




A fantasy. Just like my bodybuilding dreams.




A bell rang from the boxing ring. The audience began to clap as the man playing referee lifted one competitor’s wrist in the air. The boxer spat out his mouthguard and heaved for breath with a weary smile. His competitor joined the duo to put his hand around the winner’s shoulder, a genuine show of good-natured competitive instinct and respect.




“Well…I guess I’ll get going. I’ve never been much of a fighter,” I joked. “Best leave that to the boxers. Thank you, again, for being so understanding. I’m sorry if I’ve taken up too much of your time.”




“You haven’t.” Tyler lifted his hand toward me. I took it in mine and felt his strong grip, his several callouses, the fingers that have seen so many days of hard work. He placed his other hand on the back of mine, adding a warming element to our goodbye that I appreciate.




As I turned to leave I listened to the sounds of laughter above the gym music, none of it directed at me. I hardly went noticed in this friendly gym of close-hearted athletes, the outsider who’d come in briefly just to be a big girl and do what’s right.




“Hey,” he said, firming his voice to cut through the din of metal clanking and boxing blows landing. I turned back to face him, smiling for some reason. Maybe I just didn’t want to seem too surprised. Perhaps I liked knowing he was calling me back.




Whatever the reason, I stood in place and waited, just as he’d asked.




“I never got your name,” He said.




“Terry.”




“Terry. Are you going to compete, then?”




“No, I - wait, you think I could?”




Tyler moved toward the left wall where a stack of papers sat messily on a small desk. He sorted his way through the stack before coming up with the flyer I’d brought him yesterday.




“I gave it some thought,” he said, uncrinkling the sheet as best he could. He held it up to my eye-level with one hand and pointed a finger at the Mixed-Gender events.




“You were hoping to compete in the mixed bodybuilding event,” he said, laying his thick finger against the appropriate text. “That’s a bit hopeful. You’ve got a great body, I can tell you’re no spring chicken, but -”




“Spring chicken?” I asked.




“A newbie lifter.”




“What does that have to do with… never mind.”




“It’s an expression where I’m from,” he said with a grin, tapping me gently on the shoulder. “Country boy stuff. Anyway, I can’t train you for a bodybuilding competition. Not this close to event day. However, you’re pretty well on your way to being competition-ready for a bikini event.”




Both syllables of the word hit me like a one-two punch. ‘Bi-kini.’ As in, ‘put on a skimpy bikini, hop up on stage, and strut your stuff, sister, because the guys in the audience are going to love you.’




“No way,” I chortled, staring at the flyer. The word ‘bikini’ sat there in white type against a gunmetal background, yet I couldn’t seem to fathom that it was actually a part of an actual fitness competition. I thought bikini shows were part of pageants.




“It’s still going to be tough,” Tyler said, setting the flyer down. “I know some of those girls and guys who’ve been looking forward to the chance to compete. They probably started preparing even before this was announced. Still, if you’re just in it for the thrill of competition, I’d say you could get into fighting shape.” He glanced over at the boxing ring. “So to speak.”




I thought over Tyler’s words. The idea that there were people looking forward to a bikini competition certainly made it sound more intriguing, as if there were a competitive edge to all this that I hadn’t considered before. Prancing around on stage wearing a two-piece sounded… well, it sounded exciting, actually. But I’d never approached my fitness goals to achieve fun. Just success.




With this, I could have both for the first time in my life.




“It sounds interesting,” I said to Tyler. “How much will I have to train?”




Tyler’s eyes took on a somber, thoughtful hue. “Harder than you have in your entire life..”




I lifted my chin.




“Let’s do it,” I said, extending my hand. Tyler shook.




And we were on.




Chapter 15

We had 12 weeks til competition, and while we were cutting it close, I’d already done a lot to prepare myself for the grueling lifestyle. Tyler sent me home with a full meal and workout plan that we’d be following for the next three months, and I spent my Sunday evening at the grocery store making sure I had enough eggs, oatmeal, yogurt, chicken, and frozen vegetables with which to stock my freezer. The items weren’t entirely different from what I’d already been consuming, yet I had to stick to the diet and make sure I kept my focus on the main goal: succeeding at the competition.




Success was what I was after, not victory. I browsed through YouTube that night watching a few previous shows. The girls looked amazing, all toned muscles and perfect postures. I knew I could achieve that level, yet one thing stuck out to me: they were all wearing heels.




Well, you learned how to clean-and-press a loaded barbell, I thought to myself, sprawled out on the couch in my satin bathrobe. You’ll just have to figure out heels later.




Tyler probably couldn’t help me with that. He did, however, give great advice every night I came into his gym, walking me through the various dedicated lifts that would enhance my butt, legs, and arms. He also introduced me to High Intensity Interval Training. Before I’d just shrugged off cardio as something largely unnecessary. After all, no one can see your heart. Why bother working it out?




I saw Tyler’s heart every day I walked into the gym. The man dedicated himself to helping others, whether his work with the disabled, diabetics, veterans, or simply people who didn’t feel comfortable in the soulless mega-box gyms that dotted our highways. I understood after the first week why people drove out to this small no-name fitness center in the middle of a strip mall. Everyone seemed to know each other, and if you wanted to be left alone for a session, that was alright too. Yet the immense amount of classes and co-workouts Tyler offered, often led by himself, others provided by on-site coaches, ensured every new health buff could find something they enjoyed.




For me, it was jump rope. Tyler started me out on the treadmill for my cardio days, yet I couldn’t hide the absolute boredom off my face. Some people really loved the chance to zone out with music or a podcast while they pumped their legs over the same five feet of distance over and over again. I found it mind-numbing.




I didn’t even have to ask him to change tasks. Tyler saw the zombie-like look on my face as I tromped through step after rote step and came over with a jump rope in hand.




“Wanna join us?”




He handed me the rope, a plastic length of wire outfitted with plastic tubes. I held it by both thick black handles and hopped off the treadmill.




In the multi-purpose area between boxing ring and stage, four men and one women stood staggered and at a distance from one another, jump ropes in hand. They wore sweatpants and loose shirts while Tyler dressed in joggers and a tank top. I had on my signature look - a purple sports bra, bright blue gym shorts, and pink running shoes.




“Alright guys, let’s start with the basics.” Tyler took the jump rope in either hand and whipped it downward in front of him. “Just bounce on the balls of your feet,” he continued. “When you see the rope coming, try not to get tripped up. That’s kind of the secret to good roping.”




A few of the men chuckled, following Tyler’s lead with their own jump ropes. My first few attempts were touch-and-go. I ended up hitting my bare shins, which hurt all the more since I’d started shaving down there. Eventually I managed to work myself up into a routine where I’d actually start getting over the rope with each bounce, maybe eight or nine times before I lost my routine and ended up stepping on the rope.




“Not bad,” Tyler said, coming up to my side. “When the rope’s at its apex over your head, that’s when you should think about jumping. Then when it reaches your feet, bounce a few inches off the ground.”




I nodded, focusing as Tyler stood by my side. Not wanting to disappoint my trainer, I focused intently on the far wall and did as he told me. Once I became more aware of the rope over my head on every swing, using my wrists to whip the fitness tool with less effort and more control, I got into a rhythm that had me looking like an old pro.




It also made my sports bra leap up and down every time I went into the air, and my ass jiggled every time I hit the ground, but hey, that just comes with the outfit. At least I looked good doing it.




The rest of the class got their basics down just as I started working up a sweat. I watched Tyler explain the next challenge in the jump rope pyramid, this one involving a hop and a skip. It was hard not to laugh at Tyler, a muscular and manly 6’2, kicking one foot back toward his rear while the other skipped lightly over the rope like he was a Little Rascal in some old movie. Yet, all the same, within a minute I could tell the effort of this new style of jumping rope had his heart rate rising faster than the previous.




So I gave it a shot. Bounce over the rope with one foot, kick back to near my rear, then replace that foot and try it again. Easy. Well, actually, really difficult to keep up consistently, but I’d started getting the hang of it.




And after a few minutes… I started really enjoying it.




There was just something about jumping rope that enticed me in a way no other workout had. I guess it was the sheer silliness of it, partially. Boxers, I knew, jumped rope to increase their stamina, but watching those burly brawlers slap the rope constantly against the floor and mean-mug their way through a workout seemed entirely different from my light-hearted girlish skipping. I went higher and higher into the air, slowing my speed to accommodate my jumps, and kept my eyes on my feminine figure in the mirror, thigh muscles tight every time I kicked back, arms lithe and extended to arc the rope properly, hair bouncing wildly around my shoulders.




“Haha, nice!” One of the guys beside me decided to discreetly earn himself a workout break by giving me a thumbs up. I couldn’t return the gesture since I’d gotten so into my workout. I gradually amped up the speed until I was absolutely flying off the floor, up and down so fast that my feet felt like they barely had time to land before I was up again. I tried crossing the jump rope in front of me like I’d seen in some movies, crossing my wrists and whipping the rope like a weapon back and forth before landing and hopping again.




It went poorly. I had no idea what I was doing and when my ankle wrapped up in the rope I fell forward unabashedly, butt in the air, chest against the floor, arms barely managing to break my fall before my face could.




“TERRY!” With real panic in his voice, Tyler rushed over to me. Two of my other classmates followed, crouching beside me as Tyler untangled my ankle from the rope and held it for a moment, a fairly intimate gesture given that no one had touched me there before. I guess he was just checking if I’d sprained or broken anything. Still, I realized for the first time that a man was touching me somewhere I’d never been touched before.




And I certainly didn’t mind it.




“You okay?” He let go of my ankle long enough to roll me onto my back. I looked up at him with a dreamy expression, stretching my back out to relieve some of the tension.




“That was fun,” I asked. “Can you teach me more things to do with a rope?”




Tyler stared at me for a long moment, then started laugh.




“Sure,” he said, shaking his head. “Let’s keep training you.”







Chapter 16

“Alright, now let’s see those arms.”




I stood on the stage a few minutes after the gym had closed and a bare 4 weeks before the competition. My body composition had changed considerably under Tyler’s tutelage. Both the protein-rich diet and the tone-focused lifting had given me a figure of a potential champion.




Now all I had to do was get the poses down.




With all my might, I lifted my arms and bent them at the elbows, parallel to my shoulders. Tyler gave me a questioning look. He didn’t have to verbally remind me of what I was doing wrong.




