	
My Trainer
From one of Sydney’s Sissy Caps
By Maryanne Peters


He said that it was hopeless.  He said that some guys are just not built to be muscular, and maybe I was one of those.  What he meant was that some guys were just not built to be guys at all, and I am definitely one of those.
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I told him that I felt unattractive and that I doubted that I could ever have a proper relationship thinking of myself that way.  I thought that a buff body would be the answer.

“You are not unattractive,” he said.  “In fact …”.

It just felt good to have somebody say it.  I sort of hoped that it might be a girl complimenting me.  Anyway, he asked me to trust him, and he would help me to have a desirable body, although maybe not necessarily what I was looking for.

I said yes.  He took charge.  I stuck like a limpet to all of the special shakes prepared for me, and the tai chi type exercise regime focusing on posture and graceful movement.  He told me not to cut my hair but to condition my skin with oils and other preparations.  The oils felt so good, but all the hair on my legs and arms seemed to fall out.

It was a program like no other, but the best thing was that he was paying extra attention to me.  Just me.  He hardly bothered with his other clients.  It made me feel special.  I suppose that we developed a strong personal bond over the months that followed.

He told me that the changes in my body that seemed oddly out of place were a direct consequence of the work I was putting in, and I should be congratulated.  He even took me to dinner on occasions as a reward for meeting the marks he had said.

It was not long before I needed to reconsider my exercise wear.  I needed a scrunchie and a band for my hair, and a sports bra to keep my tits from bouncing all over the place.

“You look so good I will buy you dinner tonight,” he said.  “But you have to wear a dress.”

Somehow, that did not seem a problem.  In fact, if a guy is taking you out to dinner and you are wearing a dress, why not get your hair and makeup done too?

So, it turned out just right.  I get to enjoy a strong masculine body.  It’s just that it is his, not mine.

The End

	
Poisoned
From one of Sydney’s Sissy Caps
By Maryanne Peters


JJ entered Kel’s apartment without knocking as he had done many times.  Kel, Jake and Larry were sitting around the TV drinking beer.

“Hey guys,” said JJ.  Then he cleared his throat, before growling in a much lower voice: “Can a guy set a beer around here?
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He was in Kel’s line of sight.  He just stared at him open-mouthed.  The others on the sofa had to turn before they stared to.

“What’s with the hair?” said Kel.

“It just kept growing back,” said JJ, going to the fridge to get his own.  “I just left it to find a length where it would stop.  This is that length.”

“And the eyes?”  Larry this time.

“It’s just me Bro. I didn’t do anything.  Natural dark coloring.  I don’t know.  This is what this shit has done to me.  You were all there.  I went in to shut it down and look what has happened.”

“We’re grateful JJ,” said Jake.  “You know we are.  Somebody had to do it.  Anyone of us would have.  You know that, right?”

“Well it was me.”  JJ’s voice had gone up again.  It sound almost like a wail.  To settle it he took a slug from the beer bottle.  It tasted foul.  All beer seemed to these days.

“How is the compensation claim coming along?” asked Larry.

“Slow,” JJ replied.  “The plant says that I have been re-engaged at higher pay and better conditions in the office, so I am not to be classed as injured.  It’s all about the effect of the change in my appearance and the … the loss of function.”

The other men in the group gulped collectively, as they thanked each of their Gods that it was not them who had entered the chamber to shut off the leak from the bio-vessel.  Only one of the men on duty that night had been exposed.  JJ had taken the full brunt of the concentrated synthesized estrogen.  Now it seemed that he would never be the same.

The loss of function.

“What are you watching?” asked JJ.  He was still one of them.  At least he should be.

“It’s an MMA fight,” said Kel.  “But not a good one.  We have been waiting for you to arrive.  Maybe you would rather not watch this?”

“Why?”  JJ looked at him accusingly.

“No reason.  We can turn up the sound if you like.”

“No,” said JJ.  “You’re right.  This stuff has affected my head as well.  You all know it, so let’s talk about it.  I don’t like MMA anymore.  I don’t look at girls anymore.  If I do, its not because I am thinking about sex.  This has really fucked me up.  Sometimes I just sit down and cry.”

“Hey man, if you’re depressed, we’re here for you.  You know we are.”  Larry put a comforting hand on JJ’s shoulder, no matter how awkward that seemed.

“I didn’t say I was depressed,” said JJ.  “I just said that I cried.  That’s what I do these days.  I feel things.  Not like before.  I really feel things.”

“But no sex drive.”  Jake said it as if it were a statement.  JJ was not affirming so he added: “Right?”

“I think about sex all the time,” said JJ, looking across directly at Kel.

“Take off your shirt,” said Kel.  It was an instruction.  It caught Jake and Larry by surprise.  Nobody gave orders in their group.

But JJ responding by unbuttoning the loose heavy plaid shirt he wearing, and slipping it of his pale shoulders, no devoid of the muscle that was once a feature of his body. 

On his chest were two unmistakable breasts.

“Fuck!” said Larry.  “Fuck!” echoed Jake.

