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		“Y ou lost.”

		Those were the words burned into Angelique’s mind as she sat in the locker room following her latest fight. She had been heavily favored to win, but the fight had not gone her way. It was not just that she lost, but she lost badly, against an opponent that should not have been able to match her for one round, let alone five. But instead of Angelique pummeling her opponent, it was the other way around. It had been the worst fight of her career.

		“It’ll be okay,” Deke said. He was her trainer and manager, and occasional fuck buddy. Yes, she mixed business with pleasure, but it was hard to find a guy who was interested in her when her whole life seemed to take place in the gym.

		Angelique never considered the sex she had with Deke to mean anything. Sometimes they just had extra energy and emotion they needed to burn off. Their fuck sessions were always hot and heavy, but they never led to more. Neither of them were looking for anything beyond the release of orgasm.

		However, Angelique seriously started to question whether Deke was the right man for her, both in the gym and in bed. It wasn’t that he was bad at his job. As far as she knew, he was great. It was a small wonder he didn’t have a full stable of fighters training under him. Then again, they were both trying to make it to the big leagues. Angelique was trying to make her way up to the professional level. Yes, she made money when she fought, but she was still fighting in local gyms and warehouses in front of random people.

		Angelique did not yet have the draw to make it on television to make the leap to any of the big professional fighting organizations. She would consider switching to wrestling if it meant she actually got screen time.

		Deke had been held back for other reasons. Yes, he ran his own gym, in which Angelique practically lived, but it was in the back of his other business, the one that made him most of his money. Deke owned a strip club. And it was not a fancy club either. It was seedy and dark, the kind that was easily frowned upon by anyone and everyone.

		However, none of that mattered, especially as Angelique lost her fight. She was sure the local bookies would be pissed. Anytime the heavy favorite lost, there was sure to be a killing for those who bet against common sense. And she was certain their hesitancy would be a problem the next time she and Deke tried to line up a fight for her. If there was a next time. At the moment, Angelique felt too low to even consider her next fight.

		“But now you’ve had your five minutes to be sad,” Deke continued. “It’s time to get up off the mat and move on. I’m already working on setting up your next fight.”

		“Why bother? The one fight where I finally think I’ll get somewhere if I win and I fucking lose. I might as well throw in the towel and quit. There’s no point in continuing.”

		“Look, I didn’t want to say this, but there’s a reason you lost tonight,” Deke said. “And it wasn’t because that chick was the better fighter. No, you were, without a doubt. You should have won, but she had something you didn’t.”

		Angelique didn’t know what it was about Deke’s speech, but he had awoken something in her. She was still pissed at herself. Losing was her fault. But she was also a fighter in the metaphorical sense. She never gave up. And if she was honest with herself, she should have lost in the third round. It was only through her tenacity in the ring that she managed to survive another two.

		“What did she have?”

		“It was obvious from the moment I saw her step in the ring that she’s been juicing.”

		“But that’s illegal,” Angelique complained, her anger already transferring over to the woman who beat her and away from herself.

		“Yeah, but it’s not a problem if you don’t get caught. When’s the last time you got tested?”

		Angelique had to think back. It had been longer than she had realized. As much as the various governing bodies that regulated the amateur and semi-pro fights tried to talk a big game about cleaning up the sport, they only did the bare minimum. And since most of the money was in the men’s side of the sport, the women were often overlooked.

		“At least two years,” Angelique admitted.

		“See? And it’s not like you have to stay on the stuff permanently. You just need a little boost, a little extra muscle mass, a little extra help recovering between sessions. Hell, the stuff will probably be out of your system by the time you actually step in the ring for your next fight.”

		Angelique sat there wondering how her mood had shifted so much and how she had gone from taking pride in the fact she fought clean to the fact she was about to accept pharmaceutical help in training. But the fact was, she knew she needed to level the playing field. If her competitors were going to cheat, then so would she. And besides, she trusted Deke. If he thought this was what she needed to do to get back to winning and maybe even make the leap to the next level, then she was going to do it.

		“Okay, you convinced me. How do we start?”

		Deke was slightly taken aback by his fighter’s sudden change of heart, but he smiled, knowing that the cost of the drugs would easily be made up on the next fight.

		“I’ve got a friend who works at a pharmacy. He’ll be able to get the stuff cheap for me. You’ll just need to go in and pick it up.”

		“And pay for it, right?” Angelique asked. Despite having a good relationship with Deke, they never crossed paths when it came to money.

		“Yeah, that’s why you’re going to pick it up and not me.”

		“You set it up,” Angelique said. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go take a shower. At least I didn’t break anything and there’s no blood to deal with tonight.”

		As Angelique shuffled off to the showers, Deke pulled out his cell phone and dialed a number. This had not been his plan when the night started, but he had been prepared to take Angelique to the dark side if she lost. He had a plan and now he just needed to put everything into motion.
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		Angelique looked down at the bottle of pills in her hand. She had just returned from the pharmacy, a local operation that Deke had sent her to visit. Apparently there was some confusion over her prescription, since it was not a real prescription. No doctor had ordered the pills for her. She was not in the system. It took a while to get everything squared away, but eventually the owner managed to get everything straightened out.

		Or so Angelique assumed. Even he was a little confused by what she was there for. It didn’t help that she had been asked by Deke to use the name Angel. The idea was to add an extra layer of protection between her and any investigation that might pop up. There had been some high profile sports stars who went down because drugs were sent to their homes with their names on them.