I fixed the errors myself. First, I tilted my hips to the side, then put on a huge bright smile, lessening the impact of seeing a femboy like me bulging with muscles, letting the lighting and my body positioning smooth out my frame to make me seem more feminine, even as I posed with flexed muscles.




“Good, great,” Tyler affirmed, nodding his head as he watched from off-stage. “Now let’s try a more neutral pose.”




“Got it.” I didn’t miss a beat, standing with my legs shoulder-width apart, hands lightly on my hips, the same big smile with my chin tilted slightly downward so the judges could see my pretty, made-up face. While I didn’t usually go for too much makeup at the gym, today was a practice posing day for Tyler and I. I’d gone with some brown eyeshadow and a bit of mascara to heighten my eyes and enhance my natural cheekbones. I still wasn’t entirely sure how well I pulled the look off - and that was okay. I didn’t need to be perfect; I just needed to be the best version of myself.




I looked down at Tyler as he sat on a folding chair, acting for all intents and purposes like an imperious fitness judge. “Not bad,” he confirmed with a smile. Then he pulled his knees together and stood, heaving out a sigh as he brushed down his workout tee.




“Was that okay?” I asked, reading his look.




He nodded at me rapidly. “Yeah, you’re doing great, actually. When are you going to try it in a bikini? The competition’s only a few weeks away.”




“I know, but…” I stepped off the stage slowly, even though I hadn’t started wearing high heels. We did all our pose practicing in the same clothes I worked out in, even though we both knew I’d have to wear a thin bikini and sparkly heels when competition day arrived. Tyler reminded me of this every week, and every week I returned without the necessary items.




“But what?” He asked, as I stood in front of him. My face burned red as I admitted what had been on my mind frankly since I started this lifestyle.




“I’ve never owned a bikini before. Or worn one.” It seemed fairly obvious, to me, what I was trying to say.




“Well, you can’t wear a one-piece to the competition. Visible abs are like 20% of your score.”




“It’s not that,” I replied, even though I did have some qualms about just how good my abs would look by competition. “It’s just…”




Tyler knew me well enough to read the trepidation in my voice. I stood in place, looking down at my pink tennis shoes. When had I last worn footwear that didn’t scream ‘girly?’ What would be so different about a nice pair of heels?




He lifted my chin between his thumb and forefinger, easily and with a firmness that I could feel all throughout my body. An electric sensation, almost, heightened by the stern, hard look living in his deep hazel eyes.




“Terry,” he prompted. “You can tell me.”




I took in a deep breath, bra straps tightening around my back. “I know it sounds silly but I’ve never worn a bikini before and I’m nervous about trying, okay? Like, I can wear a sports bra. That’s easy. But wearing what are basically panties out on stage, and in high heels… I just don’t feel like I’m qualified.”




Tyler tilted his head at me, hopping off the stage to approach me face-to-face. I looked up at him, nostrils flared, nervous of what he would say. Some fearful part of me had reared its shameful head during my little speech. For the first time in my life I’d told a man about my inner struggle, the fight inside of me that I’d tamped down for months through aggressive heavy weight training.




Tyler lifted my chin so easily.




“Do you feel like a woman? Inside?”




I nodded. He let his hand fall slightly to accommodate my firm response.




“Well, you look like one.” He took his hand away. “That’s all that matters, Terry. If you want to wear a bikini, then go for it. Anyone who stops you…” he put on a skewed smirk. “Kick their ass. That’s what all those muscles are for, right?”




I flexed both arms in response, just like I’d do on stage. “And you’ll have my back?”




“Of course, Terry. I’m your coach. It’s what I do.” He paused a moment in thought. “Would it be helpful if I went with you to buy the bikini?”




“You mean so people think it’s for you?” I teased. Though I’d obviously support him if he decided to don a two-piece, Tyler’s warm, humored smile told me he got the joke.




“More like so you don’t have to go alone. That’s all.”




Right. Just so I’d have someone to join me.




Totally not because he wanted to see me in a bikini.




Right?




“That sounds lovely, Tyler,” I decided. “Can we go right now?”




“I’ll get my keys,” he replied, snatching them up from his desk with an eager speed.




I didn’t blame him.




I was looking forward to trying it on just as much as he wanted to see it.




Chapter 17

SportsNation had changed their store layout since the last time I’d visited. Winter sports and gear took precedence over the previous summer outfits, which now stood over to the corners and at discounted prices.




“Great time to buy a bikini,” I noted, as we took the escalator to the second floor. Tyler stood right by my side, both of us wearing gym clothes that made us look like employees. Or mannequins.




“All the winter gear is in season so they’ll have big discounts on summer stuff. Like swimsuits.”




“You’re right about that,” he said, stepping off the escalator. Tyler looked left and right just like I did on my first visit here, then turned to the left, toward the women’s section. He reached behind his back to take me by the hand, leading me along. I totally could have found this section myself. In fact, I had before.




That didn’t stop me from squeezing his palm and following along gladly.




“Anything I should keep in mind while I’m browsing?”




“How do you mean?” He asked, pulling me closer to him.




“Like, what kind of bikini should I get? Something with a high waist like those 1950s pinups? Or like something that only covers my nipples?” I stuck my chest out and shook my imaginary boobs around. I found when I didn’t flex my pectorals they tended to bunch up in my chest, giving the illusion - when I dressed female - that I had small, perky boobs.




They certain got Tyler’s attention. He watched my chest jiggle before stopping at a rack with a big 50% off sign above the hangers.




“Just get something simple. Nothing too flashy. No polka dots or erratic designs.” 




“Maybe I should take a look by myself for a little while,” I said. “I really appreciate you coming with me, but this section is for girls, hon.”




Hon. Did I really just say that? Was that a new part of my vocabulary? It didn’t seem too odd on my tongue. Tyler even stood up a bit straighter.




“Sure. I’ll go take a look at some of the new weight belts, maybe find something for the gym.”




“I thought you said weight belts were mostly unnecessary?”




“Doesn’t mean people don’t like using them. Whatever makes my members feel more comfortable is worth the cost.” Tyler leaned in and gave me a half-hug goodbye, the same kind I’d seen him give his members in the gym when they came and went. Men and women alike.




I flipped through the racks for a moment, wondering if perhaps I wanted more. Tyler and I spent a good deal of time together. I saw him almost every day, working out and taking his advice and classes, looking forward to seeing him and his lovely quaint gym all day at work. Our Coach/student relationship always seemed secondary to our friendship based around his gym.




Maybe it could be something more.




I pushed all that to the back of my thoughts when I found the perfect outfit. A black bikini with subtle silver trim around the cups and a matching bottom. I bristled momentarily when I saw the bikini bottoms were actually a thong, one that would floss between my butt cheeks rather thoroughly. I’d obviously worn thongs under my fitness clothes, but never openly.




Then again, at a bikini competition, wouldn’t I have to show off the firmness of my cheeks? Having a thong bikini would ensure my ass looked as muscular as possible, emphasizing the long hours I’d put into the squat rack and deadlifting. Given the hefty discount, I decided I’d at least try it on.




I stepped into the changing room and set the push-button lock, slipped out of my yoga pants and tank-top, and removed my bra and panties to stand naked in the empty space. The bikini top was a string tie, and it took me a bit of finagling in the mirror to get it wrapped around my chest. With my small ‘tits’ I had to tie it extra tight, redoing the knot more than once to ensure it didn’t hang loose. When I managed to finally right the item against my chest, I took a look in the mirror and liked what I saw. The dark shade of the bikini matched well with my pale features and blonde hair. I looked so good that I didn’t even notice I was standing there with my cock dangling out.




Well, better give it a try, then. The bikini bottoms were easier to put on. I just stepped into the holes, crouched down to reach the hem, and pulled them straight up, just like any other pair of underwear.




Except these weren’t like anything else I’d worn downstairs. These weren’t even underwear at all. The broad front of the bottoms covered my crotch immaculately, squishing my cock and balls tight against me, all but hiding them from view under the expanse of black fabric. It was what happened behind me that made me yelp.




In my haste I’d pulled up the panties far too quickly, delivering a sharp and somewhat slicing feeling right against my ass. I pulled so hard, in fact, that I momentarily went up on tip-toe as I gasped at the new sensation. When I returned to flat feet I looked around the small changing room with wide eyes. Something certainly felt different.




Me.




I felt brand new.




One final piece remained before I could go out on stage. Tyler and I had swung by the shoe store on the other side of the mall before visiting SportsNation. Because I already knew my women’s shoe size I had no trouble finding a suitable pair of subtle silver heels that would suit the stage, with non-slip soles and a formidable though stylish heel. I slipped my bare feet into them after removing them from the bag and stood two inches taller in the mirror, looking over my full, slender, nearly-naked frame.




Shit.




I looked good.




Someone else deserved to see too.




I crouched down and reached into the bag, trying to not smile at the ticklish sensation of the thong piece sliding across my cherry. I found my phone in my purse and typed out a message to Tyler.




Can you come check this? I asked. I found one but I’m not sure if it’s the right outfit.




Tyler replied almost immediately. 




On my way.




I sat on the bench and waited, my naked ass feeling cool against the white built-in bench, my heart, for some reason, quickening in anticipation of my trainer’s arrival.




Chapter 18

A polite knock sounded at the door. I peered through the slats, which were tilted to allow me vantage without anyone seeing in from outside, and saw Tyler’s broad chest beneath his trademark black shirt. I unchecked the lock and stepped to the side of the changing room so he could open the door without showing me off to the entire store.




“You in here? I - oh.” Tyler stopped in the middle of the changing room and turned to me, hungry male eyes roaming down my body, then back up, and down again to my heels, before staring full long at my exposed stomach.




“Close the door!” I chided, reaching around him while keeping my feet set in place and slamming the door shut. I pressed my thumb down against the lock and let out a relieved breath. “I don’t want anyone to see!”




I expected some wry comment about how, on competition day, dozens if not hundreds of people were going to be looking at me as I stood on stage. How having a few casual gym-goers see me wearing a bikini at a mall changing room would be nothing compared to the event in two weeks. About how -




“You look fucking incredible, Terry.”




I rocked my head back in shock. Tyler had never sworn before in front of me. Earlier I would have said profanity didn’t suit him, that he should have kept his vocabulary as sparkling clean as the mirrors in his unisex changing rooms. He was, I knew, a good man with a good, respectful heart.