“They’re beautiful,” said Kel.  “Hell, you’re beautiful.”

“I know you want to do it,” said JJ.  “Go on.  Pull your cock out.  Do what I can’t do anymore.  Jack off by looing at a pair of tits.  I know you want to do it.

Kel unzipped.

“Whoa,” exclaimed Larry.  “What is happening?  Where is this going?”

“Right.  Dead right.  Where is this going?”  JJ was nodding towards Kel’s penis, now fully exposed and pointing directly across at JJ.

“Wherever you will let me put it, said Kel”

The End
	

Wide End
From one of Sydney’s Sissy Caps
By Maryanne Peters


You don’t have to be big to be a wide end in high school.  You catch the ball and hit the deck.  If there is space you run the ball, and if you are small you can weave and duck.  You score touchdowns and your name goes up.  And Pop always beamed with pride.

But that seemed like the only time I ever saw Pop was at my games.  He and Mom broke up years ago and Mom is now with Dale, my stepfather.  Dale used to be a friend of my father’s.  Now he hates him with a passion.

“I want a receiver,” used to say, “But I am not talking about football.
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How wide does a wide end have to be to be a receiver when Dale is quarterback?  Pretty wide as it turns out.  Dale is big where it counts.

And how pretty does someone playing for Dale need to be?  Pretty enough to keep his eyes of Mom, that’s how pretty.  Long thick hair colored blonde.  Cute makeup and pretty little lips.

I’m playing just for Dale now.

Sorry Pop.

The End
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	Cuckolded
From one of Sydney’s Sissy Caps
By Maryanne Peters


I always knew that I was gay, and more a catcher than a pitcher.  But I never wanted to be a woman.  That was his idea.

“Honey, I can’t be seen with a guy.  I am a professional sportsman.  I need a girl on my arm.”  I can still hear the words.
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“Just grow out your hair and grow some little tits on your chest.  It is not like you have a body like mine.  You could dress up a bit in public.  People can do the work on you for public appearances.  And in bed, we would still be the same.  I will suck your cock and the ream out your ass.”

Why did I agree?  Because it seemed to me that he was making a proposal for a long term relationship.  I would have preferred that he come out as gay, but I understood why he could not, at that stage in his career.  So I did as he asked.  I took the hormones and watched my cock with away to just a tassel to pee out off; I watched my hard body become soft, and the boobs and butt even; I grew my hair half way down my back.

I did everything he asked because I thought he loved me.  Maybe he still does, but he needs to thrust his cock between hard hairy cheeks, and that is not me anymore.

Whatever the reason, when I found out I knew what I had to do.  There was only one guy in his team that new my secret, and he was always secretly flirting with me.

“I have never fucked a chick with a dick before, so if you are ever available?”

Before he betrayed me, I never was.  But I made sure that when he got home that afternoon his teammate was donkey deep inside me and I was pushing back.  

Feast your eyes on this, Cuckold!

The End



The Dark Side
From one of Sydney’s Sissy Caps
By Maryanne Peters
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I can’t deny who or what I was.  I was a white male and a racist.  I was not alone.  In fact, all of my friends were white racist males.  Some of them wouldn’t even touch black girls, saying shit like – “I would rather fuck a pink pig than a black bitch”.  But I have to say that I liked black pussy.  I used to say that – “All pussy is pink on the inside.”

I took it where I could get it.  It was not always consensual, but that never seemed to matter in my town.  Our police were white in those days.  They would always assume that black girls were just begging for it if they let their bootie show.  But things can change, and they did in our town – just not before I got more than my share.

In our town if black men want justice for their women, they have to take it upon themselves.  That is what they decided to do, and I was one of their targets.  Me and two other guys were kidnapped and taken out to a big farmhouse owned by a rich white woman – as it turned out a horny widow with a taste for black cock.  We were kept in the basement.

The search went out for the missing sons of the white community, but the old widow would send them off with a hornet in the ear.  No officer, black or white, would suspect that what was going on there was happening.

So, what was happening?  Well, we were being injected full of hormones and stripped of body hair and dignity by our black captors, for a start.  Then they would say to us “Only pretty white bitches get fed, so if you wanna get fed, you gonna wanna get pretty.”

They gave us the magazines and hair and beauty stuff, so the three of us had to help each other.  A man has gotta eat after all.  Hunger makes a man give away anything he’s got, and we didn’t have much.

We were going to get ass fucked regardless.  We knew that.  All we needed to do was to be prepared.  Get ourselves lubricated and stretch enough so that big black cock would not tear us apart when  it entered with force.

I supposed we also learned that a man being fucked get hit across the head if he howls, but if he has long blond hair and he whimpers like a girl, them he might get fucked gently, and maybe afterwards he might even hold her, and kiss her and tell her what a good fuck she had been.

I don’t talk about it so much with the other two, but he truth is I have kinda got used to black cock.  Maybe I even sort of like it.

I do like it when he call’s me Princess.  It makes me feel a little superior, if you know what I mean.

The End
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