		In the end, Angelique handed over a sizable stack of bills and she received the bottle of pills. The cost was more than she had assumed it would be, especially because this was only a week’s supply. She would have to return each week for another bottle. It sucked, but if this was what Deke thought she needed to do to move to the next level, she was going to do it. Success was in her sights. She was close and these little pills would take her to the top.

		The instructions on the bottle were simple. One pill, twice per day, with food. That seemed easy to Angelique. She would take one with breakfast and then again with dinner every day. It was already too late for her morning pill, but she could start later with her evening pill. She had little doubt that she would soon be back to full strength and kicking ass in the ring.

		Unfortunately, Angelique needed to wait for that. As much as she wanted to start training again, she needed to heal from the beatdown she had experienced. The loss had not just hurt her emotionally, but physically. If she had not been so tenacious in the ring and kept fighting even when it became clear she was going to lose, she might have avoided some of the bruising. There were no broken bones and no worry about a concussion, but her body still needed time. But hopefully the pills would help with that.
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		“Fuck, I’m horny,” Angelique said as the first week on the pills neared its end. It hadn’t helped that she was bored. There was only so much television she could watch before she got antsy and needed to get out of her apartment. But she was supposed to be taking it easy. That meant no running, no trips to the gym, and definitely no getting in the ring to spar.

		Yet somehow, despite never being a particularly sexual person, Angelique was horny. Worse, Deke wasn’t around. He was busy with his other job, owning and operating the strip club. Despite training in the gym behind the club, she had never gone into the club. Not that going to a strip club would in any way solve her issues with her arousal.

		Angelique stepped into her bathroom and turned on the shower. Her idea was to use a cold shower to shock the heat out of her body. It had worked before. However, she turned the water hot instead of cold when she turned it on, letting it remain at the same temperature as the last time she took a shower. But she didn’t think about that. She focused on stripping out of her sweats instead.

		The sweatshirt was baggy, but comfortable. The oversized sweats were perfect most of the time, hiding her female anatomy from leering eyes. It was bad enough when she was in the gym. Some of the guys who liked to hang out, thinking they had what it took to be a professional fighter when in fact they were barely worthy of acknowledgement, had a tendency to watch her a little too closely for Angelique’s tastes. Not that any of them had a chance with her. She mostly kept to herself and that focus had mostly worked for her.

		Her sweatpants hung low on her hips, pulled down by the weight of her phone, among other things. Not that it mattered. Like many men, she wore basketball shorts under her sweats. There was never any chance of her underwear showing. But the slick material of her shorts did not make it easier for the waistband of her pants to find purchase. They slipped down easily.

		With the sweats gone, Angelique looked at her body in the mirror. The bruises from her fight were almost all gone. There was a little discoloration in a few places, but nothing to worry about. Usually her bruises lasted longer. She guessed that was the pills at work. They were supposed to increase her recovery rate. And given how pent up her arousal was, she had to believe they were working as expected.

		Standing there in her sports bra and shorts, Angelique smiled, noticing how good she looked. No wonder the guys at the gym liked to stare. Despite the tomboy clothing and her hair tied up into a ponytail, she looked kind of hot.

		“Must be the sports bra,” she said, noticing her cleavage seemed a bit more prominent than it usually appeared. It wasn’t that time of the month, so she wasn’t retaining extra water. In general, she felt great. And there was a part of her that didn’t mind having a bit more cleavage on display, even if big breasts definitely got in the way of fighting. But her next bout was still a long way off. She was still in recovery. Training had not started again yet.

		By the time Angelique climbed into the shower, she had forgotten about her plan to shock her body with a cold shower. Instead, she let the hot water wash over her, further igniting her arousal. Her hands traveled over her body, enjoying the sensations with extra sensitive skin. Her right hand, the dominant one, traveled down across her belly and found the junction between her legs. Fingers slipped easily into her pussy, a moan escaping from her lips.

		Her other hand focused on her breasts, especially the sensitive nipples. If she had been focused on a proper assessment of her body, she would have noticed that her breasts were indeed bigger. It was not just the sports bra showing her more cleavage, it was that she was actually bigger. But none of that got through her lust addled mind as she pushed herself toward orgasm. And it finally hit her with three fingers inside her, her thumb strumming her clit, and with her other hand twisting one of her nipples.

		“Oh fuck,” she called out as her orgasm washed through her. It felt like an explosion of pleasure had erupted inside of her, spreading out from her pussy and cascading through her body like a tsunami.

		Angelique braced herself against the wall, her knees weak in response to the best orgasm of her life. Sex with Deke had always been good, but this moment in the shower with only her fingers to pleasure had been superior to every other sexual experience she had ever had. Yet, somehow, she knew this was only the beginning. How? She had no idea. It was just a feeling, but she knew there was so much more to come, with a lot more cumming as well.
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		Monday morning, Angelique stepped into the gym. It was the first time she had been there since before her last fight. It felt good to be back. She had to admit that. Her body had been humming the past several days. The pills were working. She was ready to get back to work.

		Unfortunately, her week’s supply had run out and she had stopped at the pharmacy on the way to the gym to pick up her next bottle. The cost had again been more than she wanted to pay, but she would do anything to reach the next level. Still, she had to wonder if the pills would pay off. Before all of this started, she had barely been able to keep her head above water. Each month, she only had a few dollars left over. Something would have to break or she would have to get another job to supplement her efforts.