Here in the changing room, I saw a different side of him. Hungrier, more primal, more distinctly male. I could almost smell the pheromones wafting from the light sheen of sweat on his brow.




I did not mind it one bit.




“Do I?” I asked, dropping my voice a register to give it a sweet, somewhat saucy lilt.




“Turn around.” He lifted his eyes up to me. “Please.”




I did as my trainer asked, slowly putting one foot beside the other as I turned my backside toward him. Aside from a thin strand of fabric and the hip-hugging band around my waist, I looked naked from the back, my two firm asscheeks swallowing the fabric, my gym-toned back slightly flexed in nervy anticipation.




And I bent forward. Just slightly, just enough to stick my hips out a bit, not in a pose sanctioned by any competitive body. All it was, I guess, was a desire to really pronounce the tightness in my glutes. I wanted so badly to show my trainer how hard I’d worked to make him proud.




Or something like that.




“Does it look good?” I asked, wiggling my hips. Tyler placed his hand on my hip, steadying me, bring me back to an erect posture. I could feel his body right behind mine, the heat of his heavy breath sweeping across my naked neck, his other hand squeezing my thick hips and pulling me back against him.




“I have to go,” he rasped in my ear. “I have to get out of here.”




“Why?” I asked in mild panic, turning my head to face him over my shoulder. There, in my periphery, I saw his lewd grey-green eyes.




“Because I don’t know if I can stop myself from destroying this dressing room.”




I turned around fully in his spacious arms, smiling up at him as I laid my palms on his chest. He kept his arms wrapped around me, looking down into my face. He wanted my approval. He wanted me to tell him to go.




I couldn’t.




I wanted nothing more, right then and there, but to have my trainer wrapped up close to me.




So close that he could kiss me.




When he lifted my chin this time he did so with a bit more force, guiding me to the proper neck tilt posture I’d need for him to land a wet, firm, dominating kiss directly on my wanting lips. My first time making out with a man was everything I dreamed: his rougher lips sucking against my soft lower one, His slight groan vibrating inside of my mouth, his tongue unsubtly parting my lips to duel with mine as we fell further and further into absolute lust. I slipped my hands underneath his shirt and roved across his perfect abs, up to the plane of his pecs. Tyler’s hands had nowhere to hide. He had all of me exposed already, and tested my entire body with a needy grace, his thumbs gliding up along my ribs while his fingers clutched at my lower back. When his hands suddenly darted down to my ass and grabbed two handfuls of booty, I gasped and tottered slightly in my heels. He righted me with a firm grip and suddenly slung me to the right, like a ballet dancer showing off a final flourish to the crowd. He leaned forward and kissed me while I hung onto the back of his neck for the dear life he’d given me.




Instead of an applause from an awed audience, we got a brief knock from a concerned attendant.




“Everything okay in there?” Asked a female voice. She may as well have been speaking from the ISS; I still felt like I was on another planet. Planet Femboy, perhaps.




“I’ll be right out!” I squeaked back, just as Tyler detangled himself from me, pulling down his shirt and adjusting his hair. He looked even hotter caught halfway between ‘Who, me?’ And ‘Yes, that’s my erection.’




“I’ll step out first,” he whispered, keeping his voice low so no one realized we were two people caught up in the closet. “Come out after you’ve changed your clothes.”




“I can’t just walk out in this?” I teased, keeping my voice at the same level.




Tyler smirked in response before kissing me on the forehead in a way that made the room seem a lot hotter. “You weren’t even supposed to try it on. What if it didn’t fit? That’s not going back on the rack,” he said, pulling at the waistband of my thong.




“You’ve got a point… hey, okay!” I bounced up onto my tip toes in my heels when he gave a hard tug to the thong, lifting me up in the air in a wedgie. I shot Tyler with a sour look, hoping he wouldn’t notice my cock pressing firmly against the front of my underwear when he manhandled me like that. I had two weeks left of training with this man.




I slipped back into my standard fit girl clothes and slipped out of the dressing room with my new bikini nestled above my shoe store bag. The clerk who’d knocked on the door stood with her back toward me, tagging some items on a rack for clearance. My opportunity to slip away unnoticed presented itself clearly. I had a direct shot to the register, nearby which Tyler stood pretending to be very interested in the latest ski poles.




Something about the shop clerk kept me from moving. She wore a racer back tank top that showed off her stunningly muscular back and sharp shoulder blades. Her black hair had been cut short, though her fit, tan body did not lack for femininity. She wasn’t bulky; in fact, she looked the very picture of the composition I was trying to attain.




Stare too long at someone and soon they’ll feel your eyes on them. I missed my shot at averting my gaze, and the girl turned half-around to see what I wanted.




“Oh, it’s you!”




Veronica, the attendant I met on my very first trip here, strode toward me with a broad smile and her pricing gun slung over her hip. Her black pants clung tight to a firm bottom and leg muscles so defined I could see her quads underneath the fabric. I looked up just as she approached me and wrapped me up in an unabashed hug.




“So good to see you again! You look great!” She squeezed either of my arms, noting my triceps, a particular asset of mine. “All that time in the gym really paid off, huh?”




“Totally,” I replied with a breathy laugh, sweeping my hair back with a few fingers. 




“If you’re looking for more sports bras we just got a new shipment in last week. These ones have a little extra padding and this a-maz-ing sweat proof technology that feels soooo good,” she said, speaking from obvious enthusiastic experience. 




“I might have to try them.” Veronica’s saleswomanship outstripped her fairly low-level role at the store. “Actually, I just came by for a bikini,” I said, grabbing the bunched-up black swimsuit and waving it in front of me, as if I had to prove my reason for shopping. Something about Veronica’s almost intimidating level of fitness just did something to me.




“You’re competing?!” The shop-girl tossed her hands up in front of her mouth. “That’s so cool!”




“How’d you know?” I asked.




“A thong bikini and heels? Either you’re gearing up to compete or you’ve got a modeling gig on a beach somewhere.”




The latter did sound appealing. I hadn’t had a vacation in years.




“Yeah, competing,” I admitted sheepishly, knowing by then I’d come face to face with an unexpected rival. “I guess you’ve got your outfit too, huh?”




“Oh yeah, employee discount.” Veronica struck a pose with casual ease, her left arm outstretched above her head, her right arm flexed in the posture of a Greek goddess. “It’s been tough balancing work and gym but I think I’m as ready as I’ll ever be!”




“Yeah… I heard the women’s division gets pretty competitive.”




“Women’s? Oh, maybe. I’m actually in the mixed division.”




“Oh. Me too.” I scratched at my ear, thinking. “Well, that shouldn’t be as tough.”




“Are you kidding? It’s all anyone’s talking about.” Veronica reached down and gripped me by my free hand. “We’ve had tons of people coming in to buy stuff for the Herma Open. Clothes, supplements, swimsuits, tanning oil - it’s been kind of a huge deal around here, really. I’ve heard so much about it that I just knew I had to get involved too!”




My heart sank. The Top 40 music blaring through the speakers seemed a note quieter as it switched to some melancholy 80s ballad. Tyler may have been waving at me from the register; I couldn’t quite tell. Everything seemed to blur beyond Veronica’s fit frame.




“So cool that we’re going to see each other on stage!” The walkie-talkie on Veronica’s hip began to beep. “Ugh, my manager’s calling. Hey, I’ll see you in two weeks, right?”




I swallowed hard, then nodded. Veronica gave me a quick squeeze on the arm before sauntering off with her price gun in hand and her perfect ass firmly jiggling on its way toward the escalator.




I walked toward the register, numb wondering if I shouldn’t drop the bikini and head straight out the door.




Chapter 19

“So wait, who is this person?” Tyler sat in the car with the radio turned low and the engine off, his arm resting on the open window. I sat with my window closed and my body bunched up in the upright passenger seat, my shopping bag between my feet.




“She’s an acquaintance. She works at SportsNation and she’s competing in the Herma Open.”




Tyler stared out the windshield at the shoppers going in and out of the anchor shops, oblivious to my competitive fears.




“And she psyched you out?” He asked, turning toward me.




“It’s not that… She was super friendly.”




“Reverse psychology.”




“No, Tyler,” I sighed. I knew my trainer was trying his best to be helpful, like a good trainer should, and I didn’t blame him for not quite understanding what had transpired inside. Veronica had been positive, cheerful, and honest. She’d also shaken my confidence to its core. 




I hadn’t switched my event from bodybuilding to bikini (after some over-the-phone begging) because I expected to win. Tyler and I had discussed seriously and frequently the fact that, for a first-time competitor, I should hope for the best and just try my hardest. Everything else would be left up to fate - and the judges, who were both unknown and inscrutable. I never imagined myself going up on stage and falling apart, but I rarely allowed myself any fantasies of gold or even silver. 




Seeing Veronica, with her perfect body and ample bosoms, had been a wake-up call. No matter what I did to improve my physique, I’d always be competing with 10 or 20 other girls who could probably outclass me. The fact that she’d been so nice about it only underscored how out of my depth I was. I couldn’t match her enthusiasm and honesty because I didn’t feel the way she did about herself.




Expressing all of that to Tyler, a man, didn’t seem so easy. I gave him a sidelong look, wondering how to put my thoughts in order for a male mind. It seemed like so long ago that I thought with that kind of brain.




To my surprise, Tyler spoke before I could begin babbling.




“Hey, listen,” he said, in a low, soothing voice that worked as much to allay my nerves as his hand on my thigh. “Running into the competition before the event is always nerve-wracking. I totally get it. When I used to compete…” He lifted his chin sharply and briefly averted his eyes to the windshield. “Well, it happened to me too. The guys used to try to psych me out - but even when they didn’t, I still felt intimidated. They always seemed to have the best of what I didn’t.”




“Exactly! Like, when I Saw here, I thought, ‘God, I wish my ass looked like that.’”




Tyler laughed, shaking his head. I leaned over the console to slap him on his chest. “I mean it! Don’t laugh at me!”




“I’m sorry,” he said, wiping his eye. “It’s just… Well, first of all, I know exactly what you mean. Second, you are the last person who should be jealous of someone else’s glutes. Yours are damn near perfect.”




I lowered my head and pursed my lips, trying to hide my satisfied smile. Tyler had complimented my drive and technique many times before. Hearing him give credit to my physique felt… different.




“Second,” he continued, “I used to think the exact same thing. About myself, and the guys I competed with. It’s totally asinine. Really, really pointless.” Tyler poked me in the stomach. “How did that feel?”




“Bad,”I said, swiping down the front of my shirt. “Don’t do that. I have a tummy.”




“You do not have a tummy, and even if you did, so what? We’re at the mall, Terry. Everyone’s got a tummy.”




“But I -”




“Yeah yeah, you’re a big-time competitive weightlifter. C’mon. That’s exactly why you shouldn’t be worried. You’ve done everything you can to get yourself ready for the event. No matter what you do or where you look, or who you meet, you’re gonna compare yourself to others. And you’re always going to be way, way more critical of yourself than you are of them.” He turned to me with a knowing grin. “You think Veronica’s not sitting in her trainer’s car right now bitchin’ about how nice your ass looked?”




“Well, no,” I admitted with a blush. “I don’t think she’s doing exactly that. But I do see your point.”




Tyler leaned over the console to give me a hug. Things were a bit awkward with the parking brake between us, but I still managed to wrap my arms around him and push my chest up to his, laying my chin on his shoulder.




“Don’t get bent out of shape about this,” he said. “Working out is about gaining confidence in your own body. If you don’t have that, what kind of trainer am I?”




“The worst. The kind that makes out with your clients.”




Tyler’s body tensed in my arms. “Look, Terry, about that -”




I shut him up with a wet, firm kiss to his lips before he could even see me coming. I shut my eyes and stifled a laugh when he let out an ‘mmmph’ or surprise before opening his mouth like a good stud and sucking only lower lip the way I wanted. We broke away after a few seconds, aware that his windows didn’t have enough tint for us to get naughty in a mall parking lot. And even then, we weren’t some horny teenagers.




We could wait, though given the tightness in my yoga pants, I didn’t know how long.




“Take me home big boy,” I said, patting him on the leg. Tyler turned the key in the ignition and pulled out of the parking lot. “Do you remember where I live?”




“You’ll have to direct me,” He said.




“No problem. I’ll show you exactly where to go.”




Tyler tilted his head at me.




“Go for it. I’m all yours, Terry.”




I bit my lower lip, mustering the courage in myself to do exactly what I knew needed to be done.




Chapter 20

“I really appreciated that pep talk, Tyler. You’re always so good at telling me what I need to hear.”




We sat in the parking spot outside of my walk-up apartment, the sun setting behind us among the pine trees. Tyler turned and smiled at me, reaching over the center console to grip my hand. He really seemed to enjoy touching me - perhaps even as much as I enjoyed his touch.




“You’re gonna do great on competition day. Just keep up what you’re doing, okay? I’ll be here for you.”




I looked down at his hand in my lap. 




“Do you - Do you really mean that?”




“What?”




I pulled my head up and turned toward him.




“Tyler… I’m still nervous about all of this. You know I am.”




He nodded, once. “Yeah. I can tell.”




“Can you come up for a while?” I had no idea how to do this; I’d never tried it with anyone before, girl or guy.




Since Tyler and I had just made out for the first time an hour ago, and were now currently sitting mere feet from my apartment steps, even a dating newbie like me could tell I had the best opportunity in front of me. Missing this would be like having a girl ask you to walk her home and telling her you didn’t know the way back to her dorm - which, of course, I’d done.




I wasn’t going to miss this shot. If Tyler believed in me, I could too. And if he wanted to be in me…




“Sure,” he said, as easy and carefree as if he’d planned this all along. Had he? I really couldn’t tell. Despite all the time we’d spent together Tyler remained somehow inscrutable. I didn’t know anything about his past aside from a few vague hints. But he was hot, and nice, and knew how to make me shiver when we kissed.




Worth a date, obviously.




Probably good for a whole lot more.




We unbuckled at the same time and slid out of our seats. From there, Tyler took the lead. He crossed the front of his car with an easy stride, looping my arm through his and making me smile for the gentlemanly way he acted. I slapped my keycard against the door and leaned against him like a giddy schoolgirl, butterflies flapping around my heart at the realization that I’d actually brought a guy back to my apartment.




Okay, he wasn’t some cologne-drenched club stud or anything. I’d known Tyler for months know, saw him every day, and had a trainer/client relationship with the man.




None of which mattered one bit when he took me by my hips in the elevator and pressed his lips against mine.




“Tyler,” I chided, with the barest hint of protestation. “It’s only a few floors to my place.”




“Can I wait that long?” He teased.




“What if someone else gets on?”




He gripped me by my hips so hard that I gasped as he pulled me toward him, our bodies closer than ever before.




“Do I look like I give a fuck what anyone else thinks?”




Oh, god.




If I could get wet my panties would have been soaked. As it were, my cock began to stiffen quickly, protesting the thong and the yoga pants that kept my center of pleasure from the man I wanted to take me.




We stepped into my apartment moments later. No one got on the elevator with us, giving Tyler a perfect chance to explore my mouth and roam his hands over my body, but only briefly. His touch and kiss left me hungry for more, and as we stepped into the apartment I barely managed to play the good girl hostess.




“Did you want to have dinner?” I asked, maintaining my composure in his presence as best I could. “Um, I mostly eat clean… I guess you knew that though,” I said with a stupid laugh, the hand-written shopping list he gave me still pinned to my refrigerator. I had an urge to take it down, embarrassed at how much influence Tyler had discreetly placed on my life. Everything I ate was with his tacit approval. I spent my life revolving around him and his gym and his training. And now he was here with me, able to observe my entire lifestyle, to criticize or lecture me for anything I’d done that didn’t fit the healthy-girl lifestyle.




Instead he just came toward me, slowly, intertwining his fingers with mine.




“Or we could have a drink,” I said nervily, shivering under his tender touch. “I don’t have any alcohol, but…”




He kissed me on the side of my neck. I swallowed hard, trying not to groan like a cat in heat.




“Maybe something…. else…”




Tyler slide the neck of my shirt down, exposing the sweep of my shoulders. He planted surprisingly soft and wet kisses up along my trail all the way to my jaw, where he turned my head with his hand on my cheek and kissed me once on the lips.




“Can we go to your room?”




We stared into each other’s eyes for a long, sweet moment. Beyond the careless green of his irises and the fuck-hungry widening of his pupils, I saw what I’d always expected to see in Tyler: a manly confidence, an honest soul, and a bit of vulnerability he hid, like me, behind his fitness-based lifestyle.




“Let’s go,” I replied, surprisingly confident in myself despite not knowing what he would do with me. I could imagine it vaguely, but the actual act itself would be up to Tyler’s guidance.




I had no experience with this.




Yet I knew he was the man I wanted to take my virginity.




Chapter 21

He sat on the edge of the bed while I straddled his hips, letting his hands work up and down my body. To my horny frustration he knew damn well how to tease, stretching at the waistband of my yoga pants indiscriminately, sliding his hands underneath up and down my hips without ever quite broaching the region beyond my panytline. 




I’d been hard since we walked through the door, allured by his dominance and confidence, the way he seemed to already know what would happen. >Fro me this was a whirlwind of delight I’d never felt before. He tossed me onto the bed, lying on my back with my legs up in the air, ankles together, feet clenched, hands at my side, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths. Then he was there, kneeling before me, spreading my legs with a quick tug at my ankles. He laid himself down against me and lifted my shirt, slipping his hands under my bra wot place his warm calloused fingers against my nipples. The delightful warm, scratchy sensation made me moan - then yelp.




“Fuck!” I heaved. “That feels so good!”




I had to lean up to kiss him firmly on his lips, wondering what I could do for him that felt so good for me. The answer seemed simple enough. I just put my palm on his crotch and felt the barbell hidden in his pants.




“Oooh.”




I’d dimly wondered just how big Tyler was down there, in the past. He had a predilection for sweatpants which showed his bulge, and I still recalled the outline underneath his towel the first time w’ed met. Of course, seeing is believing, and he certainly could have been using some male trick to make himself seem bigger.




Zip.




Nope. Once the brass zipper descended, Tyler proved he had no vanity when it came to that muscle.




I laid on my stomach and gazed up at his rod, which looked all the larger from this angle. Even with my inexperience, I knew where it belonged. Parting my pink lips, I popped his manhood inside of me and let my tongue swirl around the red tip, feeling his spongy skin and the thin slit. When I take him out of my mouth to catch my breath, he tosses me onto my back as easily ias if I were a 5-pound pink dumbbell.







I follow his lead, pushing myself up onto all fours. He parts my cheeks, and a swoosh of air along a part of myself never previous exposed. A dumb, open-mouth smile crosses my face. 




What a feeling…




The feeling of being a girl.




It’s light and somewhat philosophical, the idea that having my cherry exposed makes me a passive bottom, which isn’t necessary to identify as female, of course.




But I don’t ruminate on all that too long, because his cock presses inside me and reminds me who I really am, right now.




His feminine fuck toy.




Even though it’s my first time I can feel the condom on his rod and the lube he’s slathered along it to ease our lust. Every inch of him probes me, stretching me, making me realize this is where I belong - that any kind of gym endorphins are nothing compared to the rush of delight at becoming his.




His hand slips between my thighs. No longer rough and cracked, his hand - smoothed by the lube and his own gentleness - teases me along to my climax. I clench my knees together, enhancing my tightness for him, driving his cock against my prostate to bring me to that sissygasm I’ve been needing for my entire fucking life.




And when I finally spill my seed… It’s like four workouts at once.




I’ve never been so sore.




I’ve never been so happy.




And when he pulls out to lay beside and wrap me in his arms…




I’ve never been so loved.




Chapter 22

Round two took me to the next level of pleasure. By the time he’d finished showing me the most important muscle I’d become a sweaty sissy wreck on my twisted bedsheets, prepared for a level of soreness the next morning that would put all my previous workouts to shame. I couldn’t even crawl off the bed long enough to join my new man in the shower, although I watched him through the half-open door as the water flowed down his body like a crisp waterfall, droplets bouncing off his abs and his chest and rushing along his happy trail.




I felt a twitch in my lower half against my bare mattress. His hotness overwhelmed my better senses; if I let him fuck me again, I’d be bed-bound for the next week. Which, all things considered, wasn’t that bad of a fate. I’m sure he’d stay in bed with me… which would only lead to more fucking.