		Luckily, the owner spotted Angelique the moment she walked into the pharmacy. There was no confusion this time. He had the pills ready for her and the whole transaction took less than five minutes. The only thing that had bothered her was how the owner kept staring at her chest. It wasn’t like she was dressed to show off. She wore her sweats, since she was headed to the gym next. Then again, she almost always wore sweats. Dresses and other feminine clothing were not her style. Still, it was like he expected to see something.

		Angelique put all of that out of her mind. Deke was there and he was ready for her. Usually the first thing she did when she returned after her post-fight break was to step into the ring. It was always important to keep the senses aware of her goals. Yes, the weights would call to her eventually. She needed to pump iron to get stronger. She needed to run to keep her cardiovascular system humming at top efficiency, but fighting was as much about instinct as it was about skill and talent. And it was that instinct that needed to be honed first.

		“You ready for this?” Deke asked as he stood across the ring from Angelique. They were all padded up, fully prepared for this first act in getting ready for her next fight.

		Angelique bounced as she nodded her head. “I’m ready.”

		Except she wasn’t. It was hard to pinpoint exactly what was wrong, but Angelique lacked the coordination she usually exhibited, even after a week-long break like the one she had just taken. Her footwork was abysmal and when she did manage to land a punch on Deke in their sparring match, there was no power behind it. Worse, it seemed like Angelique couldn’t take a punch either. She was slow to block and fell five times before Deke called an end to it.

		“I’m afraid that loss has gotten to your head,” Deke said.

		Angelique dropped her gaze, unable to look at him. She had done a good job of moving past the loss, but maybe he was right. It was hard to lose and she still felt sore over it. Her body had recovered, but her mind wasn’t where it needed to be. Or that was Deke’s thinking.

		“You know the drill for the rest of your first day back. Hop on the bike for a bit and then shift to the weights. I’ve got a new weight routine written out for you. It’s in my office. Come get me when you’re ready.”

		“Sounds good,” Angelique said.

		That was a lie. It didn’t sound good. Angelique wanted the sparring to come easy to her. She had never felt so inadequate as a fighter before. She really didn’t know how to handle this. Was it a case of the yips? She didn’t want to think so, but what else could it be? Hopefully time, and continuing to take those pills, would set everything right. She knew she was a good fighter. She clearly just needed a little more time to get her head on straight.

		When it finally came time for Angelique to see Deke about her new weight room routine, she stepped into his office. It was an office he shared between the strip club and the gym. Usually the door to the club was closed. As far as Angelique knew, he preferred his work in the gym and only treated the club as a source of revenue so he could do what he loved. However, the door to the club was open and the sound of the music filtered into the office.

		Deke looked Angelique up and down as she stepped into his office, knocking on the open door. Deke had never kept a door closed on her and he was always happy to talk to his prized fighter. He often looked her up and down, but that was usually to give a visual inspection to make sure she was working out at the right levels, not wanting to see her too fatigued. However, this time it felt different, especially as his eyes seemed to focus on her chest more than usual.

		Angelique had shedded the sweats when her training began. She wore shorts and a tank top over her sports bra. And after spending nearly an hour building up a sweat on the bike, she dripped with it. Still, she could sense the sexual tension in the air. Deke saw her as more than just a fighter at that moment. He saw her as a sexual partner, as a woman he wanted to fuck. And there was a part of Angelique that responded to that immediately. She felt the stirring deep inside of her. Not that she would ever consider giving in while in the middle of a training session.

		“Here’s your new weight routine,” Deke said as he picked up a piece of paper off his desk and handed it to her. “I’ve upped the weight a bit, since I’m guessing you’ll be able to handle the adjustment with your guardian angel.”

		Angelique nodded in understanding. That guardian angel was the pills she had been taking religiously, every morning and night. She only hoped he was right. If this plan of his failed, she didn’t know what she would do. The last thing she wanted was to hurt her chances in her next fight because she had to pick up another job to pay the bills. The extra effort could sink her chances at getting to the next level.

		“Thanks,” Angelique finally said, glancing down at the paper in her hands. The exercises were all ones she knew. But the weight figures were definitely higher. But those were goal figures. She had done this enough times to know where she needed to start.

		The song in the club changed and Angelique found herself drawn to it. There was a part of her, the part of her that felt the arousal of being in Deke’s presence, that wanted to go in there and explore. There was even a part of her that liked the idea of going up on stage and dancing. Not that she ever would. Angelique was no stripper. And she was certain that she never would be.

		Still, when Angelique left Deke’s office, she did so with an extra sway to her hips, moving in rhythm with the music. Even once she could no longer hear it, she still kept it up. And the guys who hung around the gym definitely noticed it. The tomboy almost had some moves.
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		“Deke,” Angelique said as she knocked on the door to his office. It was a week later and her progress in the gym had not gone well. If anything, she felt like she was falling backwards in her training. Every time she got in the ring, she felt less and less like she belonged. Deke had even stopped sparring with her, instead letting one of his junior fighters take her on. It was demoralizing.

		“What’s up?” Deke asked as he reclined in his chair, his feet up on his desk.

		“The guardian angel you have me using is causing a problem,” Angelique said, worry on her face. She was fully committed to continuing her current regimen, but the costs were going to be a problem.

		“You feeling all right?” Deke asked. That was the first place to start. Yes, Angelique was the first fighter he had ever gone to the dark side with, but he still cared about her health.