Maybe I’ll just blow him, I thought to myself, as Tyler wrapped a crimson towel around his glorious cock and strode toward me like an emperor in his house robes. I managed to pull myself up to my knees and put on an eager face, showing him I could be the girl he wanted: the kind that was always down to fuck.




Surprise registered on my face when Tyler just hugged me instead, then laid down on the bed keeping me in his arms and against his chest. He kissed me down my neck and on my cheek, wrapping me in the thin white blanket when I began to shiver. I rubbed my slim shaved legs together and clenched my toes when he let out a low, soft groan directly in my ear - perhaps a promise of what was to come later.




For now, however, he simply held me, kissed me lovingly, and laid with me. There was no pushing at the back of my head to get my mouth around his cock or a graceless toss of my weakened body onto all fours. Just calmness, quiet, and affection.




I could get used to this.




“You’re amazing,” I murmured, stretching an arm out from my blanket to run my fingers across the stubble on his jaw. I let my hand drift down his neck and across his clavicle when I noticed something I’d never seen before on his chest. A raised scar about 3 inches long, white with age, sat just above his left nipple. I touched the memory without thinking. Tyler’s face immediately lowered.




“What’s this?” I asked, gingerly running my fingertips along his skin.




“A reminder.”




I had to roll my eyes at the tough-guy response, even though it did sound kind of hot. “Come on. You can tell me.” I took my fingers off of his ‘reminder’ and kissed him softly on the jawline. “If you don’t want to talk about it you don’t have to. But I promise I won’t judge.”




Tyler stuck on his chest, the scar stretching and disappearing under the strain of his skin. “I wanted to tell you. After the competition, though.”




“Why after?”




His broad, thick fingers spread through my lengthened hair, a scalp massage that made me quiver with want. 




“I just don’t want to distract you,” he said, as ironic a statement as I’d ever heard from a man with his hands all over me. I realized after a second or two of thought that he meant ‘distract me from the competition,’ not the story he was about to tell.




“I’ll be fine,” I purred. “I’m ready.”




Tyler’s hands slipped through my locks and came to rest on my shoulders.




“I started lifting in college,” he began. “Guess I got kind of addicted. Lift big, drink big, party hard.”




“Big man on campus,” I said, nestling myself against him. “You must have been quite the stud in college.”




“I’m not anymore?” He remarked wryly.




I puffed out my cheeks. “Tyler!”




“I know, I know. Actually, I was a total douchebag. Back then I figured just because I could beat anyone in arm wrestling that I could do anything I wanted outside of class too. Any frat house should let me in to come party with them. Any girl would fall in love with me with a single wink. It got so bad that I basically just charmed my way out of tests with my professors, male or female.”




“How horrible,” I said sarcastically. I’d never done any of that stuff in college. It sounded divine.




“No, really,” Tyler insisted, squeezing me by my arms. “It was. I got so self-involved and wrapped up in myself that I completely forgot who I was.” I felt his body slump against mine. “I cut anyone who didn’t think I was a demigod out of my life. I worked out constantly, bodybuilding, powerlifting, Strongman competitions - whatever I could do to win. That’s all I cared about.




“But there’s more to life than that.”




I thought about Tyler’s words while we held hands and stared out across my bedroom, lost in our own separate though related thoughts. What we wanted from life, what we expected. What was truly important.




This, I realized, basking in the quiet hum of passing traffic outside and the warmth of Tyler’s slow breath. This is what matters.




“I guess you can figure out the rest,” Tyler murmured. “Hurt myself lifting one day. Tried hitting what was basically a world record on bench press. Yeah. That sobered me up pretty quick. Stitches, ambulance, surgery. Stuck in a hospital for a week. No one came to visit. Why would they?” He laughed bitterly. “I told everyone not to bother me unless they wanted to lift. I couldn’t lift my arm above my chest; guess I got what I wanted.”




“Tyler…”




“I know, I know. It’s just a rough memory. I’d like to say it feels like it happened to someone else - but I know that’s me. A different version of me.”




“It’s not who you are anymore. That’s what matters.” I turned myself over in his arms, kneeling between his legs. “You’ve changed, Tyler. Maybe your muscles aren’t as big as they were back then, but the one muscle that counts is the biggest I know.”




“My cock?”




I paused. “Okay, two muscles.” I laid my palm against his chest, feeling his beat quicken as I did. “Your heart!”




“Awww.” Tyler took my hand to his lips and kissed the back of my hand. “Thanks, sweetheart.”




“Sweetheart! No one’s ever called me that before.”




“Well,” he said, sliding his hands up my hips, hooking his thumbs underneath the waistband of my panties, “maybe I can find a few new things to call you.”




“Like?” I giggled, as he laid me down on my back, lifting my legs up into the air and placing my ankles on his shoulders.




“Let’s see what I come up with,” he groaned, stroking his perfect thick rod while he gazed down upon my naked, willing body.




I felt something grow inside me as well. Not just my girl cock in my panties… but something deeper as well.




Hopefully not as deep as him inside me, of course.




But something I never thought I’d find:




Love.




Chapter 23

Competition day came a lot quicker than I expected. After hooking up the first night Tyler and I quickly moved into a routine: work, workouts, sex, repeat. I kept to my clean-eating diet but splurged occasionally on a fancy (girly) cocktail at an upscale bar, with Tyler, and once even went out to a pizza buffet with coworkers on a Thursday night. I kept track of my eating and calories and, to my surprise, did okay. Living my life a little didn’t ruin me - in fact, it helped me see my way through the nerves building as the weigh-in approached.




The weigh-in, three days before competition, took place at Herma Gym, in a corner of the gym where everyone else worked out. I said hi to Cynthia briefly as she spotted a client at the rowing machine. She gave me a big hug and wished me the best. Then I stepped up onto the scale and they recorded my weight - which I’ve redacted here, thank you very much!




The next few days were low-intensity workouts combined with a maintenance diet. If that sounds kind of technical, just know that by the time I showed up to the competition hall - dressed in a conservative pink-and-white tracksuit, provided by the competition’s sponsors - I felt a bit dazed. Loopy from the lights in the massive convention hall, wowed by the huge variety of competitors and weightlifters roaming the grounds, and dazed from my recent strict diet, I stood agog in the foyer alone, my pink duffle bag slung over one shoulder, swaying slightly in the bustle.




Then Tyler found me standing alone. He came straight toward me with his trademark smile and took me by the hand.




Suddenly, everything was okay.




“You ready?” He asked.




“Born ready,” I replied, getting up on tip-toes to kiss him on the cheek. He had a compression t-shirt on with the word “TRAINER” written in bold white letters across the front, along with a pair of blue jeans. The pants were fairly casual yet showed to all involved that he was not a competitor.




I was.




And I had to show my stuff.




I made my way to the preparation lounge, a large storage room that had been converted with temporary partition walls into a changing room. Outside of the stalls were a few couches where a few girls sat and mingled. These gals were competing in bodybuilding and dressed in knee-length shorts and broad-strapped tank tops, chatting amiably but with serious expressions. I smiled at them as I passed, knowing they weren’t my competition.




Stall 3 remained open, and so I stepped inside and clicked the lock shut. Once safely ensconced in my surroundings I dropped my duffle bag onto the bench and pulled open the zipper. Along with a shaker bottle and a few other amenities, my once-worn thong bikini sat laundered and ready for show.




Even if I wasn’t.




I took in a deep breath as the sound of girls laughing echoed around me, holding the bikini bottom between my outstretched fingers. Wearing this for Tyler back at the department store had been one thing, an incredible experience I’d never forget, the first moment we hastily and naughtily kissed. I was too nervous to be turned on by the memory; the bikini wasn’t an item of lust here, but rather one of fashion and fitness. The skimpiness wasn’t meant to entice - although it could. The main reason to wear this was to show what I’d accomplished through hard work and effort over the past few months.




I shut my eyes, imaging not my body in the bikini, or Tyler, or even the work I’d put in. Instead, I just thought about how happy I was to be here. How far I’d come, win or lose. I’d committed myself to something, found myself in the process, and done the necessary preparations to belong.




By the time I opened my eyes my track pants and white panties laid crumpled on the ground, while my bikini bottom nestled comfortably around my hips and against my cock.




Perfection.




I pulled my top off and tied the bikini top quickly around my torso just as a booming voice from outside announced: “FEATHERWEIGHT MIXED BIKINI COMPETITORS! BACKSTAGE, 5 MINUTES!”




I quickly tossed my heels onto the ground, then sat on the bench to stick my feet inside and stand up, rushing outside so rapidly that I accidentally bumped into the raven-haired girl in front of me.




“Sorry,” I said, as she briefly jostled forward and back. She turned sharply around. Then her eyes widened.




“Terry!”




“Oh! Veronica!”




We exchanged a long chest-to-chest hug, her firm breasts pressed against my padded bikini. Veronica tossed her head to the side, her long flowing hair drifting around her shoulders.




“Are you as nervous as I am?”




“Um, YES.”




Veronica let loose a laugh. “Let’s just have fun, okay?” She said, turning back around, though her eyes lingered. I don’t think she was sizing me up or trying to psyche me out; even if she were, I wouldn’t have cared. Everything that happened from here on out was out of my control. I’d done everything possible to achieve success.




We marched out in a line, about 12 of us, all in bikinis and around the same weight and height. The hallway outside led directly to the backstage, which looked for all intents and purposes like the backstage of a theater. Lots of space, a few odd items here and there, and dim lighting to not upstage the, well, stage behind a thick black curtain.




The woman who led us out stood before us all lined up like a drill sergeant. She had the look and bearing of a military officer, with her hair in a high tight ponytail and her “STAFF” track jacket worn like a general’s coat.




“Alright everyone, listen up!” I felt the urge to click my heels in attention. “Last names A through G, you’re group 1! When I call you, you all head out single-file to the stage, then move through your posing routines. You’ll have two minutes to show your stuff!”




Someone chuckled at the flourish she put on the words, her tone so different from the previous information. I smiled, feeling my heart flutter. From beyond the curtain could already hear the audience cheering and wooing at the bodybuilders currently competing out on stage.




“After A through G, then H through N, then O to Z. Three groups!”




“Three groups,” I confirmed.




The staff woman nodded at me. “Good luck.” Then she turned quickly on her running shoes and headed back down the hall.




The other competitors and I milled about in small groups and figured out what our last names were. Veronica’s full name was apparently Veronica Bella, about as great of a name as I could believe. My last name was Caruthers - not quite as sexy, but it meant we were in the same group. Two other girls with builds similar to mine joined us.




We’re going out first, I realized, just as the applause for the previous competitors reached its apex.




“Let’s hear another round of applause for our competitors!” Declared the emcee from out on stage. Another series of whoops and claps sounded. Then five of the most buff women I’d seen in my life came sauntering out from the stage, still puffed up from their posing, muscles flexed.




“Good luck out there,” said one woman, offering me a high-five with a hand that could crush cantaloupes.




“Thanks,” I squeaked back, shuffling in tiny steps back into line with my co-competitors. I stood behind the two new women, Veronica behind me.




“Alright gals,” said an attendant, smiling broadly as she lifted the curtain. “Show ‘em what you got.”




Game time had arrived.







Chapter 24

We strode out onto stage like super heroines from a anime show - a vaguely pornographic one, given what we were wearing. If not for Veronica’s confidence I may have melted into a pool of toned muscle and oiled skin right there on the narrow path from backstage to stage proper. Her shimmying shoulders and cat-walk pose kept us going, as the audience began to murmur restlessly and the emcee returned to his duties.




“Alright folks, next up - featherweight bikini competition!” Someone let out a decisively male ‘wooo,’ which accompanied a smattering of applause. My heart thundered between my bra cups, peeking out between the brief rays of daylight between the curtains.




“Let’s give em a round of applause folks!”




The audience did just that, dozens of hands clapping to their own individuals beats. Veronica gave me a brief but fierce look, inspiring confidence before she dipped out onto the stage. I had nowhere else to go. Wimping out wasn’t an option; If I turned around to leave, I’d crash right into the breast implants of the girl behind me.




So I went forward.




Bright lights shone down upon me, the hardwood stage underneath my heels. I couldn’t see far beyond the first two rows, but I did notice Veronica standing nearer the other end of stage, looking poised and confident in her own purple bikini. She’d done this before and I followed her lead, taking my place beside her. She stood with her hands on her shapely hips and her face with a grin. I did my best to emulate that posture, though my hands were a good three inches above my hips, and my grin looked more like a goofy smile.




Oh, God, what am I doing… I don’t belong here!




Sure enough, across the front row were the real pros. Sponsors from NutriBlast and people with bulging muscles in sponsored tank tops stood alongside a few guys in suits and ties who were probably making money off this somehow. Serious people - not the kind of folks who walked into a gym one day looking to lose a few pounds and ended up finding a new gender identity instead.




These were the kinds of people in the front row.




Them, and Tyler.




I literally did a double take when I noticed him sitting there, as easy and comfortable as he was in his own gym, one ankle on top of his knee, leaning back, proud and poised on his coach’s shirt. He gave me a wave just to make sure I noticed, and when I smiled at him - a smile I reserved only for him - he lifted his arm to the side and flexed his bicep.




I held back my laugh, knowing everyone was watching me.




Which, of course, was exactly what I wanted. With that brief response, Tyler reminded me of why I’d come here in the first place, why I’d signed up at all. I’d spent hours working on making myself competition-ready. I’d found the best trainer to help me out - in every way possible. I’d made mistakes and fallen toward narcissism, sure.




But a little self-love never hurts.




The two other women stepped up beside me. The audience let loose their full applause as Veronica hit her first pose, flexing her arm muscles while keeping her hands on her hips and sticking her chest forward, stomach flat, shoulders back. I knew this pose. Tyler and I had practiced at his gym dozens of times. With nothing to fear I hit my mark and lifted my chin, looking down at the audience and expecting approval that I got in spades. The people in the front-center row scribbled notes on pads while the rest of the audience cheered us on, clapping with visceral enthusiasm when I turned to the right and gave them a nice view of my ass.




Glutes. We call them ‘glutes’ in the lifting world.




Anyway, my ass looked great. I flexed each cheek one after another, letting them bounce in a way that felt, well, cheeky. After a little bit of play I hit my next pose, keeping my upper body straight while my thighs and glutes remained taut. From there I turned all the way around and showed off my back, lifting my arms to the side and bringing my lats together to show my pull-up built upper body strength.




I knew full well that most guys and many girls in the audience were still just gawking at my butt. I didn’t mind. I’d done a lot to build that rear, and if they preferred it to the dimples on my back, that was no problem with me. I’d come here to show off, and now that I’d actually made it, I couldn’t have been happier. 




I may not have known whether I’d win or not, but I did know one thing for sure -




Tyler was getting some tonight.




Win or lose, he’d go home with a champion.




Chapter 25

The other girls followed my poses; by the end of the routine we were pretty much in sync, which made waving goodbye to the audience all the easier. We practically danced off stage with everyone clapping, even the host, who stood in a corner of the stage not to upstage us before stepping out to the middle to bring our routine to an end.




“Mixed Featherweight! Let’s give them another hand!”




We basked in the final applause from behind the curtain. Veronica stood closest to the screen, peeking out unseen at the audience, bright eyes glistening. The next group of competitors - the next weight-class up from us - stepped in behind us, following the woman with the high ponytail.




“Guess we’d better get going,” murmured the red-head who’d been on stage with me.




“Yeah,” I sighed, feeling somewhat wistful. I’d gotten a taste of competition and wanted more. “You did great, by the way!”




“Oh my god, I thought I was going to pee my pants!” The blonde began to laugh. “Really!” The redhead continued. “I wish I had your confidence!”




“Who? Mine?” I actually laid my forefinger on my chest. “Are you serious? I totally thought I was going to faint!”




“BOTH of you are better than me… Ohmigod, I barely even remember what just happened!” Veronica slapped both hands against her cheeks, pressing them slowly down along her face. “Ohhhh, I hope I didn’t do anything embarrassing out there…”




“You did great,” I vowed. “We all did.”




The girls and I each exchanged a hug, carefully not to get up to close and ruin each others make-up or spread our own sweat on each other’s bodies. With the backstage area filling up and Ms. Ponytail missing we found our own way back the way we came. As much as I wanted to spend more time with my new colleagues, I found myself utterly exhausted. The bright flood lights above the stage, the cheer and roar of the crowd, the scrupulous observation from the judges, the non-workout workout of pose, turn, pose, turn…




How long had I been out there anyway? It felt like minutes. It felt like hours. It felt like a dream.




It felt amazing.




I’d made my debut to a crowd in a bikini and heels. Me! A real girl!




A real girl who still hadn’t quite mastered heels. I stepped to the side to avoid knocking into a spectator on his way to grab an autograph and ended up side-stumbling into a grey wall. My shoulder ached until someone grabbed me gently and pulled me back to my feet.




“You okay?”




Tyler looked down at me, concern across his brow. I smiled up at him - the last muscles I could muster.




“Amazing,” I replied.




He pulled me against his body. He knew how oily and sweaty I’d become, but he didn’t seem to mind.




“Let’s get you out of those clothes, pretty girl,” He said, slinging his powerful arm around my hip to guide me along to the dressing room. “The medal ceremony’s up soon.”




“Do you think I won?”




He kissed me on the temple.




From there, we needed no words.




Medal or no medal, I knew I’d won the day for myself - and for my boyfriend.




Chapter 26

I made runner-up - 4th out of 12 competitors. Not bad for my first time out. No medal, but at that point, I didn’t care in the least.




I’d been given the chance to come back out on stage and take the low post on the dais. Veronica came second while two other girls in different weight classes took first and third. We all hugged up on stage and congratulated each other for the victory. None of it felt bitter or divisive or mean, even though perhaps it wasn’t completely fair to be judged alongside someone from a different category. At the same time, I wouldn’t have felt better placing fourth out of four, or even first out of four. The mixed division of our competition still had a smaller amount of competitors compared to the more long-standing male and female divisions. 




The four of us stepped off stage as a group, heading down the steps after the pictures and celebrations had concluded. A man in a suit stood at the side, near the stage, observing us oddly. He didn’t seem to be looking at any of us in a creepy or lecherous way, but he clearly wasn’t a simple fan.




Veronica reached over and squeezed my shoulder. I turned to her and smiled, happy that my new friend had done so well.




“Did you see what we got in the goodie bag?!” She almost screamed it, brimming with excitement. Her and I changed back into our earlier outfits, pink tracksuits with running shoes. “Look! There’s energy bars, a tank-top, a lanyard…”




“Excuse me, Miss?” 




The man in the suit was no lifter. He looked rather healthy overall, but he breathed a bit heavily, having rushed to catch up with us.




“I saw you in your competition. You did great up there. Ah, Marcus Atwood, by the way.”




“Veronica Chavez. Thanks for that,” she said, tamping down the giddiness to shake hands politely. Veronica, with her salesgirl experience, turned on the conservative charm to talk with this newcomer, who removed a business card from his inner jacket pocket and handed it to her.




“I’m with NutriBlast Supplements. Perhaps you’ve heard of us?”




“Mmm, I can’t say that I have,” Veronica admitted. “And I work at a fitness department store, so…”




The man seemed to sweat a bit harder. “Well, ah, we’re -”




“I’ve heard of you,” I interrupted. “You guys sent a few samples to my gym.”




“Oh! You work at a gym? Or are you the owner?” Marcus inquired.




“Well, I…” I looked over across the mostly-empty chairs to where Tyler was currently speaking with another vendor at a stall. While he did his best to keep his finances and business private, I knew he wasn’t exactly swimming in cash. He did well enough, of course, and kept the gym itself in tip-top shape, but the way he spoke animatedly with the vendor told me all I needed to know. As a gym owner, Tyler needed to drum up new business - not just new subscribers, but other opportunities as well.




I could help him with that. Or at least I could do my best, just like I’d done on stage.




“I represent the gym in some of its business interests. I’d be happy to hear you out, if you have a proposition.”




“I do!” Marcus said animatedly. “We’ve actually been looking for new athletes to sponsor, you see. We’ve identified a key niche in the transgender fitness community, which has been under-served thus far.”




“Under-served?” Veronica snorted. “Try ‘ignored.’ Good luck finding a unisex bathroom anywhere, for one thing. Or clothes meant for a trans woman’s body.”