		And the truth was, Angelique had never felt better. Yes, she was finding it necessary to get herself off in the shower every morning, as well as at night before bed. She probably should have called Deke and seen about resuming their fuck buddy status, but her needs always felt too immediate to wait for him. Fingers could get her off so easily and so well. But she was certain she would need his cock again soon, assuming things continued as they were.

		“I’m fine, but my pocketbook isn’t.” That was the problem. Angelique had stopped off at the pharmacy again to pick up another week’s worth of pills. The cost was the problem.

		“Oh shit,” Deke said, but he didn’t move from his reclined position. His feet remained on his desk. “I didn’t think the cost would be that much. I mean, I could lend you some money.”

		“You’d do that?” Angelique asked, hopeful. Although getting indebted to Deke was not a great idea either. She would still need to pay him back. The fight revenue would cover the loan, but she still needed to eat and pay rent. She needed that money to live on.

		“I mean, you’re my best fighter, when you’re on,” Deke answered.

		But that was the problem. Angelique wasn’t on. Her performance had gone nowhere since this all started. Since returning to training, her time spent in the ring was a complete waste. She felt like a novice in there. And she wasn’t making much headway when she hit the weights either. If anything, it was like she was going backwards. She kept decreasing the weight, as if she was actually growing weaker instead of stronger.

		And Angelique sensed that Deke wasn’t thrilled about lending her the money to stay on the pills. How was he going to recoup that loan? At her current status, he wouldn’t even let her in the ring for an actual fight. She wouldn’t make it past the first round. And no one wanted to see that.

		It wasn’t like Angelique was over the hill. She should have still had lots of fights ahead of her. She was still young with lots of room for growth. Yet, it wasn’t happening. There was a disconnect between what she could do and what she was doing. That’s all there was to it. But whether it was all mental or if it was physical, he didn’t know.

		“I could always give you a shift in the club,” Deke offered. “You’ve got a nice body. You’re fit. You’re pretty, in a tomboy sort of way. If you worked a shift or two a week you’d easily be paying for your guardian angel. I can even write the physical side of things into your training plan, making sure you’re not overdoing it.”

		Normally, Angelique never would have accepted such an offer. She was adamantly opposed to stripping. It was a career she looked down on. Then again, there were plenty of people who looked down on fighting, seeing it as a barbaric sport, which was partially true. But Angelique was desperate. There was no way she would make it as a store clerk or some other profession. And it would just be temporary.

		Even though Angelique still felt uneasy about the whole situation, she was locked in on continuing her training and using the pills. They were what she needed to take her to the next level. She was certain of that. She just needed a little money to fill in the gaps. And working a shift a week in Deke’s club could do that for her.

		“All right. I’ll do it. When can I start?”
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		Angelique stood just off stage. She was up next. The previous dancer was picking up the money that had been thrown up on stage. The DJ did his thing, talking to the crowd to keep them jazzed up for the next dancer, for her.

		To say that she felt embarrassed by what she was doing would have been an understatement. Her cheeks would be showing red if she wasn’t wearing a thick layer of makeup that hid such visible emotions. Her outfit was skimpy and far more feminine than anything she had worn in a long time. A part of her wished she was wearing shorts and a sports bra. She would happily walk anywhere in those, but the tied-off top and skirt were more than she was used to.

		And worse, there were the shoes. They were impossibly tall heels. They were stripper heels, borrowed from one of the other dancers. It had been that dancer who had also done her makeup.

		Mandi was one of Deke’s first strippers. She didn’t go out on stage as often as she used to, instead focusing on making sure all the other girls were doing everything right. But she still danced and she still had a strong following. As Angelique waited to go on stage, Mandi was in the VIP room with a few regulars. Angelique did not want to know what Mandi was doing with them, but Mandi had hinted that more was allowed if a man was willing to pay enough.

		“Welcome to our new dancer, Angel,” called out the DJ. A moment later, Angelique’s song started playing. That was her cue.

		The decision to make her stripper name Angel was not up to her. Mandi chose it. But it worked for her needs. She just hoped it wasn’t too much like her real name where people connected the dots. Angelique was not hiding her face, people could recognize her if they paid attention. At least it would be easy to train herself to answer to that name.

		However, the moment the music started, the same music that had played while she was in Deke’s office the week before, it felt like a whole other Angelique took over. Despite her unfamiliarity with the high heels, Angelique strutted out onto the stage and waved to the crowd. She started dancing to the beat of the music, grabbing onto the pole and swinging on it as if she was well practiced and experienced. No one would have guessed that this was her first time even touching a stripper pole.

		As the song played, Angelique slowly and sexily pulled off her clothes. Shouts went up when her top came off, revealing her burgeoning breasts. Her early growth spurt had continued to the point her sports bras were no longer able to properly support them. But on stage, there was no need for sports bras. Angelique, or Angel as the crowd knew her, seemed to be in her element.

		It took all four minutes of the song for all of her clothes to come off, all except her shoes. Money was thrown on stage, rewarding her for her efforts and also to help draw her attention to the various men who wished for a closer taste. Angel played it all perfectly, baring all, but also leaving all of the horny men wanting more. It was like she was made for this job.

		When Angelique stepped back behind the curtains, her chest heaved as she breathed heavily. Her heart was racing, but not in a bad way. She felt exhilarated. This was how she felt after a win. She felt invincible. And she knew right then that this was not going to be her only time on stage. Yes, she still wanted to be a fighter, but there was something about this, the dancing, the stripping, the eroticism of it all, that made her smile.

		And looking at the wad of bills in her hands as she shuffled off toward her dressing room, Angelique smiled. It had been the most lucrative four minutes in her life.
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		From that night on, Angelique changed. She still showed up everyday to the gym to work out. She still tried to follow Deke’s training routine. She tried to make improvements in the ring. But with each passing day, she felt less and less like this was what she was meant to be doing.

		But it wasn’t just Angelique’s motivations that changed. It was the way she carried herself. There was a sexiness to her that had never been there before. Within a week, she was showing up at the gym wearing high heels and a dress. Her gym clothes were in a bag slung over her shoulder.

		“Hey, boys,” she called out before blowing the regulars a kiss.

		“You want some of this?” one of the men called back, pointing toward his crotch. This was a game they had started playing. Angelique teased them and they teased her back. That had always been how it was, but their comments had never been so sexual.

		The dress was new. It had to be new, since Angelique never wore dresses before. Her outfits almost entirely consisted of sweatshirts and sweatpants. And when she emerged from the locker room, she wore a new sports bra that still struggled to contain her growing breasts. She had not paid it much attention, but there was no denying the change. Her breasts were definitely bigger and her sports bra was definitely lower cut. She had also swapped out baggy shorts for tight spandex that hugged her expanded hips and rear end.

		“How’s it going, Angel?” Deke asked, approaching her as she warmed up on the bike.

		She smiled, both at seeing Deke and at calling her Angel. She wasn’t sure when that had started, but she liked it. It was another area where the stripper had pushed into her everyday life.

		“Oh you know, just trying to figure out what’s wrong with me lately,” she finally answered. And that was true. It remained a mystery why Angelique kept struggling in her workouts.

		“Well, maybe we need to up your dosage with your guardian angel,” Deke offered. “This isn’t my area of expertise, but this stuff is supposed to be a wonder drug. I can call my buddy and arrange for you to get twice as much.”

		Angelique did not have a problem with that. She was actually wondering the same thing herself. The only thing that held her back was the cost. There was no way she could afford to double her dosage without working more shifts at the club. It was difficult enough to make the money all work for her when she found herself shopping for new clothes too. Shoes in particular were expensive. And the thought of ever wearing footwear that didn’t match her outfit left her feeling distraught.

		“Let’s do it,” Angelique agreed. “But I’m gonna need more shifts in the club to pay for it.”

		Deke nodded. “I’ll make it happen.”

		“Thanks, babe,” Angelique said before she turned to leave Deke’s office. However, just as she reached the door, she paused and looked over her shoulder, blowing him a kiss.

		The moment Angelique was out of sight, he quickly sat up and then closed the door. There was no way he could handle having her around the office like that without him going mad with lust. He locked both doors and dropped his pants. He would have preferred to fuck Angelique instead of handle his needs on his own, but he wasn’t about to interrupt her training session. Their sexual relationship, was always something that happened outside of the gym. And he wanted to keep it that way.

		Meanwhile, Angelique felt similarly to Deke. Not so much in the desire to keep their occasional sexual activities out of the gym, but she was horny and would have gladly bounced in his lap or leaned over his desk if it meant she found some relief. She needed cock and his had always been good to her.

		And while Deke took care of his needs in his office, Angelique stumbled through another training session. Her new sports bra definitely left less to the imagination. Her tight booty shorts hugged her expanded ass. She looked great and every eye in the gym kept tabs on her as she worked out. But that was to be expected. She was an attractive woman. She knew that. Unfortunately, the qualities that made her more attractive to the men in the gym were probably also contributing to her struggles in the ring.

		Deke never made it out of his office to supervise her training. And when she did finally get into the ring for some sparring, it went nowhere. After landing on her ass for the fifth time, she gave up. It wasn’t her day. She stepped out of the ring and stalked off toward the locker room. The gym had separate men’s and women’s locker rooms, but as the only woman who trained there, she had it all to herself.

		The hot water from the shower felt good as it flowed across her skin. Naked and knowing that all those men out there were probably fantasizing about being in the shower with her, she used her fingers to get herself off. It was a poor substitute for what she really wanted, but that would require change. And besides, it wasn’t like she could expect Deke to fuck her whenever she got horny. He had a gym to manage, not to mention the club.
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		Angel was dancing at the club three nights per week. Deke knew she needed the money so he not only added the one extra shift for her, but two extras. And Angelique was so happy. The moment he told her she jumped into his arms, forcing him to catch her, and planted a big kiss on his lips. She had just come off the stage, her hands full of her clothes and the money she had just made. But that also meant she was completely naked.

		Not that Deke minded. He had seen her naked many times. And he had seen his other strippers naked, too, although he had never fucked any of them, even if he had wanted to do it.

		“You’re the best, Deke,” she finally said, fully expressing her gratitude.

		“Have you started doubling your dose?”

		Angelique nodded her head as she bit her lip. She started with dinner that night, taking two pills instead of just one. She had no idea what doubling the dose would do to her, but she was excited to find out. The truth was, she felt amazing when those little pills were coursing through her system. Yes, she was struggling in the ring, but the rest of her life was going amazingly well. And it was a good thing she had stripping to keep her busy, because otherwise she would go crazy cooped up in her little apartment.