“Tell me about it,”I sighed. “Oh, my gym has a unisex bathroom though. Just FYI.”




“Really?” Veronica raised an eyebrow at me. Whatever came of this discussion with Marcus, at least I’d gained Tyler one new member.




“I’m afraid I can’t help with clothing or with architecture,” Marcus said smoothly, “but if you two are looking for a sponsor in your future endeavors - and especially you, Miss…”




“Terry. Terry Caruthers.”




“Ms. Caruthers,” he continued, “I can provide some of our products at a deep discount, provided you’re willing to accept a sponsorship and sell them at your gym.”




“We’d need to look at the financials, of course,” I said, having absolutely zero clue how any of this would work, but knowing at least that Tyler would want to hear about it. “I’ll just need to talk it over with my boyfriend.”




Marcus and Veronica blinked at me.




“He’s the gym owner,” I explained.




“Ohhhhh,” they said in unison. 




“Well, anyway,” Marcus continued, pulling out another card for me, “Give us a call as soon as you can. Great meeting you both!”




“You too!” Veronica replied with a wave goodbye. “Uh, Terry? Can I hear a bit more about this gym?”




“Sure.” I typed the address into her phone and told her to come by whenever she wanted. We agreed to approach this sponsorship thing as a duo, figuring we could get the best possible offer that way. When I left I found Tyler speaking with another vendor, delivering his well-practiced spiel by my side until he got a weak ‘maybe’ from the stall owner. Disappointed, but smiling nonetheless, Tyler turned toward me and took me by the hand.




“We can go whenever you’re ready,” he said. “Just chatting business.”




“Sure. I actually might have something.”




“Really?” He asked.




I nodded, explaining the sponsorship and Marcus on our way to the car. I slung my bag into the backseat, along with the goodie bag.




“Sounds interesting,” he said, switching on the ignition. “I’d love to talk about it more, but there’s something I’ve been meaning to discuss.”




“What?” I asked, slamming my passenger door shut. I sat with my knees together, hands in my lap. Tyler stared out at the convention center through the windshield.




“I wanted to save it until now, so it wouldn’t distract you from competition… But I guess maybe we should have talked about this sooner.”




“Tyler,” I said, trying not to let my voice break. “Please just tell me. Don’t drag this out.”




I braced for the worst. He turned his head toward me slowly.




“Being with you has been amazing, Terry. You’re by far the hottest chick I’ve ever been with. But…”




I let out a soft whimper. Tyler looked at me strangely, then took in a breath before continuing.




“But I can’t just hook up with someone casually like we’ve been doing. I’m not sure what exactly you’ve been wanting, since we’ve been so focused on the competition, but I can’t keep this up without a firmer commitment. I’m sorry if that’s not what you want but for me I -”




Oh.




My.




God.




I had to shut him up. I practically leapt out of my seat and over the center console to squeeze into his lap and kiss him hard on his perfect dumb lips.




This fucking boy.




My silly boyfriend.




He got the hint quickly and wrapped his arms around my back, making out with me like a teenage football star who just claimed the cheerleader.




I broke off just long enough to confirm for him what he needed, lowering my chin and giving him my most seductive look. He stared back at me like a hungry wolf, ready to pounce at the word.




“Of course I’ll be your girlfriend, Tyler.” I acted on my compulsion to kiss him lightly on the cheek. “If that’s what you want.”




“It is,” he growled back, running his fingers through the back of my hair.




“It’s what I want too,” I said softly against his left ear. “All I want,” I continued, slipping my hand between his legs, “Is to…”




“WOOOO!” Two weightlifting fans pumped their fists in the air as they passed our car. I hopped out of Tyler’s lap and sat back in my seat, as chaste and immobile as a praying nun.




“Um… Is to go home?” I piped, wearing a crimson red blush.




Tyler looked at me for a moment, then shook his head and laughed. 




“Alright. We should probably get you back to my apartment.”




“Totally, I need a shower. I bet I stink, huh?”




Tyler leaned over as he started the car. I thought he might smell me, but he just kissed me on the cheek instead.




“Nah. My girl never stinks. She wins.”




We pulled out and onto the road, heading toward home, heading toward the future.




Tyler.




And his girl.




Epilogue

Always Be Yourself -




AND LET NUTRIBLAST HELP!




I stared at the floor-to-ceiling poster outside of Tyler’s new gym. The large windows helped with curb appeal, showing off everyone active inside and inspiring those walking around on the sidewalk to come in and join. Tyler and I had agreed with Marcus to fill one window up with a poster.




At the time, agreeing to be the advertisement’s model didn’t seem like such a big deal. Seeing myself blown-up at 8 feet tall, wearing nothing but a sports bra, booty shorts, and sneakers, and holding a shaker bottle with a NutriBlast logo on the front, made me feel less like a former bodybuilding competitor and more like a celebrity. Our centrally-located gym would mean everyone would see me on the poster. Thousands of people a day.




Good thing we lived in the countryside now. I don’t know if I could handle that level of fame. It seemed like something for a different me. A younger me.




A single, childless me.




Not the married mother I was now.




“Come on Terra,” I said to my baby in the backseat. She giggled and cooed at me as I rounded to the back and unbuckled her from the child’s seat, then carried her inside, holding my baby against my chest while I strode in, following two of our other guests. I looked quite a bit different from that sporty-duo, wearing a blue-and-white rose printed dress with red heels, my hair recently curled at the salon. I’d taken what Tyler and I called a ‘Mom day’ - something to unwind from the stress of raising a child by day and taking business accounting courses at night. 




“Hi there, welcome to Incluso Fitness!” Diana, our afternoon front desk girl, smiled at me for a moment before her eyes widened. “Oh, Mrs. Paulson! I didn’t know you were coming in today!”




“Hey Diana,” I said. Her eyes quickly went to Terra, who gawked at the various cardio equipment on the floor above us. To her, an elliptical must have looked like a bizarre dinosaur. Diana’s eyes focused completely on my baby. I had a few questions about new sign-ups and wanted to hear if any of our guests had any comments or complaints. Diana would have this info, but it could wait. Terra just had that effect on people.




“Did you want to hold her for a while?” I asked.




“Can I?!” Diana reached for my baby the way Terra reached for mushy peas. I handed her over, feeling that motherly stab of regret at ever having to let go of my sweet little angel. Then again, the noise and sweat upstairs would probably upset her. She could wait down here for a few minutes, and Diana had babysat with us before.




I made my way up the metal staircase to the cardio floor, passing by the elliptical room, where Veronica ran a class with her trademark pep and enthusiasm. Last time I dropped by we had about 15 in the class. I stood by the glass and counted 21 this time. Not that I was surprised, but we were growing.




Veronica adjusted her headset mic, pumping up her sweat-drenched students with a hearty fist pump and half-dancing on her seat while her iron thighs pumped the pedals. She looked up briefly and saw me, giving me a thumbs up before returning to her serious-face and addressing the class.




“You’ve got this!” She shouted. “Keep it going!”




I watched a moment longer before making my way up to the next staircase, feeling just a bit of the strain in my thighs as I did. Things had changed a lot since my first competition. I’d done a few more, placing as high as second, before our gym expansion and my engagement to Tyler took precedence in my life. Don’t get me wrong - I could still get it. I made time for workouts at home, usually with a workout tape while Terra napped in her room. No, I wasn’t the six-pack starlet on the poster out front. That picture had been taken about a year ago, right around the time Tyler and I had begun our grueling adoption process for Terra. Since then life and work and motherhood had taken precedence, and I didn’t mind. My foray into the world of bodybuilding had been life-changing, but it was not the only thing or the most important.




Tyler and Terra were my world, and I focused on them, as a wife and mother.




I passed through the weightlifting area, nodding at those I noticed and briefly chatting with some newcomers, asking if there was anything I could do for them. As usual, they gushed about the inclusivity of the gym, which - not to brag or anything - was our main appeal. We spent a fortune making sure we had inclusive locker-rooms with enough privacy for anyone who wanted it. Unisex bathrooms cost a bit more than just having two stalls, but it was well-worth the price, and our reviews online showed how much caring about your customers mattered. Even simple things, like having longer towels than the small ones most gyms gave, made a lot of difference to making our guests feel comfortable. 




After all the money we invested - much of it coming from our sponsorship deals, with Veronica investing money as well - we were finally in the black and looking forward to an even brighter future.




Tyler’s office sat behind a broad, heavy wooden door. When meeting investors, we found it best to let them see the entire gym before leading them into a more professional area. Full carpeting on the floor, a view overlooking the city, and a mahogany desk with a few of my medals and Tyler’s trophies to remind any visitor we were as dedicated to personal fitness as we were to the business end.




Oh, and my man, dressed hot as hell in his grey suit and power red tie, sitting behind his desk in his office chair.




He looked up at me as I entered and smiled, the same way he’s been smiling at me for the past two years.




“Hey gorgeous,” he cooed, stepping up and rounding the desk to hug me. Ever since we adopted Terra his touch had become different, a bit more ginger and lingering, like he could feel the motherhood on me the same way I saw him as the perfect father.




“Hey daddy,” I said in a teasing voice. “Terra’s downstairs. I had Diana watch her for a little while.”




“That woman,” he chuckled with a shake of his head. “I swear, I can barely get in in the mornings without her begging me for baby pics.”




“Well duh,” I protested, sitting on the edge of his neatened desk with my legs crossed. 

“We have the cutest kid in the world! Who wouldn’t go gaga over her baby pics?”




“Especially when you’re in them with her,” he teases]d, hands on my shoulders to kiss me on the cheek. I felt myself shiver in delight and let the blush touch my cheeks. I’d never get tired of what he did to me - inside and out.




 A stack of papers from NutriBlast regarding our upcoming promotional campaign sat beside my hips. I glanced down and scanned over the inventory & supply sheet, my eyes attuned to the technical numbers and data by now.




“Things are going pretty well,” I noted. “You negotiated a better rate than last time.”




“I had to be tough, but firm,” he said, squeezing my shoulders. I turned my head toward him and smiled.




“I hope you weren’t too hard.”




“Oh?”




“I know how rough you can get.”