		“Good. It will probably take at least a week before the higher dosage starts to kick in. In the meantime, just keep doing what you’re doing. Also, Mandi thinks you’re ready to learn how to work the floor.”

		It was no secret that there were different levels of being a stripper, and each one came with a higher income potential. Dancings was important, but it was only the baseline. It was how they all started and how they attracted higher paying customers. After that, came working the floor, getting extra tips for lap dances at the booths and other tables. Beyond that, there were the VIP rooms where the income potential was even higher.

		Angelique could only guess what happened in those rooms, but while she was in the mindset of Angel, she fully intended to reach that level. And just like she was doing everything possible to succeed at fighting, she was also going to do everything she could to succeed at stripping. It was just too much fun not to give it her all, no matter what the stigma around stripping and erotic dancing might be.

		“Oh goodie. I’ll go find Mandi.”

		And just like that, Angel was all set to learn the next stage of this new career. She was certainly excited about it. She enjoyed working at the club far more than she enjoyed working out at the gym. She had always been someone who liked to work out. She still did. But there was something even better about oozing sex appeal as she spun around a pole or now got to engage with the audience between her dances.

		Mandi was more and more becoming not only a teacher, but a friend, someone Angel could rely on. But tonight, it was all about learning a new skill from an old hand. Not that Mandi was old by most definitions. She was only in her thirties, but she had been working as a stripper since she came of age. Through the years, she had seen it all. And it showed. She had the tattoos and the fake tits that came with the business. And all that experience meant she knew every trick in the book to make stripping a successful career.

		By the end of the night, under Mandi’s watchful eye, Angel had more fun than she could have imagined. She wasn’t ready to take anyone back into the VIP rooms, although she did get a couple offers. But there was something extra fun about men paying them for lap dances, knowing they couldn’t touch her without security getting involved. She loved acting like a sex-crazed slut and working up the guys who gave her money. She knew several of them emptied their loads into their pants, making her smile.

		What was more, Angel walked away that night with almost double her previous best take. Some of that would go to another bottle of pills, but she also had other plans with how to spend the money. After years of dressing like a boy, she found great joy in exploring her femininity and wearing clothes that were designed to be worn by women, the sexier the better. And she definitely needed more. But that was half the fun.
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		“Where’s Angelique?” Deke asked as he walked out of his office. The gym was busy with lots of men training, but the familiar presence of Angelique was nowhere to be seen. She had occasionally been late to training before, but she rarely missed it entirely, and certainly never without phoning ahead first.

		“You mean Angel?” one of the newer guys asked. He had only known her by her stripper name. Not that the fact she was stripping had gotten out. All of the other gym members remained oblivious to what she got up to at night.

		“Yeah, is she around?”

		“Haven’t seen her today.”

		Deke shrugged and walked off to the locker rooms, hoping she was in there. He knocked on the door and called out before he stepped into the women’s locker room, but it was empty. She was nowhere to be found.

		Deke pulled out his phone, wanting to make sure he hadn’t missed a call or text from her. He had no notifications at all. It was completely unlike her. Then again, she hadn’t been acting like her normal self since the fight she lost. Ever since then, she had been struggling more and more in the ring. In fact, he no longer let her in the ring to spar at all. It wasn’t safe for her. But she kept showing up every day to lift and get her cardio workout in. Until today.

		Returning to his office, Deke looked up to see a beautiful woman standing in the doorway leading into the club. She wore a pink dress with a neckline that went all the way down to her belly-button where a little pink gem sat. The dress was short, too, barely touching the tops of her thighs. Her long legs were bare, ending in tall pink sandals with straps that wrapped around her lower legs all the way up to just below her knees.

		But it was the woman’s tits that stood out the most. They were big and round and fabulous. They remained barely covered by the barely there dress. And they were well framed with long blonde hair. Deke was hard just looking at her and he hadn’t even made it to her face yet. His only thought was she wanted a job. And there was no doubt that she would get one. As hot as she was, she could have any shifts she wanted. He’d even fire Angel if it meant she would work at his club.

		“Sorry I missed training today,” the woman said with a soft, but familiar voice. It was followed by a girlish giggle.

		Deke finally managed to look up at the woman’s face and his jaw nearly hit the floor in shock. It was Angel or Angelique, or whatever. She looked amazing and so unlike the woman he had previously known. It didn’t make sense. Her body had completely changed. Granted, he figured it had been a week since he actually paid any attention to her. It was hard work running a gym and a strip club. And with Mandi to help manage the strippers, he often only needed to deal with the business side of things, which was still killer.

		But Angel looked pretty killer herself. Now that he knew it was her, he let his eyes travel up and down her body again. He noticed long pink nails on her fingers. They matched her toenails in color, but they were far too long to even let her near the ring. That was unless she held up the cards between rounds. Angelique had always hated the ring girls. Now she looked like one.

		“You’re not going to be fighting with nails like those,” Deke said. It was too dangerous.

		“You like them?” Angel asked, holding out her hand to give him a better look at her long talons. They did look good. Very feminine. “Mandi and I went and got our nails done today. That’s why I missed training.”

		Deke nodded his head. His prized fighter had gone over the edge. She had lost every quality that made her a great fighter and instead had turned herself into an ideal stripper. She looked and even sounded like a dumb bimbo. Did she really think that spending her day getting her nails done would make her a better fighter? Did she even care anymore?