“Is that right?” My man might have been all-business now, but he found time for the gym. Workouts never stopped being important - to me, or to him. We might have had to find our fitness sessions in around the margins of life, but he was just as sexy to me then as he was the day I met him. He flexed his pecs and gave me a none-too-subtle bicep flex as he came around to stand in front of me. I shut my eyes and leaned forward, laying my cheek against his white Oxford shirt beneath his open jacket. He placed his hand on the back of my head as I ran mine along his stomach, feeling his abs taut with the tension of a long day of work.




I came here to help relieve him. Talk about the business, make sure the customers were happy, and yes, let Diana babysit while mom and dad had some personal time.




Personal time I’d been needing for far, far too long.




I didn’t have to tell him. He knew my body, from my rounded B-cup tits to my sensitive nape to the bulge beneath my dress and panties. He picked me up off the desk so easily, arms wrapped around my hips, and spun like a dancer toward the bare side wall. Between the window, blinds pulled, and the framed photo of me, Tyler, Marcus and Veronica on opening day, he pinned me up against the wall like a flirty poster. I wrapped my legs around his waist and let my heels fall to the ground, clenching my toes in my nylons, moaning like a woman who came to her husband’s office for a quickie.




Which, of course, I was.




I was also a mother, a business owner, a former bodybuilder, and transgender on top of it all. But beyond all that…




I really just needed to get fucked.




“I love you,” he murmured against my ear. I felt the throb down there, his massive wood pushing against my tiny clit, and dug my nails into his back as if I could pierce the fabric of his jacket. I managed to grind out the words - “I love you, too” - before my desire turned all thought into a horny, desperate gasp.




He turned half-around to pull the bottle of lube from his desk, pushing his nail underneath the plastic wrap before uncapping it. He laid me down on his desk, papers flying all over the place, and let me writhe in desire for a moment on my back as he lubed up his glorious dick.




Tyler took my ankles and tossed them over his shoulders, where they belong. He tore my nylons apart, jerked down my panties, and groaned as he pocketed them. I bit my lower lip at the possessive, lust-driven act. Maybe if I begged him for them later, he’d let me blow him to get them back.




I felt his hands part my cheeks, exposing my cherry and the special jewel-hilted buttplug I wore for him. He plucked it out without preamble; I gasped in delight and lifted my lower back off the desk to give myself over fully to him.




Then he took me. His cock, completely lubed and thickly ready, drove inch by inch into me for the first time in days. I gripped the sides of the desk and focused on the thrill of his cock. Outside the heavy locked door our clients were hard into their routines, while in here, Tyler and I focused on the only workout that matters.




Yes, sex wasn’t allowed at our gym. We’ve always been strict about that. But we’re also the owners. We got to bend the rules.




Tyler lowered himself over my front side, kissing me while he plays with my tits, tongue pressing against mine and breath falling heavy over my flushed skin. It also put his cock at the perfect angle inside of me, pressing against my prostate and driving my unsheathed, throbbing clit closer and closer to the edge.




And he knew it.




He fucking knew it.




That’s why I loved him - and why I always will.




I married him, after all.




I ran my fingers through his hair and sweat passionately against his body, feeling his desire and his cock in equal measure, the life we’ve built together surrounding us, everything we have, everything we’ve made, everything we’ve become, expressed in this one simple act of connection. His driving lust and hungry kisses made me come without any outside stimulation. I spilt my load and stained my dress, thanking foresight that I brought workout clothes in my purse to change into. If anyone asked, I’d just say I wanted to get in a quick workout - which was true, in a way.




He spilled his seed inside of me, filling me up and letting me drip for a moment before pulling out. He grabbed me and flopped down onto his chair, pulling me into his lap and continuing his barrage of kisses along my neck, hungry and needful, silently promising there’d be more when we got back to the big master bedroom in our ranch-style home.




“Fuck… I don’t know how you drive me so wild.”




My laugh turned into a groan when he took a handful of my left boob. I had to hold his hand in place to keep him from continuing long enough for me to respond:




“Isn’t it obvious?” I asked, batting my lovely eyes. “I’m a champion, sweetie. This is what I’m good at.”




He stared at me a moment, then let out a loose belly laugh.




“You sure are, baby,” he said, planting one final kiss on my lips. “My girl. My champ.”




His girl.




His wife.




The mother of his child.




And one sexy gym bunny.




THE END!




Author's Note

Hey there! Thanks so much for reading Gym Bunny. I hope it brought as much joy to you to read as it did for me to write. That goes for all my books, really, which you can find on my Amazon author’s page:
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If you enjoy my work, please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews are my favorite form of feedback and let other readers know what you thought of the book. I really love getting reviews!




Also, if you’d like to stay in touch with my latest releases, and receive two exclusive feminization stories absolutely free, sign up for my mailing list. I only send out one or two emails per month, and typically offer a free edition of a previous work with every new release.




To sign up, just follow the link below.




http://eepurl.com/cm5qhb







If you’d like to get in touch with me, you can reach me at my email address, sallylaces@gmail.com. I try to respond to every email!




I’ve included a preview of my previous Bunny novella, Snow Bunny. It’s about a young man who gets snowed in at a mountain chalet with a hunky stud and a closet full of women’s clothes. I’m writing this in the early heat of summer - a trip to a snow-covered mountain sounds like fun right now!




Thanks again for reading. I’ll be back soon with more feminization & transgender stories.




Much Love,




Sally L.




Snow Bunny

The road they’d come up had been coated in a thick blanket of white. Looking over the balcony as the frosty air stung his button nose and the glare of the sun ached his cerulean blue eyes, Erik searched for any sign of the paved single-lane highway he’d driven up just the day prior. He came up short; no signs of civilization presented themselves as far as he could see, a good two or three miles at his best estimate down a white expanse surrounded on either side by snow-painted pine trees.




The private road hadn’t seemed that long when he drove up it the day prior. Perhaps his mind had been elsewhere. Nerves and anxiety often rankled the college freshman, who’d somehow been roomed with one of the more affable men at school. While Dan, his roommate, wasn’t part of the University football team, his notable success in high school and his love of intramurals made him a popular figure on campus and in the dorms, a secondhand notoriety Erik hadn’t quite managed to parlay into getting laid yet. In exchange for letting Erik accompany him to parties, the shy freshman lad never complained to Dan about being sexiled from their shared dorm room, an event that happened at least twice a week.




Maybe that’s why Dan invited me here, Erik thought to himself, placing his hands on the wooden balcony, staring blankly across the white expanse. They’d had the normal roommate issues. Dan would often groan loudly when Erik stayed up for all-night coding binges while Erik would stew in silence when Dan would return drunk to their room on a weeknight. Neither of these issues stopped them from being polite with each other, and a shared affection for Super Destruction Siblings kept them from being at each other’s throats. When you can bash your roommate's electronic avatar into oblivion your anger tends to dissipate pretty quickly.




Before Christmas break, Dan had casually inquired what Erik’s plans were with his family. The athlete, tossing boxers and t-shirts into his carry-on, didn’t notice that Erik was deep in concentration in his textbooks, a focus that was broken immediately by the question.




I don’t have any plans, Erik had said. My family and I don’t really get along.




He’d answered casually, plainly, and without much emotion. Dan, however, stopped packing and stared at his roommate with an emotion he rarely felt:




Empathy.




I guess I’ll just stay here, Erik had shrugged, not really having put much thought into winter break plans. For him it was just another week in a four-year long enrollment. He’d pre-selected his second semester classes, all courses normally reserved for Juniors and Seniors. To keep up with the advanced coursework he’d have to do some pre-studying. Apart from that, the silence of the empty dorm hall would make a perfect venue for coding projects, loud video gaming, and masturbating in his room at his leisure, knowing his roommate was miles away.




This idea of such solitude horrified Dan, who couldn’t go more than 4 hours (long, snoring sleep excluded) without talking to or fucking someone new.




He’d offered. Then he’d asked. Then he’d insisted. Erik had to join Dan and his high school buddy up at Dan’s aunt’s boyfriend’s cabin. There was room enough for all five of them: Dan, his aunt Ellen, Ellen’s boyfriend “Uncle” Rob, Dan’s friend Josh, and Erik, who had his concerns.




Erik first attempted to stave off the kind offer by questioning whether this Rob guy would want some stranger at his cabin. The next day, Dan put the bashful Erik on speakerphone with Aunt Ellen and Uncle Rob, who both gleefully insisted ‘the more the merrier!’ After that Erik had to scrounge for weaker excuses that the insistent Dan batted aside like weak layups. Homework? That could wait til next year! No winter clothes? Rob had tons of extras! 




Eventually Erik tried his lame standby complaint: No internet. After a quick text to Rob, Dan asked Erik if 30 mbps (Dan pronounced it “mebpiss”) would be enough. Erik’s jaw nearly hit the floor; that was substantially better than he got in his dorm.




Eventually, he caved. Erik agreed to accompany Dan, his friend, his aunt and her boyfriend on a 7-day trip to the mountain chalet. The fact that Dan would be arriving the day after the end of classes hardly phased Erik. He didn’t mind waiting in the dorm for a night. Dan suggested Erik go up a day early and meet Josh, Dan’s friend from high school, who’d be arriving a day earlier than the Dan and his relatives. Erik smiled and waved the offer off - he’d be fine alone.




Or so he thought. The very minute the last finals were handed in, everyone returned to their dorms to clear out. Bags were hastily packed, goodbyes were quickly said, and empty vodka bottles were none-too-discreetly tossed into the campus recycling dumpster. Dan left to meet his Aunt Ellen and Uncle Rob out in the city for a family meal. Erik sat alone in a dorm room, empty but for a bunk bed and two small desks, the only furniture provided by the school, in a ghostly dorm room on an empty 50 acre campus.




He texted Dan to see if it was okay to go up that night instead, like Dan had previously suggested. After a quick ‘K’ text from his roommate, Erik ran out to his car with a small bag of clothing - he didn’t need much for a week - and began an hour drive out of town that led to 2 hours on the highway before 45 minutes in a small mountain town and another 20 minutes down a private road. The gate was open though there was no sign of Dan’s friend Josh. Erik decided to leave the introductions for another day. Running on nothing but Red Bull and nerves, Erik let the empty spare bedroom and its thick flannel sheets wrap him up in sleep. He didn't hear a sound other than the ruffling of his clothes as they hit the floor followed by his slim white body slipping into the cozy bedsheets.




That night, it began to snow.
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