		“When can I expect you back?” Deke asked. It was an honest question. He had been serious when this all started. He wanted to see her make it to the next level. He never would have suggested the drugs otherwise. However, he had to admit, as Angel, she made him more money. He got a cut of her earnings every night she worked in the club. And if she was working full time, he’d actually make more from her than he would in her fights, whether she won or lost.

		“Um,” Angel thought. It was increasingly clear that this new version of her was not exactly smart. She was having to devote far too many brain cells to what should have been an easy question. “I was, like, thinking I should just take the whole week off, you know?” As she posed her response, she ran both hands down her sides, further highlighting her new curves. And they were curves that any man would be happy to have pressed against him. Deke’s cock tented his trousers, unable to resist the angelic sight before him.

		“Yeah, good idea,” Deke said as he sat down and tried to hide his obvious erection. If Angel noticed, she didn’t say anything. She seemed far less aware of the world around her than she used to, as if her mind had been slowed to such a degree that there were a limited number of thoughts that could fit in her brain at one time. She looked like a bimbo through and through.

		“Well, I’ll see you later. I want to go practice a couple moves in some of the outfits I bought for tonight.”

		“Have fun,” Deke said, barely holding himself back from grabbing Angel and throwing her down across his desk so he could fuck her from behind. Then again, if he did that, he wouldn’t be able to see those tits of hers while he fucked her. They were definitely new and not the sort of pair that would ever see her get in the ring again as a fighter. She would need to get a breast reduction before she could fight, assuming she was interested in such a career anymore. She seemed much more content to dance and strip at the club.

		Angel turned and started to walk out of the office, her high heels clicking on the tiled floor. Her dress rode up, exposing most of her ass. Deke watched it happen, almost saying something. It was clear Angel wasn’t wearing panties, not even a thong. His cock throbbed harder in his pants. But just as Angel turned to go to her dressing room, she reached down and pulled her dress back over her ass. Her actions seemed more like instinct than something she had consciously done.

		Yes, something had definitely happened to Angelique. But what? That was Deke’s problem to solve. What had turned his prime up and coming fighter into a bimbo stripper?
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		Whatever had done it, Deke was not complaining. He let Angel work any night she wanted to and she showed up every night for the rest of the week. She worked her ass off on stage and then made a killing handing out lap dances. And it seemed word had gotten around town of a hot stripper at the club, because business was booming. The booze flowed and the strippers danced. The money poured in so fast that Deke hired extra security.

		Deke might not have been paying attention to what happened in his club before, but he definitely was now. Angel was a complete natural out there. Her body looked like it had been sculpted by Aphrodite herself. She might not have acted like she had more than a handful of thoughts in her head, but she more than made up for it in raw sexuality. She even started entertaining clients in the VIP rooms, although Deke knew she hadn’t done anything improper yet. However, he had no doubt she would eventually. It was inevitable.

		“Deke wants to see you at the end of the night,” Mandi told Angel as she returned from a VIP room to her dressing room to get changed for her next set on stage.

		“Thanks a bunch,” Angel said in her soft sing-song voice. Men loved it when she talked like that and she had mostly adopted it fully. It was a part of her sex appeal.

		Somehow knowing that Deke wanted to see her gave her an extra bounce in her step. Her tits jiggled as she went about her business for the rest of the night, a sexy smile on her face.

		When her shift finally ended, when the club was set to close, Angel made her way to Deke’s office. She had just come from the floor where she had been wearing a bikini that barely managed to contain her impressive curves.

		“Heya, boss,” Angel said as she held onto the doorframe and swung into his office.

		Deke looked up and his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. She just kept getting sexier and sexier. And as far as he knew, she didn’t even realize anything was happening to her. She was turning into the hottest bimbo he’d ever seen and she was oblivious to the fact she was no longer the hardened tomboy and up and coming fighter.

		“Where are the pills you’ve been taking?”

		“Um,” Angel said, thinking. She placed a finger beside her plump lips and pouted, her eyes almost crossing under the strain. “Oh yeah, they’re in my purse in the dressing room.”

		“Let’s go take a look at them.” Deke started to get up. However, his hand came to rest on a box on his desk. It was tied up nicely with a ribbon and bow. “Also, I got you a gift. But you can open it in your dressing room.”

		“Oh goodie,” Angel said, clapping her long-nailed hands together and jumping in place on her sky-high heels. Her tits nearly escaped her tiny bikini top. It was a minor miracle they remained covered, if barely.

		Angel led Deke toward the dressing room. He noticed she called him boss instead of using his name. She no longer saw him as her trainer. She saw him as her employer, as the club owner. Her role had changed completely and her mind seemed to accept that, but he wondered if she even remembered her past life anymore. She was an entirely different person now. Although, being honest with himself, he preferred her this way.

		The dressing room that Angel had taken over was now filled with an array of various outfits, all of them designed to show off her body and be easy to strip out of. There were no complicated straps or bindings. Only her shoes were allowed that, since she never took them off while working.

		Angel immediately dug into her purse. It was big, but she found plenty of things to fill it with. It seemed like her entire life was in that bag, everything she needed to get through a day.

		“Here we go,” Angel said, standing proud as she held out the bottle of pills she had picked up from the pharmacy the day before. “Can I have my present now?”

		“Yeah,” Deke said as he traded her the present for the pill bottle.

		As Deke read the label on the pills, Angel tore into the packaging. It only took moments for her to extract the dress that Deke had bought for her. He had to guess on her size, but Mandi had helped with that. He hadn’t gone peeking through her dressing room. Generally, as long as his strippers weren’t getting high, he gave them freedom to be themselves.

		But it turned out that Angel had been getting high, although the symptoms didn’t present themselves in a normal manner. The pills she had been buying from the pharmacy were not the performance enhancing drugs he had thought they were. They were bimbofication pills. Deke had heard rumors, but he had never fully believed such a thing was possible. Now Angel made complete sense. The confusion that had sparked her first time buying the drugs had left her with the wrong pills. Not that Deke was going to tell her that.

		“O-M-G,” Angel squealed in happiness as she held up the dress in front of her. It was similar to the one she had worn when she showed up in Deke’s office after getting her nails done. Deke had liked that dress on her and he had bought another one like it.

		Angel pulled off her bikini, without any of the finesse she used on stage. She had no problems getting naked in front of Deke, now less than ever. She had no shame, no inhibitions. She was pure sex on legs, with big tits, blonde hair, and nothing of note happening in her mind. Life for Angel had become simple sunshine and rainbows in a constant supply.

		The dress was white, Deke wanting to give her a virginal appearance. Not that she could possibly look like a virgin with her body and with that dress. But that was part of the fun. As far as he knew, she had not been with a man since all of this started, resorting to masturbating in her free time to keep the edge off her now constant arousal. And he fully intended to take her bimbo virginity before he gave her permission to go all the way in the VIP rooms, should she so desire.

		“I love it,” Deke said as Angel started to model the dress for him. It was a tight fit, but that was by design. It hugged her ass and barely managed to keep her nipples covered as the neckline dipped even lower than the previous dress she had worn. This one went so low it was clear she had no pubic hair. Deke didn’t know if she shaved it off or if it fell out on its own. Either way, he wasn’t complaining.

		“I love that it doesn’t have pockets,” Angel said, as if pockets on such a dress would be normal.

		“What do you mean?” Deke asked, confused by the random comment.

		“I don’t like pockets. Girls shouldn’t wear clothes with pockets. They look weird and that’s what purses are for. I’d, like, lose everything if it wasn’t in my purse.”

		Deke didn’t know what to say to that. It was a strange comment from her, but she could like whatever she wanted. He also had no doubt that Angel was incapable of keeping track of things in pockets. Her brain wasn’t set up to handle that sort of thing. She needed everything to be simple.

		“I’m glad you like it,” Deke finally said, feeling that something needed to be said after Angel’s comments about pockets. She was probably one of the few women who thought pockets were bad.

		“I’m so happy,” Angel cheered as she wrapped her arms around Deke and thrust her big tits against his chest. With her tall heels, she was only a few inches shorter than her boss.

		“And I bet you’re horny, too,” Deke offered, moving forward with his plan.

		“So horny,” Angel said, her mood turning from happy to lustful.

		“Let’s solve that,” Deke said as he sat down in a large leather chair. He opened his pants and freed his cock.

		It was not an unfamiliar sight for Angelique, but it was the first time Angel had seen it. She gasped at its size. She honestly did not know what to do with it first. Should she start sucking him? Or did he want to move straight to fucking her pussy. She could also use her tits or her ass. There were so many options and she didn’t have it in her to make those kinds of decisions. She was too much of a bimbo.

		“Ride me,” Deke said, his voice making it sound more like an order. But Angel needed that. She needed to be ordered around. Orders and the chance to obey made her even hotter.

		She climbed up on Deke’s lap, straddling his legs. She wasn’t wearing panties, making it all easier. The dress slid up over her hips as she spread her legs around him. Then she raised herself up and lowered herself onto his cock.

		“Oh yes,” Angel cried out as she threw her head back from the first burst of pleasure to flow through her body. She closed her eyes and just let her body take over. It was used to taking over anyway, what with how little her mind could process now.

		Deke reached up and started groping her tits. More shockwaves flowed through Angel’s body, long low moans escaping from her lips as she bucked and grinding on top of him, getting the full feeling of his big, hard cock inside of her. However, as he slowly fucked her and played with her body, Deke’s mind was elsewhere. He fully enjoyed himself, but after seeing the results of the magic little bimbofication pills Angel had unknowingly been taking, he began to wonder what other ways they might be useful.

		Angel’s pussy milked Deke’s cock and it was impossible for him to last long when faced with such an amazing specimen of a bimbo. And the moment his cock surged with seed, Angel was cumming too, her whole body shaking as her orgasm rocked through her body. What little brain matter she had left had been chased away by the pleasure. Deke had fucked what remained of her brains out and all that was left was the smiling bimbo shell, able to live a simple life as a stripper and cum slut.

		However, Deke had plans. He had big plans. Those little pills would bring his club to a whole new level. Who cared about the gym and the fighters? The real money was in the girls. And with Angel as his guide, he would bimbofy all of the dancers. It would be perfect. And when they weren’t stripping and making him tons of money, Deke planned to use them as ring girls. Angel would be a perfect fit. She already knew her way around the ring. Only now she would be there as eye candy instead of as a fighter. But he didn’t think she would mind.

		No, Angel would love it. It was just one more way she could be a sexy bimbo, showing off her body. And she might enjoy getting to spend a night with the winner of the title fight. He was certain that added incentive would be worth something in the prize structure. Everything was working out. Angel was a happy bimbo and Deke saw his way to the top. And it was all thanks to a few little pills.
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